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To inn nn 1 | 
FREDERICK 


PRINCE of WALES. 


— Sery Thing which wears the Face 
ot being conducive to the Emolu- 
ment of the Publick, either in the 
way of their Diverſions or their 
; more ſerious Engagements, is ſure 
of ſharing Your Royal Highnels's Countenance, 
I am emboldened to ſhelter the following Vo- 
lume under the Sanctuary of Your Powerful 
Name, the ſole Intention of the ſeveral Parti- 
culars contained in it being to adminiſter En- 
tertainment at the Expence of nothing but Vice 
and Folly. 


The 


DEDICATION. 


The Eons Encouragement ſhewh by Your 
Royal Highneſs to Dramatick Performances in 
general, and the publick Honour You have done 
the following Comedies by Y our Royal Preſence 
at the Repreſentation of them, gave me farther 
Grounds to hope that Your Royal Highneſs 
would permit them a Place on your Shelf. 

Were I eonſcibus that there was any thy 
either of IIl- manners, IIl- nature, or III exam + 
in this Collection, I ſhould not dare to ſolicite 
Your Royal Highneſs's Patronage of it, any more 
than while J am doing it dare 1 preſume to offer 
any thing that might look like Panegyrick. 

That Your Royal Highneſs may long live in 
Health and Splendor amongſt us, to bleſs the 
Nation with thoſe Humane, Beneficent, and truly 
Frincely Qualities which you hourly exert for 
its Benefit, is the ardent Wiſh of a whole Feo- 
ple, and of no one more ſo than of, | 


SIR 


Your Rovar Hicnness's 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt devoted bumble Servant, 


JAMES MILLER. 
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H E principal Pieces contained in this Volume 
haying been already ſubmitted to the Eye of the 

| Publick, I ſhall here trouble the Reader with no- 
diling farther concerning them than a ſhort Nar- 
rative of the Occaſions which gave them Birth, 
e and the Reception they met with from the World. 
The firſt Production publiſh'd by the Author was The Hu- 
mours of Oxford, written ſoon after he went to the Univerſity, 
with no other View than for his own Amuſement and that of 
ſome of his particular Friends; but being by one of the latter ſhewn 
to the late Mrs. Oldſſela, ſhe inſiſted Ugg its being immediately 
brought on the Stage. Upon her Perſuaſion it was put into the 
Hands of Mr. Cibber, Mr. Wilks, and Mr. Booth, who all con- 
curring in their Approbation of it, it was immediately got up, 
and perform'd with all the Advantage it would admit of. 
During the Time of its being in Rehearſal a Report was indu- 
ſtriouſly propagated, that it was a general 4 indiſcrimina- 
tive Invective upon the Univerſity. This, and no wonder, cre- 
ated it a Multitude of Enemies, who came determined the firſt 
Night not to ſuffer it to be heard at all; accordingly when 
Mr. Wills came on to ſpeak the Prologue, he was receiv'd in a 
very unpromiſing manner, and not heard for a conſiderable time; 
however, by his artful Addreſs, and the Favour he ſtood in with 
the Town, he procured at length an Attention to the Prologue. 
This was fo well ſpoken, and ſo well received, that it put the 
Prejudiced to filence for ſome time, and three Acts of the Play 
were received with uncammon Applauſe. But as ſoon as the Tavern- 
2; Scene 


Fx DE TC EY 
Scene between the Fellows of Colleges in the fourth Act came on, 
which, inſtead of being a Reflexion on the Univerſity, as it was re- 
preſented to be, is the higheſt Vindication of it, the Malecon- 
tents broke out into the uſual Harmony upon ſuch Occaſions, 
| and permitted nothing more that Night to be heard. The Play 
however had the good Fortune to ſurmount the Oppoſition, 
| and was performed for Ten Nights ſucceſſively to numerous Au- 
| diences. After it was 'publiſh'd many Criticiſms were uttered 
i againſt it, which I ſhould not here have taken any notice of, had 
| it not been to pleaſure my Reader with the following Extempore 
| | . written by a Perſon of Quality, in Anſwer to a Copy 
8 | 


Verſes from Oxford in Condemnation of the Play. 
Ill-judging Mortal, hadf# thou held. thy Tongue 
| Some might have thought the Poet in the Wrong, 
| And fancy d that the Objects of his Satire 
| *' Mere Oats too groſs to have been drawn from Nature; 
4 | But now were all convincd his Group of Fools 
Are copied from the Life ---- the Vermin of your Schools , 
| For Thou, like Aſſes, who, unſeen, betray 1 
Their Dotard Kind if they attempt to bray, 
Ha prov'd thro ſpiteful, ſpiteleſs Contradiction, 
By ſad Example that tis more than Fiction. 
In thy dull Doggrel are compleatly ſhewn 1 
De Sot, Clown, Coxcomb, Pedant, ſoin d in one, 0 
And Oxford's Humours by thy Lines are known. 


4 | | Mrs. O/dfield was pleas'd to intereſt herſelf very warmly in the 
Succeſs of this Play, and had fo favourable an Opinion of the 
Author's Talent for Writings of that Caſt, that ſhe preſs'd him 
to ſet about a Comedy upon a Subjet which ſhe 4 very 
deſirous to have brought upon the Stage. This was to take the 
ſeveral Char afters of Sir Roger de Coverly, the Widow, Honey- 
comb, &c. which the Spefator's Club was compoſed of, and to 
furniſh Theatrical Buſineſs for them; ſaying at the ſame 
time ſhe propoſed it, that ſhe fancied Mr. Cibber and _— 
u 


ſhould make no diſagreeable Figure in the Parts of Sir Roger and 
the Widow. This Task was 2a! 46 with great Alacrity, and 
three Acts of it written and approved of by that excellent Ac- 
treſs before ſhe died. Upon her Demiſe, and that of Mr. Wills 
which happened ſoon after, all Thoughts of making this Per- 

formance publick was dropt, there being no body then on the 

Stage to ſupply their intended Parts of the Widow and Honey- 
comb. Since that time the Author has finiſhed the Comedy as 
high as he is capable of, but the preſent turbulent State of the 
Theatre is enough to deter any one from risking a Piece in it 
that he has been at conſiderable Pains upon. 

The ſame Winter that the Humours of Oxford appeared, 
Harlequin-Horace was produced, which met with an extraordi- 
nary; kind Reception from the Publick. 

The next Year the Comedy call'd The Mother-in-law was writ- 
ten, but the Author apprehending an Oppoſition from the ſame 
Quarter that fo violent a one was formed againſt his firſt Play, 
he durſt not venture to appear in it himſelf, and therefore pre- 
vailed upon his ingenious and very good Friend Mr. Henry Baker, 
whoſe Judgment and Advice he had taken in the Compoſition, to 
let it paſs under the Protection of his Name. Upon his kind 
Application it was accordingly brought on the Stage, and had a 
Run of between Twenty and Thirty Nights. | 

The next Dramatick Piece produced by the Author was The 
Man of Taſte, occaſioned by ſome extravagant Follies at that 
time in high Vogue. This Comedy was brought upon the Stage 
at a time when the beſt old Plays were performed to empty 
Benches, the Syren Pipe of Faronelli having conjured the whole 
Town into the Haymarket-Circle. The Author's Expectations 
were upon this Account very ſlender, but he was agreeably diſ- 
appointed by the Succeſs which his Performance met with. It 
had the Happineſs of being looked on by the beſt Judges as a 
ſeaſonable and fair Piece of Satire, and upon that Account 
found ſuch Encouragement, that it was repreſented upwards of 
Thirty Nights ſucceſſively to crowded Houſes, 


mo Some 
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2 Dane titne 2 this, the Poerical Pillory was cate, in me 
meaſure occaſioned by a notorious "wh 7 % Accuſation 
brought, or rather forged, againſt one of the 3% of Men, to 
obſtru& his Enjoyment of a Dignity which his —— lad 
thought good to intend for him. 

This Satire created our Author not a few Enemies amongſt the 
malignant Party, the Conſequences whereof have perhaps been 
detrimental to him ſince; notwithſtanding which he muſt ſtill 


ſay with the Author of the Morto prefixed to that Poem, 


Amicus Plato, amicus Socrates, ſed magis amica Veritas. 


The next Dramatick Piece the Author undertook was the 
Univerſal Paſſion, againſt which there was a ſtrong Oppoſition 
induſtriouſly fomented by ſome who were ſtrenuous Enemies to 
the Writer, tho why fo, he knows not, unleſs that what he had 
8 having met with Succeſs, and what they themſelves 

ad attempted in the fame Way having always miſcarried, 


might have been the Foundation of their Enmity ; but the un- 


prejudiced Part of the Audience were ſo well pleaſed with their 
Entertainment, that Malice was obliged to hide' its Head, and 


the Play was carried on with very great Succeſs. 


Soon after this the Epiſtle Of Politeneſs was publiſhed, which 
experienced, ina very high degree, the Candor and Good-nature 


of the Publick. 


As to the other ſhort Pzeces inſerted in this Volume, which 
have not made their Appearance | before, to the ſame Candor and 
Good-nature the Author commits them. 

There have been ſome other Productions of ent Kinds 
ſince publiſh'd by our Author which could not be taken into this 
Volume, and which are therefore propoſed, with a great Num- 
ber of Pieces both in Verſe and Proſe, never yet publiſh'd, to 
make up a Second Volume of the ſame Size and Price with this, 
and which will comprize all the Writings of this Miſcellaneous 
Nature which the Author intends for the Publick; for, Amoro 
guæramus Seria Ludo. 


This 
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This Second Volume will be deliver d, to thoſe who are pleas'd 
to favour the Author with their Subſcriptions, in January next, 
who are therefore deſired to ſend in their Names to Mr. Matis the 
Printer, or to Mr. Brindley Bookſeller to his Royal Highneſs 
the Prince of Yales in New Bona. Street, by whom the Books 
will be delivered, as ſoon as poſſible ; that the Advantage of the 
Summer may be taken for printing it. No Payment is defired 
till the Delivery of the Work. 

It may be perhaps expected here by ſome Perſons that the Au- 
thor ſhould enter upon a formal AMpolog y for having engaged in 
'A way of Writiag ſo Jeemingly foreign, as that 1 che Drawmatick 
Kind, to the Genius of his Profeſſion. | 
| To thoſe who urge ſuch an Objection, he 3 ths follow- 

ing Anſwer. He has met with ſuch very flender and precarious 
41 in his own Profe Non, tho he has had the Good-fortune 

ing well received in it wherever he appeared, that be could 
Z mo Harm in making to himſelf Friends, in a Way not re- 
proathable, by any ſmall Talents he happen d to paſſeſs.  . 
Theatrical Entertainments will and muſt be exhibited : Many 
Dramatick Authors ſhew too /iztle Regard for the moral Ten- 
dency of ſuch Performances. Pieces of that Kind therefore 
brought upon the Stage, if barely inn ent, may claim ſome de- 
gree of Merit; but when they are entirely turn'd to /afſb and vi- 
dlicule the prevailing Vices and Follies of the Age they are pro- 
duced in, may juſtly pretend to be of as much Publick Service 
as more grave Lectures and rigid Reproofs; and can only be 
_ cenſured by Thoſe who are not for having People cured of their 
Mental Diſorders out of the common Form, any more than ſome 
Phyſicians are of having them cured of their Bodily Diſtempers 
by any other way than what the, College preſcribes. 
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Of Politeneſs. An Epiſtle. 


Manner of Horace. 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. | 
V fa to the Memory of Mrs. Elizabeth Frankland. 


Muptiali. 
The Life of a Beau. A Song. 
The Life of a Fool. A Sung. 
The World's a Seng. A Seng. 
The Loſs Faronello. A Song: 
Verſes to a a young Lady, &c. 


The Flumours of Oxford. A Comedy. 


De Man of Tafte. A Comedy. 
T: Univerſal Paſſion. 
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Tempora mutantur nos mutamur in illis. 


To the HonouRaABLE 
WILLIAM TALBOT, Eſq 
Nou Lord TALBOT), Baron of HENSOL. 


EL OME Years have paſs'd fince the following 
Poem in a manner ſtole into the World, both 
imperfect and uncorrect: The generous Recep- 
tion the Publick were pleas'd to give it, not- 
withſtanding its Defects, made me look on My- 
| ſelf as oblig'd in Gratitude to make it as worthy 
of the Approbation, as the Nature of the Subject, and Abili- 
ties of the Author were capable of; which in this Edition I have 
endeavour'd to do. 

At the Time when this Satire was firſt publiſh'd, 8 1x, it was 
thought to have been of ſome Service towards ſhaming People 
out of their Fondneſs for thoſe irrational indecent Diverſions 
they were ſo ſtrangely infatuated with: In order therefore to 
give it a greater Weight in that Reſpect, I was determin'd to 
place it under the Sanction of ſome Favourite Name; and as 


there 
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there is none, Sir, which I apprehend can be more effectual for 
that Purpoſe than Yours, I hope You will permit me to make 
Ule of its Influence. | 

Polite Literature and the Liberal Arts have felt Your earlieſt 
and warmeſt Countenance, and rely on You, Sir, for One of 
their generous Reſtorers. The laudable Manner in which You 
have lately exerted yourſelf, to bring the Publick Diverſions un- 
der a proper Regulation, is very juſtly approv'd of, and ap- 
plauded by the wiſe and conſiderate Part of Mankind, it being 
a Matter of no ſmall Moment what Manners, Morals, and Cu- 
ſtoms are tranſplanted from the Theatre to the World. As the 
Stage might, unqueſtionably, be made the Source of rational 
and uſeful Entertainments, if rightly employ'd; fo it is as cer- 
tainly productive of the moſt pernicious Conſequences, when 
ſuffer d to run Riot upon Virtue and Good Manners. Tis 
therefore highly neceſſarily it ſhould be either entirely ſuppreſs d, 
or turn'd upon regular, inoffenfive, and inſtructive Repreſenta- 
tions. | 

You know, Sir, that the greateſt and wiſeſt States have al- 
ways deem d it a Point of no ſmall Importance, that the Pub- 
lick Diverſions ſhould be properly conducted, as being ſenſible 
that Barbarity in Taſte is a ſure Forerunner of Barbarity in Man- 
ners, and that a Delicacy in Pleaſure is one of the greateſt 23 
ports to the Social Virtues. 

Go on, therefore, Sir, to endeavour to poliſh Mankind into 
Judgment in their Gratifications. Never, ſure, had Politeneſs 
more Occaſion for a Champion, ſince the Abſurdity of indulg- 
ing in Amuſements, both unnatural and unprofitable, is grown 
of late to ſuch an Exceſs, that our Misfortune, in this reſpect, 
at preſent ſeems to be not ſo much a Want of Good Taſte as of 

Common 


* 
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Common Senſe. They are perfectly childiſh and ſcandalous; A 
Reproach to our Underſtandings, and a Degrading of Human 
Nature; and which have a dire& Tendency to emaſculate Peo- 
ple's Spirits, and rob 'em of every thing that's generous and 
manly. 

But I beg Pardon, Sis, for preſuming to urge You on in 
this Purſuit, fince Your own happy Diſpoſition, and that illus 
ſtrious Example which You have always in View, will natural- 
ly determine You to excel in every Publick and Private Virtue, 
and by ſuch an Emulation You will juſtly become the Deliciæ 
Human Generis, I am, 


8 1; 
Your moſt obedient, and 


moſt bumble Servant, 


JAMES MILLER. 


To the Courteous and Ingenious 
FN R—H, Eſq; 
PATENTEE of the Theatre-Royal in Covent- Garden. 


E doubt not but great will be your Worſsip's Aſtoniſh- 
© Way ment, to find your Name prefix d to this our * 
e ; y 


Bur what Name could we poſſibly have fix d on ſo worthy as His 
who is the great Patron of * Art we here treat of? All the de- 
lectable Repreſentations you have entertain'd us with, have been 
put together in abſolute Conformity to the Rules we have laid 
down; yea, verily, from thoſe are the Rules themſelves extracted, 
in like manner as Ariſtotle compil'd his Art of Antient Poetry from 
the Writings of that, then renown'd, Ballad-maker Homer. Twas 
you, Sir, to your everlaſting Honour be it recorded, that firſt 
introduc'd among us the preſent delicate and amazing Taſte in our 
Diverſions; and tis to your laudable Zeal and unparallel'd Agility 
that it owes its Succeſs. Indefatigable in Well-domg, you coura- 


giouſly perſevere to ſurmount all Oppoſition, and risk your very 
Neck for its Encouragement and Support. 


We 
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We might here aptly take Occaſion, Sir, to talk to you about 


your Fotefathers, not weening but you have had as many as any 
Peer in the Realm, and thoſe too peradventure of as notable Me- 
mory ; but you ſcorn to build your Fame on any Bottom ſave your 
own, and juſtly reſolve to Stand on your own Legs for Reputation. 
You are happy, Sir, in your Self, and from your Self, You are 
blels'd with every natural Qualification which is requiſite to one in 

your Profeſſion, and have, to a great Perfection, acquir'd the Art 
of leading People by the Noſe. You have Wit enough to make 
your Advantage of the Follies of others, and Chymiſtry enough to 
extract Gold out of every thing but common Senſe, and That, both 
as Wit and Chymiſt, you have nothing to do with; neither in Ve- 
rity ſhould you; for one in your Way can no more expect to thrive 
by common Senſe, than a Weſtminſter Fuftice by common Honeſty. 
You prudently look on Mankind to be one half Knaves, and ro- 
ther Fools, and conclude juſtly, that ro entertain both Sorts, there 
mult be a joint- mixture of Trick and Buffoonry; every one de- 
lighting in the Repreſentation of what is moſt natural to him, or 
in which he labours to excel. Thus an upright Citizen is wonder- 
fully diverted to {ce the Devil over-reach Dr. Fauſtus in a Bargain; 


a Reverend Limb of the Law, at ſeeing Harlequin turn d Judge, take 


Bribes of both Sides, without doing Juſtice to either: Whilſt thoſe 
Shoals of Templers, Beaux, and Lawyers Clerks, the Toupee Worthies 
of Tom's, Dick's, and White's, that compole the other Part of your 
Audience, receive inexpreſſible Satisfaction and Tranſport, at be- 
holding your Worſhip cransform'd into an Aſs or an Old Woman, 
and your Tables and Chairs, into Wheel-barrows and Coblers - 


Stalls. 


Then, as to the Fair Sex, Sir, you are not unknowing in what 
tends to their Recreation. You deem, we conjecture, one Moiety 
of em to be very civil Gentlewomen, and no better than they 
Should be; the other to be ill- natur d Prudes, becaule they are forc'd 
to be better than they Would be, and conſequently that to hit the 
Taſtes of the Whole, there muſt be an equal Quantity of Ob- 
ſcenity and Scandal. 


Nay, 
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Nay, unſpeakable is the Service you have done the Publick in 
this Reſpect; for whereas, to the foul Diſcouragement of Wir and 
Humour among us, our Women were in paſt Days ſo ſqueamiſhly 
delicate, that a pleaſant Hint, or waggiſh Jelt, would have frighren'd 
em out of a Room; they are now, Thanks to your Inſtructions, 
Sir, impenetrable Proof againſt any thing that tends to put them 
out of Countenance, and alrogerher incapable of the Weakneſs of 
a Bluſh. 

They can, with manifeſt Eaſe and Tranquillicy, fit out the moſt 
laſcivious Epilogue, or Farce; and not ſhew the leaſt Diſcompoſure 
or Emotion, % 2k the moſt ſigniſicant Geſtures are repreſented in 
a Dance---- Aſtoniſhing Philoſophy ! What ſufficient Retaliation can 
we Fathers and Husbands make that worthy Perſon, who has been 
the happy Inſtrument of ſo powerfully correcting the vicious Incli- 
nations of our Wives and Daughters, that they are not to be moved 
by any thing that can be ſaid to them! This indeed is the great 
Deſign, the ultimate End of all Dramatick Writings, ſo to mould 
and temper the Paſſions, as to purge and refine em, by the very 
Means they are excited: And the Atchievement of this glorious 
Work, is your laudable Aim in all your Performances. You pro- 
foundly judge, thar one Poiſon is beſt expell'd by another ; that In- 
continency is moſt effectually curd by more Incontinency, like 
| heaping on Fuel to put out & Fire; and that the Repreſentation 
of Leudneſs, is the moſt powerful Reſtraint from the Practice of 
it; agreeable to the Maxim of thoſe wiſe Heathens who made their 
Slaves drunk, to ſhew their Sons the Peformity of the Vice, 

In fine, Sir, it may be very emphatically affirm'd of you, that 
you know the World. You have a commenſurate Idea of the 
Length, Depth, and Breadth of all the Choice Spirits and Fine Ge- 
nius's of the Age. You are convine'd, by happy Experience, that 
the Pleaſures and Diverſions which the preſent Race of Mortals are 
| molt fond of, are ſuch as do the moſt effectually impoſe both on 
their Senſes and Underſtandings; and that the utmoſt Satisfaction 
they receive, is from being palpably play'd the Fool with. That their 
Judgments have got the Palſy, and their Imaginations the St Vitus's 
Dance; the firſt, Teng benumb'd, infeaſible, and unactive; the /aft, 
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convuls d, ridiculous, and unnatural; and, like a true Quack, you 
continue to apply Anodynes to Thoſe, and Yolatiles ro Thele, 

You are a thorough Maſter, Sir, of the great and Lucrative Art 
of Delufion, and every thing is taken for Sterling that but goes 
through your Hands. You can make Profaneneſs paſs for Wit, 
and Obſcenity for polite Converſation; Scolding for Raillery, and 
Hectoring for Courage; a Fool's Coat for pure Humour, and a 
Tweak by the Noſe, or a Box o the Ear, for keen Repartee. 
The preſent Set of Criticks who preſide in the Theatres, and call 
themſelves the Town, are Gentlemen, you well know, of ſuch cu- 
rious Conſtitutions, as can by no means undergo the Drudgery of 


Thinking; to the Standard of their Taſte you therefore prudently 


project to reduce your Productions. To apply to their Judgment 


you cannot, for you are convinc'd they have none; and to accoſt 
their Senſes in a natural Way, would be likewiſe Impolitick, for 
thoſe being a Sort of Inlets, or Sint Holes to the Underſtanding, 
which in Pele Gentlemen I look on to be a kind of Common- Sewer, 
it would be only diſturbing the Puddle, to beſpatter yourſelf. Well- 
judg'd therefore is it of you, Sir, to endeavour to engage em by 
ſuch Diverſions, as were never before ſeen, heard, or conceiy'd 
and never can be judg'd of, or underſtood. In which Actempr 
you have ſo wonderfully and meritoriouſly ſucceeded, that, whilſt 
the Sublime of a Shakefpear, the Tenderneſs of an Orway, and the 
Humour of a Vanbrugh, are repreſented to empty Benches, you can, 
by the ſingle Wave of a Harlequin's Wand, conjure the whole Town 
every Night into your Circle; where, like a true Cunning-Man, you 
amuſe em with a few Gipſy Tricks, while you juggle em of their 
Pelf; and then cry out with a Note of Triumph, 


Si Mundus wult Decipi, Decipiatur. 


And now, Sir, having given you a full and true Account of 
your ſelf, we come next to ſay ſomething of our ſelves, with a 
Word upon our Performance. 

As to the following Piece, it is a Syſtem of the Laws of Modern 
Poetry, eſtabliſh'd amongſt us by the Authority of che molt Succeſs- 
ful Writers of the preſent Age: by Which ic appears that the Ruler 
now 


P* Ri N 
now follow'd, are in all Reſpects exactly the Rewerſe of thoſe which 
were obſerv'd by the Authors of Antiquity, and which were {er 
forth of old by Horace in his Epiſtle de Arte Poetica. In a word, 
Sir, it is Horace turn'd Harlequin, with his Head where his Heels 
ſhould be; in which Poſture we ween not but he will be well re- 


ceiv'd by your Worſhip, and in Conſequence of that, by the whole 
Town, 


----- Nec Phebo gratior ulla eft 
Quam fibi que Vari præ ſcripſit pagina Nomen. 


But here ſue we for Pardon, in not having conſider'd that you 
are too much both of a modern fine Gentleman, and Poet, to un- 
derſtand Quotations from ſuch antiquated Authors. Howbeit we 
are warranted hereunto by the daily Practice of our Brethren, who 
never fail to interlace, and trim their Prefaces with Scraps from 
Authors at once ſo very foreign and enigmatical, that neither their 
Patrons or themſelves are travell'd enough to unriddle them. 

And now for the Criticts. * Thoſe malevolent Mungrils, whoſe 
Barking we * thoſe blund' ring Oxen, who tread down the 
good Corn, only to come at the Weeds; thoſe Black-Birds, who 
will be always picking Holes in the faireſt Fruit; choſe Ruffians, 
with Dark-Lanthorns, which contain juſt Light enough to ſhew 'em 
the Way to murder other People; thoſe Rats, which tear Books to 
Pieces, only to come at the Paſte they are glew'd with; thoſe Owls, 
Bats, Vultures, Drones, Bears, Tigers, Crocodiles, Dragons, we dread, 
abominate, neglect, and contemn; being thoroughly farisfy'd with 
our (elves, 7 this our Performance; well knowing that what we 
have done, will be of infinite Service to Mankind in general, and 
greatly tend to the n of our own dear Countrymen and 
Brethren; the comfortable Reflexion upon which, and the Appro- 
bation we ſhall unqueſtionably receive from the Town, and for 
which we lay hold of this Opportunity to return them our hum- 


* This Treatment of the Criticks is *. with the Practice of oft M, Writers, who 
never Jail to fall foul n them at the very Threſheld of their Werks, providently pur paſing te obviate 
thereby, any undue Influence which their future Cavils and Animadverſions might habe on the cand:d 
Ke 
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ble and hearty Thanks, will ſupport us under all the Oppoſition we 
may meet with from the above-mention'd Hortentots; and will en- 
courage us to go on to the utmoſt of our Power, and publiſh ſome- 
thing more as ſpeedily as poſſible. 

One Word more, Sir, and we bid you adieu; we had once 

d to make the following Work more acceptable to the 
Erudite, by caſting at the Foor of each Page, a Competency of 
Notes both Critical and Explanatory ; but upon more mature De- 
liberation, we determin'd to leave this Part to the penetrating, 
nice-gueſling, and laborious Dr. Zoilus; no way doubting but he 
will execute it with equal Aſtoniſhment and Satisfaction to the 
gentle Reader, as he has already done with regard to the * original 
Author. | | 
In this Edition indeed, finding that the other great Critick has 
been too much engag'd in his immortal Labours on Paradiſe Loft, 
to comply with our Requeſt, we have thought meet to ſcatter 
here and there a few Animadverſions by way ot Illuſtration, which 
have been communicared to us by Bawvius, Mæœwvius, and other of 
our Grubean Elders. 

And now, Sir, begging Pardon both of your Self, and the Pub- 
lick, for taking up ſo much of your precious Time, which is al- 
ways employ'd in their Service, we conlude with our fincere and 
difintereſted Wiſhes, that you may never grow fat, or be laid 
. the Heels, but may ever Remain ſlender, fl pant, and free, both for 
the Recreation of this Metropolis, and your own private Emolu- 
ment. | 


— — 


Hur B--ley's Edition of Horace. 


HARLE- 


HARLERUIN-AORACE: 


ara 


ART ef MODERN POETRY. 


1 


Hou d ſome great Artiſt, in whoſe Works conſpire 
RaphaePs high Grace, and Titian's Native Fire, 
may Blend in the Portrait of one fav'rite Fair, 
Shafts ry grand Mien, and Harvey's pleaſing Air; 
A Shape that might with lovely Queensbry's vie, 5 
Hertford's bright Soul effulgent in the Eye; 
Thy Symmetry, ſweet Richmond“ if &er Art 
Cou'd ſuch ſweet Symmetry as thine impart ; 
A Vanbrugh's Smile illumining the Face, 
And, Royal ORANGEI thy Majeſtick Grace, Io 
Till the whole Piece ſhould a fam'd Venus ſhine, 
One finiſh'd Form, in ev'ry Part divine: 
Tho! thus with each ador'd Perfection fraught, 
Our modern Men of Taſte would ſcorn the Draught. 

Vs 8. 4. Shaftsry's grand Mien. ] | rate of our Gainſayers will allow, that there 
Whatever may be objetted to this Perfor- | are incomparable Bx AUTIES in the 
mance in general, we truſt the moſt invete- | eight following Lines of it. 

(1) Humano capiti cervicem Pictor Equinam 
Jungere ſi velit, & varias inducere plumas 
Undique collatis membris, ut turpiter atrum 
Deſinat in piſcem mulier formoſa ſuperne 


Spectatum admiſſi riſum tencatis amici? 


Such 


24 HaARLEQvIn-HoRAcE; or, 
(2) Such Treatment, Pope, you muſt expect to find, 15 
Whilſt Wit and Judgment in your Works are joind; 
Tis not to Think with Strength, and Write with Eaſe, 
No — tis the Agri Somnia now muſt pleaſe; 
Things without Head, or Tail, or Form, or Grace, 
A wild, forc'd, glaring, unconnected Maſs. 20 
Well! Bards, yall fay, like Painters, Licence claim, 
To dare do any thing for Bread, or ---- Fame. 
Tis true ---- Why then, in Senſe and Nature's Spite, 
Still pleaſe the booby Crowd in all you write ; 
A Thouſand jarring Things together yoke, 25 
The Dog, the Dome, the Temple, and the Jow,. 
Conſult no Order, nor purſue no End, 
But Rant and Farce, the Sock and Buskin blend; 
Now make us dance, then doze, now weep, then ſmile, 
It ſuits the various Temper of our ///e. 30 
What tho' the few of Senſe may cry it down? 
*Twill charm that Unmwer/al Fool, the Town, 


Men's Dreams. What kind of Produc- | ſeveral Perſens in the Charatters and Habits 
tions are here meant, may be ſeen by a Peru- | of I riſts and Biſhops being preſent ; at the 
ſal of thoſe ſurpri fon Entertainments which | ſame Time the ingenious Mr. Lun deported 
of late Years have ſo much engag*d the No- himſclf very naturally in the Shape of a Dog, 
tice of the Town, pu which abound with more | till a Dome rifing voluntarily from under the 
extravagant inconfiſtent Abſuraities than ever | Stage, gave bim room for another Tran for- 
enter d a delirious Brain. mation by ſtanding on the Top of it in the 
VER. 26. The Dog, the Dome.] In guiſe of 4 — to the bigh Aimiration 
the Farce of Perſeus and Andromeda, a moſt | and Delight of a Britiſh Audience. 


Ve x. 18. Xgri Somnia. ] Viz. Sick | obſcene Dance was perform'd i in a Temple, | 


(2) Credite, Piſones, iſti Tabulæ fore Librum 

Perſimilem, cujus, velut Za r1SomMnNIA, vanæ 
Fingentur Species z ut nec pes nec caput uni 

EReddatur formæ. Picloribus atque Poetis 
Quidlibet audendi ſemper fuit æqua poteſtas; 
Scimus, & hanc Veniam petimuſque damuſque viciſſim: 
Sed non ut placidis cocant immitia z non ut 
Serpentes avibus geminentur, tigribus agni. T 

0 
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(3) To grand Beginnings full of Pomp and Show, 
Big Things profeſt, and Brags of what you'll do, 
Still ſome gay, glitt'ring, foreign Gewgaws join, 35 
Which, like gilt Points on * Peter's Coat, may ſhine ; 
Deſcriptions which may make your Readers ſtare, 
And marvel how ſuch pretty Things came There. 
| Whilſt old Dinarchus toſſes on his Bed, 
Taught by dire Viſions that his Daughter bled, 40 
A Friend comes in, and with Reflexion deep, 
Deſcants upon the Sweetnefs of his Sleep; 
When up the Sire ſtarts trembling from his Dream 
And ſtraight preſents you with a purlng Stream, 
Deſcribes the Rzv'ler roving *midſt the Trees, 45 
The dancing S$un-beams, and refreſhing Breeze. | 
Thus neer regard Connexion, Time, or Place, 
For dear Variety has every Grace. 
Suppoſe you're skill'd in the Parnaſſian Art, 
To purge the Paſſions, and correct the Heart, 50 
To paint Mankind in ev'ry Light, and Stage, 
Thai various Humours, Characters, and Age; 


VER. 39. Whilſt old Dinarchus.] This is an | excellent Performance of one of our Brethren, 
Example of the foregoing Rule drawn from an d, n ragedy, 


(3) Inceptis gravibus plerumque, & magna profeſlis 
Purpureus, late qui ſplendeat, unus & alter 
Aſſuitur Pannus, cam Lucus, & ara Dianæ, 

Et properantis Aquæ per amænos ambitus agros, 
Aut flumen Rhenum, aut pluvius deſcribitur arcus; 
Sed nunc non erat his locus: 


. Vide,/Tak of a Tub. 


D To 
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To fix cach Portion in its proper Place, F 
And give the Whole one Method, Form, and Grace; 
What's that to us who pay our Pence to ſee 55 
The ſweet Productions of Profundity ? 
Shipwrecks, and Monſters, Conjurors, and Gods, 
Where every Part is with the Whole at odds. 
We ſtill are bubbl'd when we aim at right, 
Surprizing Novelties alone delight. 60 
Now write obſcure, and let your Words move flow, 
Then with full Light, and rapid Ardor glow : 
In one Scene make your Hero cant, and whine, 
Then roar out Liberty in every Line; 
Vary one Thing a thouſand pleaſant Ways, 65 
Shew V hales in Woods, and Dragons in the Seas. 
(5) To ſhun a Fault's the ready Way to fall, 
Correctneſs is the greateſt Crime of all. 


V x R. 64. In one Scene make your the Good of the Nation in the Court of Re- 
Hero cant.] This is in many Reſpetts an in- queſts. Aud ſecondly, the fair Spettators 
comparable Rule; for, in the firſt Place, the | muſt neceſſarily receive infinite Satisfattion to 
frequent Exclamations of O Liberty! O | behold the Hero who is one Moment talking 
Freedom! O my Country ! cannot but draw | ſo big, and ſlaying every one round him, the 
repeated Applauſe from all true Patriots, eſ- | next Moment proſtrate at his Miſtreſs's Feet, 
pecially thoſe diſtinguiſh? d Ones who conſult on | and imploring her Mercy. 


—— & fortaſſe Cupreſſum 

Scis ſimulare: quid hoc, ſi fractis enatat exſpes 

Navibus, ære dato qui pingitur? amphora cœpit 

Inſtitui, currente rota cur urceus exit? 

Denique ſit, quodvis, ſimplex duntaxat & unum. 
(4) Decipimur ſpecie recti; brevis eſſe laboro, 

Obſcurus fio: ſectantem lævia nervi 

Deficiunt, animique: profeſſus grandia, turget. 

Qui variare cupit rem prodigialiter unam 

Delphinum ſylvis appingit, fluctibus aprum. 

(55) In vitium ducit culpæ fuga, ſi caret arte. 
What 
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(6) What tho in Pope's harmonious Lays combine 
All that is lovely, noble, and divine; 70 
Tho! every Strain with Wit, and Nature glows, 
And from from each Line a ſweet Inſtruction flows; 
Tho? thro' the whole the Loves, and Graces (mile, 
Poliſh the Manners, and adorn the Style? 
Whilſt Yirtue's FRIEND, * He turns the tuneful Art 75 
From Sounds to Things, from Fancy to the Heart; 
Yet, ſlaviſhly to Truth and Senſe ty'd down, 
He impotently toils to pleaſe the Town. 
Heav'n grant I never write like him 1 mention, 
Since to the Bays I could not make Pretenſion, 80 
Nor, Threſher-like, hope to obtain a Penſion. 
(7) Neer wait for Subjects equal to your Might, 
For then, *tis ten to one you never write; 
When Hunger prompts you, ſtrike the firſt you meet, 
For who'd ſtand chooſing when he wants to eat ? 8 


Ve R. 79. Heaven grant.] Our Author, | Barns-man e Duck, as in the ten pre- 
in the three following Lines, makes an Alt- | ceding ones he had that of Mr. Pope. 
tempt to imitate the Style of that renowned 


(6) ZXmilium circa ludum faber imus & ungues 
Exprimet, & molles imitabitur ære capillos; 
Infelix operis ſumma, quia ponere totum 
Neſciet ; hunc ego me, ſi quid componere curem, 
Non magis eſſe velim, quam pravo vivere naſo 
Spectandum ——= | | 

(7) Sumite materiam veſtris, qui ſcribitis, æquam 
Viribus ; & verſate diu, quid ferre recuſent, 

Quid valeant humeri: cui lecta potenter eait res, 
Nec ſacundia deſeret hunc, nec lucidus ordo. 


| * Vide, His Eſſay on Man. 
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(8) Take then no Pains a Method to maintain, 


Or link your Work in a centinu'd Chain, 
But cold dull Order. gloriouſly diſdain. 
Clap down whate'er comes firſt, nor mind one Jot 
Whether *tis proper in that Place or not. 
Who'd loſe a Thought becauſe not juſt in Time? 
Or for the Sake of Reaſon ſpoil a Nhime? 

(9) In coining Words your own Diſcretion uſe; 
For coin you muſt to ſuit the modern Muſe, 


New Terms adapted to the Purpoſe bring, 


When Eagles are to talk, or Aſſes (ing; 

No matter that from Greece, or Rome they come, 
An Engliſh Poet ſcorns to go from Home. 

Why ſhould to preſent Tibbald be deny'd, 
What antient Sertle would have own'd with Pride? 


ga 


95 


100 


V R. 96. When Eagles are to talk. ] | more Applauſe than ever was paid to Booth; 
Birds, Beaſts, and /Animals of all Kinds have | and an Aſs bray forth a Piece of Recitativo 
of late been frequently introduc'd on the ſeve- | more to the Satisfattion of the Audience, 
ral Stages of this Metropolis, and perform'd | than the beſt Performance of a Faronello or 


their Parts with incredible Succeſs ; ſo that j a Cuzzoni would have been. 
T hove hows av Bale ent is Yah with | | 
(8) Ordinis hæc virtus erit, & Venus, aut ego fallor, 
Ut jam nunc dicat, jam nunc debentia dici 
Pleraque differat, & præſens in tempus omittat. 
(9) In verbis etiam tenuis cautuſque ſerendis; 
Dixeris egregie, notum ſi callida verbum 
Reddiderit Junctura novum. Si forte neceſſe eſt 
Indiciis monſtrare recentibus abdita rerum, 
Fingere cinclutis non exaudita Cethegis 
Continget: dabiturque licentia ſumpta pudenter : 
Et nova fiftaque nuper habebunt verba fidem, ſi 
Graco fonte cadunt, parce detorta, Quid autem 
Cæcilio, Plautoque dabit Romanus, ademptum 
Virgilio Varioque? 


Or 
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Or why ſhould any blame, or envy me, 
For writing a New Art of Poetry ; 
Since modern Bards afford ſuch precious Store 
Of Rules and Beauties never known before ? 
For as the ſtately Oaks which late were ſeen 

Proudly compacted, eminently green, 
Robb'd of their leafy Honours, ſtraggling bow 
Their hoary Heads beneath the falling Snow ; 
So Nature, Wit, and Senſe muſt blafted fall, 
Whilſt /oommg Ignorance prevails o'er all. 
No Works fo great, but what admits Decay ; 
No Ad ſo glorious, but muſt fade away. 
Blenbeim's vaſt Pile ſhall moulder into Duſt, 
And Marlbr#'s Statues be conſum'd by Rult ; 
Old things muſt yield to New, Common to Strange, 
Perpetual Motion brings perpetual Change. 

Lo! Shakeſpears Head is cruſh'd by Rich's Heels, 
And a throng'd Theatre in Godman's Fields; 


—— Ego cur acquirere pauca | 

Si poſſum, invideor ? cùm lingua Catonis & Enni 
Sermonem patrium ditaverit, & nova rerum 
Nomina protulerit? Licuit, ſemperque licebit 
Signatum præſente noti producere nomen. 

Ut ſilvæ foliis pronos mutantur in annos, 
Prima cadunt; ita Verborum vetus interit ætas, 
Et Juvenum ritu florent modd nata, vigentque. 
Debemur morti nos, noſtraque; ſive receptus 
Terra Neptunus, claſſes Aquilonibus arcet, 
Regis opus: ſterilifve diu palus, aptaque remis, 
Vicinas urbes alit, & grave ſentit aratrum. 
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30 HARLEQUIN-HoRACE; or, 
Lo! Smithfield-Shows a poliſbd Court engage, 
And Hurlohrumbo charms the knowing Age. 120 
Since Manners alter thus, the modiſßh Muſe | 
Themes ſuited to the reigning Taſte ſhould chooſe : 
What Bard for larvimg Senſe would ſuffer Death, 
When fruitful Folly is th Eſtabliſh'd Faith? 
(10) The way to write of Heroes, and of Kings, 125 
And ſing, in ond rous Numbers, wond'rous Things; 
Of mighty Matters done in bloody Battle, 
How Arms meet Arms, Swords claſh, and Cannons rattle, 


How ſuch ſtrange Toils and Turmoils to rehearſe, 


Is learnt from Blackmore's everlaſting Verſe, | ago 
(11) To ſing of Shepherds, and of Shepherdeſſes, 

Their aukward Humours, Dialogues, and Dreſſes: 

The manner how they Plow, and Sow, and Reap,' 

* How filly they, more filly than their Sheep, 


Ve R. 120. And Hurlothrumbo.] A fa- | Part, and danc'd, ſung, and play'd on the 
mous Dramatical Performance, in which the | Fiddle all at once, before crowded Audiences, 
Ingenious Author per form'd the Principal | to the twentieth Night. 


VX. 128. How Arms meet Arms.] In Imitation of the following wonderful Lines of 
that celebrated Author. 
Arms meet with Arms, Fauchions with Fauchions claſh, 
And Sparks of Fire ſtruck out from Armour flaſh ; 
Naked and half-burnt Hills with hideous Wrack, 
Afright the Skies, and fry the Ocean's Back. 


Nedum Sermonum ſtet honos, & gratia vivax. 

Multa renaſcentur, qua jam cecidere, cadentque 

Quz nunc ſunt in honore, Vocabula, fi volet uſus; 

Quem penes arbitrium eſt, & jus, & norma loquendi. 
(10) Res geſtæ Regumque Ducumque, & triſtia Bella 

Quo ſcribi poſſunt numero, monſtravit Homerus. 
(11) Verſibus impariter Junctis querimonia Primùm, 

Poſt etiam Iacluſa eſt Voti Sententia compos. 


* Two Lines in Phillips's Paſtorals. 
In 
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In Maniles blue, can trip it ver the Green, 
In Namby Pambys Paſt'rals may be ſeen. 

(12) Tibbald in Mail compleat of Dullneſs clad, 
Half Bard, half Puppet-man, half Fool, half Mad, 
Roſe next to charm the Ear, and pleaſe the Eye, 
With ev'ry Monſter bred beneath the Sky ; 

His great Command Earth's Salvages obey, 

And ev'ry dreadful Native of the Sea; 

Amaz'd we view, by his ſtrange Pow'r convey'd, 
Pluto's dark Throne, and Hell's tremendous Shade; 
Then change the Scene, and lo! Heaven's bright Abodes, 
We dance with Goddeſſes, and ſing with Gods; 
Encore, Encore, rings thro' the raptur'd Round, 
Encore, Encore, the ecchoing Roofs reſound. 

(13) On Lyrick Welſted, next, the Mule beſtow'd 
Fondneſs to aim at the advent'rous Ode: | 
Not like thoſe Bards of old who dar'd to rife, 

And lift their Heads triumphant to the Skies; 
Who, ſcaling Heav'n in their ambitious Flight, 
In Gods and Heroes plac'd their vain Delight; 
But Melſted's gentle Stanza makes you doze, 

A frozen Sluice, that neither ebbs nor flows; 
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VER. 140. With ev'ry Monſter.'] A!! | exhibited for 20 Nights ſucceſſtvely, to the 
the entertaining Abſurdities in the fix follow- | genera! Satisfaction of maſt of the Nobility 
ing Lines, were actually repreſented in the | and Gentry in the Kingdom of Great Bri- 


Rape of Proſerpine, and other Farces, and | tain. 


(12) Archilocum proprio rabies armavit Iambo. 
Hunc Socci cepere pedem, grandeſque cothurni, 
Alternis aptum Sermonibus, & populares 
Vincentem ſtrepitus | 

(13) Muſa dedit fidibus Divos, Pueroſque Deorum, 

Et pugilem Victorem, & Equum certamine primum, 
Et Juvenum Curas, & libera Vina referre. 


Still 


22 HaARrRLEQUuIN-HoRACE; or, 
Still ſaunt ring on in the ſame zick-/ack Rhime, 
No Pendulum can keep exacter Time: 
Till by the Weight-inſpiring God oppreſs'd, 
His Viſage bloated, and inflate his Breaſt, 
He raves, ſtares, ſputters, foams, turns giddy round, 
Then mmbl& beadlong down the vaſt Profound. 
But which of theſe the Laureat's Wreath ſhall wear 
From their lite Merit cannot yet appear. 


(14) Unleſs yowre skill'd in theſe new Ways to Fame, 


You'll ne er acquire the Poer's facred Name, 
Your Readers Taſtes you muſt with Care diſcern, 
And never be 0 ignorant to learn. 

Let Jocund Tales be cloath'd in /ad Blank Verſe, 
And Fables dire ſhine forth in hum rous Farce. 

Aſſign no Place to a peculiar Part, 

Nor brook the Bondage of laborious Art; 


VIX. 163. But which of ee} 
theſe Lines were firſt wrote, the Place of | on Colley Cibber, EV; 
Poet-Laureat was vacant, by the Demiſe of 


Quis tamen exiguos elegos emiſerit Audtor 
Grammatici certant, & adhuc ſub judice lis eſt. 


(14) Deſcriptas Servare vices, Operumque colores, 
Cir ego, fi nequeo Ignoroque, Poeta falutor ? 
Cur neſcire, pudens prave, quam diſcere malo? 
Verſibus exponi Tragicis res comica non vult, 
Indignatur item privatis ac prope Socco 
Dignis Carminibus narrari cœna Thyeſtæ. 
Singula quæque locum teneant Sortita decenter. 
Interdurn tamen & vocem Comeedaa tollit, 
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the Reverend Mr. Euſden, and fince beſtow'd 


ER 


—— 
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But vary oft your Method, and your Style; 
Let one Scene make us weep, the other ſmile; 
Quite Jragict, yet quite Comict all the while! 175 
(15) Tis not enough that Show and Sing- ſong meet, 
The Ladies look for ſomething /i, and ſweet : 
That ev'ry tender Sentiment may move, 
And fix their Fancies on the Joys they love: 
In Perſeus this was to Perfection done, 180 
The Dance was very moving they muſt own. 
(16) But if you will be fooliſhly ſevere, 
And in dull Morals madly perſevere; 
If drowſy Decency you needs muſt keep, 
No wonder if your Audience fall aſleep. 185 
Your Words ſhould neer be ſuited to your Theme, 
The Sound a Comraſt to the Senſe ſhould ſeem. 
A merry Grin ſets off a diſinal Tale, 
Neep when you jeſt, and giggle while you rail. 


Vets. 174. Let one Scene make us weep. ] | compaſſionate Part of the Audience; whilſt on 
This Rule is ſtrictly obſerv'd by moſt of our | the contrary their Tragedies are ſo pleaſant 
modern Dramatic Writers. Their Comedies | and diverting, that the Spectators can't refrain 
have ſuch very Sad Scenes in them, that they | from frequently burſting into a Laugh. 
ſeldem fail to draw Tears from the tender and | 


Er tragicus plerumque dolet Sermone pedeſtri. 
Si curat cor ſpectantis tetigiſſe querela. 


(15) Non ſatis eſt pulchra eſſe Poemata, Dulcia ſunto: 
Et quocunque volent animum auditoris agunto. 


(16) == male ſi mandata loqueris 
Aut dormitabo aut ridebo. Triſtia mœſtum 
Vultum verba decent, iratum Plena minarum, 


Ludentem laſciva, ſeverum ſeria dictu. 


E | For 


34 


HARLEGUIN-HOoRACcR; or, 
For wanton Nature forms the human Mind, 


Still fond of Wonders, and to Change inclin'd ; 
Plain Senſe we fly, ſtrange Nonſenſe to purſue, 


And leave old Follies, 


but to gr 


One Hour we court, what we the next refuſe, 


And loath To-morrow, what To-day we chooſe : 


Now we are grave, then gay ; now wing'd with Joy, 
Then ſunk in Grief--- and all we know not why. 

The Things we hunt, are Pleaſure, Wealth, and Fame, 
But a wrong Scent ſtill cheats us of the Gaine ; ; 


For different Obje&s, different Aims excite, 
And ſtill we think the laſt Opinion ri 
Deceit, and Selfiſhneſs inclin'd, 


To Craft, 


We never let the Face betray the Mind ; 
But then look faireſt, when we mean moſt Ill, 


And, flatt'ring Syrens like, inchant — to kill: 


By Intereſt ſway'd, each Word is full of Art, 

And the taught Tongue runs counter to the Heart. 
(17) From all Reſtraint your Characters ſet free, 

Nor, with their Fortune, make their Talk agree. 


We hate a Piece where Truth and Nature meet, 


190 | 
aſp at New ; 
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Scorn what is real, but enjoy Deceit; 


V x x. 190. For wanton Nature, ] Agre- 


gious are the Blunders of all our Commenta- 
tors on the following Lines; erroneouſly taking 
them in a literal Senſe, they have ſtigmatis'd 
them as a virulent Invettive on the preſent 
State of Mankind. Groundleſs and abfurd ! 
Is not the whole Poem an Irony! Ought not 


| 


theſe Lines therefore to be conſtru'd by the 
Rule of Reverie, and doth not our Bard 


| then, in this Place, ſing loudly in Laud of 
his F ellow-Creatures, * bold forth the 
ſent ſpotleſs Generation, as replete with Ho- 


nour, Integrity, Prudence, Generoſity, and 
a long Et cætera of Virtues ? 


Format enim natura priùs nos intus ad omnem 
Fortunarum habitum; Juvat aut impellit ad iram, 
Aut ad humum meerore gravi deducit, & angit: 
Poſt effert animi motus interprete Lingua. 
(17) Si dicentis erunt fortunis abſona dicta, 


Romani tollent Equites pediteſque cachinnum. 


And 
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And always give the moſt Applauſe to thoſe, 
Who on our very Senſes moſt impoſe. 
(18) Take then no Pains Reſemblance to purſue, 
Give us but ſomething very ſtrange, and new, 21 0 
»Twill entertain the more — that tis not true. 
If mighty Maribro's Character you'd wield 
Deſcribe Him raſh, yet trembling in the Field; 
One by no Laws, Divine or Human, aw'd; 
Falſe to his Queen, his Country, and his God; 2 20 
Ungraceful giving, in reſuſing Sour, 
An Wolſey in, a Cat line out of Power; 
The Church's Downfall, and the Hate's Diſeaſe, 
A Turk, a Jew, a Fiend, a -—- what you pleaſe, | 
Call Dorſet vain, firm Carteret a Tool, 225 
Chandis a Churl, and Wilmington a Fool ; 
Make Cheſterfield nor witty, nor polite, 
Argile unable or to ſpeak, or fight; 
Cobham the Juſt from Virtue's Paths elope, 
And Montagu a downright Miſautrope; 230 
Talbot, the Boaſt and Hleſſing of his Age! 
On friendleſs Merit's Side muſt ne'er engage; 
No proud Oppreſſor dread his awful Name, 
Nor injur'd Right his juſt Decrees proclaim ; 
No Orphan Voice ſhould grateful Peans raiſe, _ 235 
Nor Midoud Hands be lifted in his Praiſe ; 


( 18) Aut famam ſequere, aut ſibi convenientia finge 
Scriptor. Honoratum ſi forte reponis Achillem, 
 Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer, 
Jura neget ſibi nata, nihil non arroget armis 
Sit Medea ferox invictaque; flebilis Ino, 
Perfidus Ixion, Io vaga, triſtis Oreſtes, 


E 2 But 


36 HARLEQUIN-HoORACE; or, 
But Partial, Proud, Ambitious, be deſcrib'd, 
By Paſſion govern'd, and by Intereſt brib'd. 
(19) Or if ſome untry'd Story you would chooſe, 
On ſome new Character employ your Mule ; 
Toil not to draw it, 'tis a fruitleſs Aim, 
True to itſelf, and thro' the whole the ſame ; 
Enough that we can know it by the Name. 
(20) Tis difficult a well-known Tale to tell, 
It won't admit Variety ſo well; 
But if you bring a Scozch or Iriſh Story Y, 
You'll never fail to pleaſe both hg and Tory : 
Then dauntleſs make another's Plan your own, 
Nay ſteal each Word, nor fear its being known ; 
For if the Owner ſhould your Theft explore, 
Fen cry Thief firſt, like honeſt Femmy More. 
(21) Let lofty Language your Beginning grace, 
And ſtill ſet out with a gigantick Pace; 


V x R. 251. Like honeſt Femmy More.] | pear'd under the Name of the real oor, 


This worthy Brother havin 5 Pilfer'd ſome = no Scruple to turn the Theft from kim 
m 


Manuſcript Verſes from an 
and publiſh'd them as his own, when they ap- | the other as the Plagiary. 


(19) Si quid inexpertum ſcenz committis, & audes 
Perſonam formare novam ; ſervetur ad imum 
Qualis ab incœpto proceſſerit, & ſibi conſtet. 


(20) Difficile eſt propriè communia dicere: tuque 
Rectius Iliacum Carmen deducis in actus, 
Quam ſi proferres ignota indictaque primus. 
Publica materies privati Juris erit, Si 
Nec circa Vilem patulumque moraberis orbem, 
Nec Verbum Verbo curabis reddere fidus 
Interpres, nec deſilies Imitator in arctum 
Unde Pedem proferre pudor Vetet, aut Operis Lex. 


(2 5 Nec ſic incipies ut Scriptor Cyclicus olim; 


nent Writer, | ſelf, and in the Integrity ef his Heart eu 


In 
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In thund'ring Lines your 0 Deſign rehearſe : 

And rant, and rumble in a Storm of Verſe, 255 
It ne'er can fail to charm a crowded Houle, 

To ſee the lab'ring Mountain yield a Moule. 

We're pleas'd to find the great, th' important Day, 

Produce a Jig, a Wedding, or a Fray; 

* As if the old World modeſily withdrew, 260 
And here in private had brought forth a New; 

Profoundly judging with the antient Sire, 

That where there is much Smoke, muſt be ſome Fire. 

(22) *Tis therefore your's to keep the Mind in Doubt, 
And let no Ray of Meaning once peep out ; 265 
To ſhun the leaſt Approach of Light with Care, 

And turn, and double, like a hunted Hare. 
So lye, confound, disjoint, lop, eke, and patch, 
That neither Head, nor Tail, nor Middle, match, 
(23) If anxious to delight the liſt'ning Throng, 270 
Their ſtrict Attention, and loud Claps prolong ; 
If ev'ry Rank and Se& you would engage, 
Reverſe your Manners to each Sex and Age. 


Fortunam Priami cantabo & nobile Be lum. 
Quid dignum tanto feret hic promiſſor hiatu ? 
Parturient montes naſcetur ridiculus mus. 
Non fumum ex fulgore, ſed ex fumo dare Lucem 
Cogitat, ut ſpecioſa dehinc Miracula promat. 
(22) Semper ad eventum feſtinat; & in medias res, 
Non ſecus ac notas auditorem rapit; & quæ 
Deſperat tractata niteſcere poſſe, relinquit; 
Atque ita mentitur, fic veris falſa remiſcet, 
Primo ne medium, medio ne diſcrepet imum. 
(23) Si plauſoris eges aulæa manentis, & uſque 
Seſſuri, donec cantor, Vos plaudite, dicat, 
Etatis cujuſque notandi ſunt tibi mores. 


* Two Lines in the Indian Emperor, 
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To write in Character is not requir'd ; | 

The more unnat'ral, tis the more admir'd. 275 
(24) A Boy that juſt can go alone, and prattle, 

Should fly his Play-fellows, and ſcorn his Rarrle, 

Converſe with Patriots and Politiciaus, 

And talk of Dunkirk, Hanover, and Heſſians. 
(25) The beardleſs Youth as wanton as a Squirrel, 280 

Juſt free'd from Diſcipline of Rod and Ferrel, 


Should ſagely caſt his jovial Sports away, 
Renounce his Wenching, Drinking, Dogs, and Play, 
Copy the fmgy Duke fo young and thrifty, 

And {wr and talk, a very Don of Fifty. 285 
(26) One of that Age at which 'tis made a Rule, 
That each Man's a Phyſician, or a Fool; 
Wild as a new-fledg'd Stripling ſhould appear, 
Void of Ambirion, innocent of Fear ; 
Nor Fame, nor Friendſhip, nor Preferment mind, 290 
So Jowler prove but ſtaunch, and Phillis kind. 

(27) Old Age in Waſte and Riot ſhonld delight, 


Launch thoughtlefs out, and Drink, Wench, Game, and Fight; 


(24) Reddere qui voces jam ſcit puer, & pede certo 
Signat humum, geſtit paribus colludere, & iram 
Colligit ac ponit temere, & mutatur in horas. 

(25) Imberbis Juvenis, tandem cuſtode remoto, 
Gaudet equis canibuſque & aprici gramineicampi ; 
Cereus in vitium flecti, monitoribus aſper, 
Utilium tardus proviſor, prodigus æris, 

Sublimis, cupiduſque, & amata relinquere pernix. 

(26) Converlis ſtudlis ætas animuſque virilis 
Quzrit opes & amicitias, infervit honori, 
Commiſiſſe cavet quod mox mutare laboret. 

(27) Multa ſenem circumveniunt incommoda, vel quod 
Quzrit, & inventis miſer abſtinet, ac timet uti: 


For 
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For tis, you know, an unconteſted Truth, 

That Age is nothing but a ſecond Youth. 295 
Thus /imple Nature you muſt ſtill reject, 

For thoſe Things pleaſe us moſt we leaſt expect, 

To ſee Sixteen, like old Sir Gilbert, ſcrape, 

And Sixty caſt, like Chartres, for a Rape. 
(28) Next ſhun with Care the Rule preſcrib'd of old, 300 

That Things too ſtrange ſhould not be ſhewn, but told. 

The Feats of Fauſtus, and the Pranks of Jove 

Chang'd to a Bull, to carry off his Love; 

The /wimming Monſter, and the flying Steed, 

Meduſa's Cavern, and her Serpent-breed, 305 

Domes voluntar'ly riſing from the Ground, 

And lovely Lun transform'd into a Hound, 


Ven. 299. And Sixty caſt, like Chartres, Old Baily for a Rape, when full Threeſcore 
= a Rape. ] The notorious Colonel Chartres, Nears 44 and well-nigh Bed-ridden wwitbal. 
er having, with Impunity, been guilty of Apth therefore may we here tranſcribe the fol- 
verſe e Mi Lemeanors highly worthy of the ng Lines from our dear Flaccus, 
Calls was at laſt ſentenc'd to it for one * 
which he was not capable of commuting 3 be- Rarò antecedentem Sceleſtum 
ing ſent to Newgate and condemn'd at the | Deſeruit pede pœna Claudo. 


Vel quod Res omnes timide gelideque miniſtrat; 
Dilator, ſpe longus, iners, aviduſque futuri, 
Difficilis, querulus, Laudator temporis acti 
Se puero, cenſor caſtigatorqne minorum. 
Multa ferunt anni venientes commoda ſecum, 
Multa recedentes adimunt; ne forte ſeniles 
Mandentur Juveni partes, pueroque Viriles ; 
Semper in adjunctis ævoque morabitur aptis. 
(28) Aut agitur res in Scenis, aut acta refertur; 
Segniùs irritant animos demiſſa per aurem, 
Quam quæ ſunt oculis ſubjecta fidelibus, & quæ 
Ipſe ſibi tradit Spectator — non tamen intus 
Digna geri, promes in Scenam 


Nec pueros, coram populo, Medea trucidet; 


Done 


40 HARLEQUIN-HoRACE; or, 

Done on the Stage, with Show of Truth deceive, 

Which, if related, we ſhould ne'er believe; 

Glorious Free-thinking reigns to that degree, 310 

We credit nothing now, but what we /ee. 
(29) The Number of your Acts we never mind, 

For modern Poets ſcorn: to be confin'd : 

Two ſometimes ſuits the Genius, ſometimes Three, 

When the Purſe prompts the nimble One for me. 315 
(30) To ſerve each Purpoſe, be it ne'er fo odd, 

Be ſure to introduce a Ghoſt or Cod; 


Make Monſters, Friends, Heavn, Hell, at once engage, 


For all are pleas'd to ſee a well-filld Stage. 
(31) The ancient Chorus juſtly's laid aſide, 320 
And all its Office by a Hug ſupply'd: 
A Hong — when to the Purpoſe ſomething's lack'd, 
Relieves us in the middle of an Act; 
A Song inſpires our Breaſts with am'rous Fury, | 
And turns our Fancies on the Nymphs of Drury. 325 
Can quell our Rage, and pacify our Cares, | 
Revive old te and baniſh preſent Fears ; 


Aut in avem Progne vertatur, Cadmus in Anguem. 
Quodcumque oſtendis mihi fic, incredulus odi. 


(29) Neve minor, neu fit quinto productior actu 
Fabula, qua poſci vult, & Spectata reponi. 


(30) Nec Deus interſit, niſi dignus vindice nodus 
Inciderit; nec quarta loqui perſona laboret. 


(31) Actoris partes Chorus officiumque Vi irile 
Deſendat: neu quid medios intercinat actus, 
Quod non propoſito conducat & hæreat apte 
Ille bonis Faveatque & concilictur amicis, 

Et regat iratos, & amet peccare timentes : 
Ille dapes laudet menſz brevis; ille ſalubrem 
Juſtitiam, legeſque, & apertis otia Portis; 


Lighten, 
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Lighten, like Wine, the bitter Load of Life, 

And make each Wretch forget his Debts and Wife. 

(32) In Days of Old, when Engliſhmen were — Mew, 330 
Their Muſick, like themſclres, was grave and plain ; 
The manly Trumpet, and the ſimple Reed, 
Alike with Citigen, and Swain agreed; 
Whoſe Songs, in lofty Senſe, but humble Verſe, 
Their Loves, and Wars alternately rehearſe ; 335 
Sung by themſelves, their homely Cheer to crown, 
In Tunes from Sire to Son deliver'd down. 

But now, ſince Britains are become polite, 
Since Few can read, and Fewer till can write; 
Since Trav'ling has ſo much improv'd our Beaux, 340 
That each brings home a foreign Tongue, or — Noſe ; 
And Ladies paint with that amazing- Grace, 
That their beſt /V;zard is their natural Face; 
Since South-Sea Schemes have ſo inrich'd the Land, 
That Footmen gainſt their Lords for Boroughs ſtand ; 345 
Since Maſquerades and Op'ras made their Entry, 
And Heydegger reign'd Guardian of our Gentry ; 
A hundred various Inſtruments combine, 
And foreign Song ſters in the Concert join: 


Ille tegat commiſſa, Deoſque precetur & oret 
Ut redeat miſeris, abeat fortuna ſuperbis. 


(32) Tibia non, ut nunc, Orichalco vincta, Tubæque 
Amula, fed tenuis ſimplexque foramine pauco, 
Aſpirare & adeſſe Choris erat utilis, atque 
Nondum ſpiſſa nimis complere ſedilia flatu: 

Quo ſane Populus numerabilis, utpote parvus, 
Et frugi, caſtuſque verecunduſque coibat. 
Poſtquam ccepit agros extendere victor, & urbem 
Latior amplecti murus, Vinoque diurno 


F The 
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The Gallick Horn, whoſe winding. Tube in vain 


Pretends to emulate the Tru 


mpet's Strain; 


The /hrill-ton'd. Fiddle, and the warbling Flue, 


The grave Baſſoon, 


deep Baſe, and tiniling Lute, 


The jingling Spinnet, and the full mou d Drum, 
A Roman Capon, and Venetian Strum, 
All league, melodious Nonſenſe to diſpenſe, 
And give us Sound, and Show, inſtead of Sexſe ; 
In unknown Tongues myſterious Dullneſs chant, 
Make Love in Tune, or thro the Camus rant. 
(33) Long labour d Rich, by Tragick Verſe to gain 


The Town's Applauſe - but labour'd long 


in vain; 


At length he wiſely to his Aid call'd in, 
The ave. Mime and checquer'd Harlequin. 
Nor rul'd by Reaſon, nor by Law reſtrain'd, 


In all his Farces Smut and Scandal reign'd ; 


365 


Ve R. 358. In unknown Tongues. } Owr lite falſe Devotion, 1o an unknown T 


ongue. 
Author would not be thaught here to inveigh | Some Perſons, moreover, leſs muſically given, 
again Muſick in general; far be that from | have made a Doubt whether the vaſt Contri- 


any one whoſe Soul delighteth itſelf in 1he Ex- 
ercitations of harmonious Metre. He only 
lamenteth, therefore, that this delefttable Art, 
which, if well apply d, is capable of adding 
a Charm to Senſe, and a Force to Inſtruttion, 
ſhould ſo frequently be made ſubſervient to Ob- 


ſcenity and Nonſenſe, or Jeſuitically confin'd, 


butions which have been lately raiſed for a ce- 
lebrated foreign Performer in this way, have 
not ſavour*d of Exceſs; and have made no 
Scruple to affirm, that Signior Faronelli's 
annual Income ought not to be more than 


double /o that of a General, Admiral, 
Lord-Chief-Juſtice, 


Placari Genius feſtis impunè diebus, 

Acceſſit numeriſque modiſque licentia major; 
Sic etiam fidibus voces crevere ſeveris, 

Et tulit Eloquium inſolitum facundia præceps: 
Utiliumque ſagax rerum & divina futuri 
Sortilegis non diſcrepuit ſententia Delphis. 

(33) Carmine qui Tragico vilem certavit ob Hircum, 
Mox etiam agreſtes Satyros nudavit, & aſper 
Incolumi gravitate jocum tentavit, eo quod 
Illecebris erat & grata novitate morandus 


Spectator, functuſque ſacris, & potus, & exlex. 
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Peers, Prelates, Commons, all alike they roaſt, 
From Knight of Garter, down to Knight of Poſt ; 
Paid no Regard to any Rank or Station, 
Vea, mock'd the folemn Rites of Coronation. 
| PSY Knights, and Ladies, who but late were ſeen 370 
With Regal Pomp, and Eminence of Mien; 
Plumes on their Heads that dard the very Sky, 
Ribband and Stars that dazzl'd every Eye; 
Trains that with Gold and Purple ſwept the Ground, 
And Muſick like the Sphere's celeſtial Sound; 375 
Here ſtrip'd of all, in homely Guiſe appear, 
Knights Hempen-ſtrings, and Ladies Pattens wear; 
The good Lord. Mayor, as erſt, devouring Cuftard, 
And Muſict, as when City-Bands are muſter'd. 
Ay, this 2 do! the throng'd Speftator cries ; 380 
Ay, this will do. enlighten'd Rich replies ; 3 1 
Shakeſpear, Rowe, Johnſon, now are quite undone --- 
Theſe are thy Triumpbs, thy Exploits, O Lun/ 

(34) Whocer would Comedy or Satire write, 
Muſt never ſpare Ob/cemty and Spe : 385 
A Quantum ſufficn of Smut, will raiſe | 
_ Crowds of Applauders to the dulleſt Plays; 


VER. 369. Yea, mock'd the folemn | and Proceſſion exhibited at the Theatre in 
Rites of 8 ] Seon after the Coro- | Drury-Lane, which Mr. Rich ook occaſion 
nation of their preſent Majeſties, there was | 40 burleſque in the manner here deſcrib d. 
a pompous Repreſentation of the Solemnity 

Verum ita riſores, ita commendare dicaces 

Conveniet Satyros, ita vertere Seria Ludo, 

Ne quicunque Deus, quicunque adhibebitur heros 

Regali conſpectus in auro nuper & Oftro 

Migret in obſcuras, humili ſermone, Tabernas. 

(34) Non ego inornata & dominantia nomina ſolum, 
Verbaque, Piſones, Satyrorum Scriptor amabo; 


F. 2 | Whilſt 
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Whilſt groſs Scurrility, and pure Il|-nature, 
Are found the beſt Ingredienis for a Satire. 
But he that would in Buskins tread the Stage, 3090 
With Rant, and Fuſtian, muſt divert the Age, 
And, Boſch: like, be always in a Rage. | 
In Blood and Wounds the Galleries moſt delight, 
Who think all Virtue is to ſtorm and fight; 
Whilſt Plumes, gilt Truncheons, bloody Ghoſts, and Thunder, 395 
Engage the Boxes to behold and ---- wonder. 
Confound all Characters, no Difference make 
If matchleſs Polwarih, or Sir Billy ſpeak ; 
Perplexing all things thus, each Judge will own, 
Such Wonders could be done by you alone: 400 
So much o'er Truth the Marvellous prevails, 
And adds ſuch Honours to the meaneſt Tales. 

(35) Let Country Clodpoles juſt come up to Town, 
Well-bred, Polite, and Elegant, be ſhewn ; 


Ve R. 392. And Boſchi like.] A uſeful | them up again, and by the extraordinary Fu- 
Performer for ſeveral Years in the Italian | ry both of bis Voice and Action, made it ma- 
Operas ; for if any of the Audience chancd | nifeſt, that, tho' only a Taylor by Profeſſion, 
unhappily to be lull'd to ſleep by theſe ſoothing | he was nine times more a Man than any of 
Entertainments, he never faiPd of rouzing | his Fellow-Warblers. 


Nec ſic enitar Tragico differre colori 

Ut nihil interſit Davuſne loquatur, & audax 
Pythias, emuncto lucrata Simone Talentum: 
An cuſtos famuluſque Dei Silenus alumni. 

Ex noto fictum carmen ſequar ut ſibi quivis 
Speret idem. Sudet multum, fruſtraque laboret 
Auſus idem. Tantum Series juncturaque pollet, 
Tantum de medio ſumptis accedit honoris. 


(35) Silvis deducti caveant, me judice, Fauni, 


Talk 
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Talk looſely and profanely, with a Port 405 

As if they had been born and bred at Court: 

To ſee all Nature with ſuch Art inverted, 

Tom, and my Lord, will be alike diverted; 

Let Criticks ſnarl, they never can redreſs, 

For worthy Leave is giv'n you to tranſgreſs. 410 
(36) But hold, wiſe Sir, for that your leave we crave, 

What ſhan't we ſhew the little Wit we have? 

Shall we, you cry, learn writing ill by Rule, 

And have we need to ſtudy to be Dull? 

Yes--- when the greateſt Merit's want of Senſe, 415 

The leaſt faint Glimpſe of Reaſon gives Offence : 

Beſides, who'd read the Antients Night and Day, 

And toil to follow where they lead the Way ? 

Who'd write, and cancel with alternate Pain, 

Firſt ſweat to build, then to pull down again? 420 

To turn the weigh'd Materials o'er and O'er, 

And ev'ry Line, in ev'ry Light explore; 

From Senſe and Nature never to depart, 

And labour artfully, to cover Art : 


Ne velut innati triviis, ac pene forenſes, 

Aut immunda crepent, ignominioſaque dicta: 
Offenduntur enim quibus eſt Equus & Pater & Res. 
Et data Romanis Venia eſt indigna Poetis. 


(36) Idcircone vager, ſcribamque licenter? an omnes 
Viſuros peccata putem mea, tutus, & intra 
Spem Veniæ cautus? 

— Vitavi denique Culpam, 


Non laudem merui. Vos Exemplaria Græca 
Nocturna verſate manu, verſate Duwurna, 

At noſtri proavi Plautinos & numeros & 
Laudavere ſales. 
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Who'd ſeek to run ſuch ge Roads as theſe > 
When ſinooth Stupidny's the Way to pleaſe; 
When Harlequin and Prerrof's Feats delight, 
Beyond what Dryden did, or Pope can write. 

(37) Our antient Tragedy was void of Art, 
Shewn by ſome merry Briton in a Cart; 

Whoſe naked Tribe of Saxons, Scots, and Pils, 
Sung Songs like Cary, and like Lun play'd Tricks. 
(38) Then Shakeſpear rofe, in a politer Age, 

And plac'd his well-drefs'd Actors on a Stage; 
Taught them to move with Grace, and ſpeak with Art, 
To charm the Paſſions, and engage the Heart; 

(39) Next witty Comedy, in pointed Proſe, 
Laſh'd, with Applauſe, each Folly as it roſe. 
*Till, taking too much Freedom with the Gyear, 
Medling, O fye! with Miniſters of State, 
In Anno Seventeen Hundred Thirty Six 
A Law was made to quell ſuch naughty Tricks; 


Since when my good Lord Chamberlain --- right Thing! 


Reads cach new Play, to (trip it of its Sting; 
Tho” long the ſturdy Beggars of the Pit 
Loudly oppos'd this new Exciſe on Wit. 


(37) Ignotum Tragice Genus inveniſſe Camoence 
Dicitur, & Plauſtris vexiſſe poëmata Theſpis, 


Qu canerent agerentque peruncti fæcibus ora. 
(38) Poſt hunc Perſonæ pallæque repertor honeſtæ 

AEſchylus, & modicis inftravit Pulpita tignis; 

Et docuit magnumque loqui, nitique Cothurno. 


(39) Succeſſit Vetus his Comœdia, non fine multa 
Laude, ſed in vitium libertas excidit, & Vim 
Dignam lege regi: lex eſt accepta: Choruſque 


Turpiter obticuit, ſublato Jure nocendi. 


425 


430 


433 


440 


445 
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(40) Our Engliſh Bards have left untry'd no Ways, 
No Stone unturn'd in the Purſuit of Praiſe ; 
But bravely launching: from the Antrent's Road, 
In Paths peculiar to themſelves have trod; 450 
Till Britain, now, like famous is, brnkans; 
For Arms Abroad, and Poetry at Hume. 

Some Fools, indeed, amongſt us yet remain, 
Who think to mend their Works by Time and Pain; 
Much Care and Reading their Productions coſt --- 455 
Much Care and Reading, now, is /o much loſt: 
What need to touch, re-rouch, to prune, or add, 
To raiſe the Good, or to reject the Bad; 
When one wild ſtraggling Thought, one lucky His 
Will ſerve inſtead of Judgment, Senſe, and Wit 2 460 
Beſides, in ſtriving to patch one Fault o'er, 
Like Tinkers, you'd but make a hundred more. 

(41) Moſt Readers love romantick Flights alone, 
And ſcorn a Piece where Art and Judgment's ſhewn ; 
Nor think that any Man can be a Poet, 465 
Unleſs his frantick Looks and Actions ſhew it. 


(40) Nil intentatum naſtri liquere Poetz, 
Nec minimum meruere decus, veſtigia Græca 
Auſt deſerere, & celebrare domeſtica facta: 
Nec virtute foret clariſve potentius armis, 
Quim lingua Latium, fi non offenderet unum 
Quemque Poctarum Limæ Labor & mora—— Vos 0 
Pompilius Sanguis Carmen reprehendite quod non 
Multa dies & multa litura coercuit, atque 
Perfectum decies non caſtigavit ad unguem. 


(41) Ingenium miſera quia fortunatius arte 
Credit, & excludit ſanos Helicone Poetas 
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If, then, you'd gain a Bard's Reward and Name, 
And with the Mob immortalize your Fame; 
Be ſure that like mere Men you neer be ſeen, 
Good-natur'd, chearful, mannerly, or clean; 
But ſlovenly, and thoughtful, walk the Street, 
Talk to yourſelf, and know no Friend you meet. 
As for myſelf, Im far from being nice, 
And practiſe often what I here adviſe ; 
At Shop, or Stall of Stationer appear, 
With tatter'd Habit, and abſtracted Air; 
Now fiercely gazing, now in Thought profound, 
My Eyes or at the Stars, or on the Ground. 
Not that I dare to Poetry pretend, 
My utmoſt Aim's to be the Poet's Friend, 
To whet them on to write, and, like the Hone, 
Give others Edge, tho' I myſelf have none; 
To point them out the moſt ſucceſsful Ways, 
To purchaſe Pudding, and to purchaſe Praiſe. 

. Hear then, ye Bards, with cloſe Attention hear, 
Ye that are bleſs'd with a remaining Ear; 
Learn hence what Paths to quit, or to purſue, 
To gain the Falſe, and to avoid the True; 


Democritus, Bona pars non ungues ponere curat, 
Non Barbam ; ſecreta petit loca; Balnea vitat ; 
Nanciſcetur enim pretium nomenque Poetz, 
Si tribus Anticyris caput inſanabile nunquam 
Tonſori Licino commiſerit —— 

—— O ego lævus 
Qui purgo Bilem ſub verni Temporis horam: 
Ergor fungar vice cotis; acutum 
Reddere quæ ferrum valet, exors ipſa ſecandi. 
Munus & officium, nil ſcribens ipſe, docebo. 
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Learn hence new Depths to ſink, new Heights to ſoar, 


And write as Poets never wrote before. 


490 


(42) A thorough Knowledge of the Court, and Town, 
Is the grand Meſtrum to acquire Renown ; 
Let Novels, Satires, and Lampoons be read, 


And with the JYVeekly Journals 


A Bard well-skill'd in the Affairs of State, 


fill your Head. 
495 


And all th' Intrigues, and Knav ries of the Great; 
Who knows the ſolemn Promiſes they make, 
They do — for no one Purpoſe but to break; 


Their Talk of prublick Good, and future Fame, 


Means preſem Profit all, and private Aim; 


500 


That all the filial Piety they have, 


They 
And all the Brothetly Regards 


long to bury in their Father's Grave ; 


they bear, 


Conſiſt in Hopes of ſoon commencing Heir. 


Who knows what Members for their Voices paid, 


305 


And what, by Pique and Patriotiſin led, 
Sell their dear Country for Revenge or — Bread. 


VER. 506. Patriotiſm. ] An antient | 
Word with a modern Signification : For 
whereas in Days of Yore it denoted a Gene- 
rous Diſpoſition in a Man towards Serving 
the Publick ; now, theſe Times of Rever- 
ſing are come, it importeth a more provident 


One towards Serving Himſelf ; and is indiſ 
criminately made uſe of by each Party toben 
out of Power (which Party is always pre- 
ſum'd to be in the Right) in order to conſe- 
crate their Oppoſition to that which is in. 


Unde parentur opes, quid alat formetque Poetam. 


(42) Scribendi rectè Sapere eſt & 


principium & fons ; 


Rem tibi Socraticz poterunt oſtendere Chartz. 

Qui didicit Patriæ quid debeat, & quid amicis, 

Quo fit amore Parens, quo frater amandus, & Hoſpes : 
Quod fit conſcripti, quod Judicis officium, quæ 
Partes in bellum miſſi ducis; ille profecto 

Reddere Perſonæ ſcit convenientia cuique. 


G 
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What Judge, who, while he hangs the needy Knave, 
For a plum Hundred will the rich One fave ; - | 
And what fierce Captain, when commanded out, 510 
Reſigns his Poſt, or counterferts ihe Gout : 
A Bard, I ſay, with ſuch Acquirements ſtor'd. 
Can draw a Jilt, a Harper, or a Lord; 
And privare Scandals better entertain, 
'Than all the Sweat and Labour of the Brain, | 615 
(43) The Greeks, dull Souls! fo greedy were of Fame, 

They ſtarv'd the Body to preſerve the Name: 
They ſcorn'd, forſooth, to ſuit the vulgar Taſte, 
Their Labours to Poſterity mult laſt, 
And, for the preſent, they muſt — what? why faſt, 5 20 
Thank Heav'n! we're bleſs'd with more ſubſtantial Senſe, 
And take moſt Pleaſure when we count the Pence: 
Let wicked Heathens be ſo proud and vain, 
A Chriſtian Poet's humble End is — Gain. 
Eat much, drink more, think none, but write away, 525 
Thus you'll unite the Pleaſure and the Pay. | 
Of Bulk alone your Printer is a Judge, 
Nor a large Price, for many Sheets, can grudge; 

Refpicere Exemplar vitzz morumque jubebo 

Doctum imitatorem, & veras hinc ducere voces; 


Interdum Specioſa locis morataque rectè, 
Valdius oblectat populum, meliuſque moratur, 
Quam verſus inopes rerum, nugæque canoræ. 
(43) Gratis Ingenium, Graiis dedit ore rotundo 
Muſa loqui, præter Laudem nullius avaris. 
Romani pueri longis rationibus aſſem 
Diſcunt in partes centum diducere —— 
Aut prodeſſe volunt, aut delectare Poëtæ: 
Aut ſimul & jucunda & idonea dicere vitæ. 
Quicquid præcipies, eſto brevis; ut cito dicta 
Percipiant animi dociles, tencantque fideles; 


Your 
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Your Readers too you better can impoſe on, | 

Whilſt the long, tedions, puz ling Tome they doze on. 539 
(44) In all you feign, for fake of Pleaſantry, 

Fly far from heavy Probability; _ 

And ſhew Tom Thumb, the more Surprize to give, 

From the Cow's Maw, thrown up again alive. 

(45) To pleaſe, alone, employ your Thoughts and Care, 535 
Nor Age, nor Youth, will Admonition bear; 

Your preaching moral Dunce we always light, 
And read not for Inſtruction, but Delight. 

(46) Then, then, my Friends, your ev'ry Point you gain, 
When no one Precept in your Works remain, 08 
But Ribaldry, and Scandal lawleſs reign. 

Thus ſhall you reap the Profit you purſue, 
And Curl get Money by the Copy too ; 

Thus ſhall all Drury in your Praiſe combine, 
And diſtant Goodman Fields their Pæans join; 


545 
So far Barbadoes ſhall reſound your Fame, 
And ev'a tranſported Felons chant your Name. 
van. 534. From the Cow's Maw.] This | form'd ber Part beyond Expefation, and diſ- 


Piece of Advice has been literally follow'd | gorg' d ber little Inhabitant in full Health and 
fince the firſ® Publication of this Poem; The | Vigour, and in a Manner entirely Satisfatto- 
Directors of the ſeveral Theatres having re- | ry to the tranſported Beholders. A ſufficient 
viv'd the Farce of Tom Thumb, with an | Encouragement, we preſume, 10 every Bard 


additional Scene of this Marvellous Inci- | to perſevere in all the Rules laid down in our 
dent, wherein the Cow is ſaid to have per- Work. 


Omne ſupervacuum pleno de pectore manat, 
(44) Ficta voluptatis causa ſint proxima veris : 
Neu pranſz Lamiæ vivum puerum extrahat alvo. 
(45) Centuriæ Seniorum agitant expertia frugis ; 
Celſi prætereunt auſtera poëmata Rhamnes. 
(46) Omne tulit punctum qui miſcuit utile dulci, 
Lectorem delectando, pariterque monendo; 
Hic meret æra liber Soſſis: hic & mare tranſit. 
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(47) Yet, if by chance, you here and there impart, 
Some Sparks of Wit, or Glimmerings of Art; 
If by Make you blunder upon Senſe, 550 
Good-Nature will forgive the firſt Offence; 
No Hering will always give the Sound requir'd, 
Nor Haft fly faithful to the Point deſir'd. 
If in the main the Splendid Piece is fraught 
With pompous Show, and Shallowneſs of Thought; 555 
If hum'rous Point, ſmooth Verſe, and forc'd Conceit, 
With /oozhing Sound, and ſolid Nonſenſe meet: 


We ſhall not be offended with one Fault, 


Thro' Want of Negligence, or Waſte of Thought: 
But think not that an Audience will excuſe 560 
The Drudge that purpoſely dull Senſe purſues ; 


That Young, or Thompſon like, 


will never write, 


Unleſs, at once, to profit and delight. 


VR. 548. Yet if by Chance.] This is 

4 Mi fortune which will ſometimes to 
the greateſt of our Brethren, and thoſe who 
—_—_ SkilPd in the Laws of the Bathos ; 
but the good-natur*d Reader will have Candor 
h to conclude, that it is not occgſion' d by 

ER, 562, That Young or Thompſon like.] 

The firſt of theſe Gentlemen wwas Author 0 
the Univerſal Paſſion, a very beautiful Set 
of Satires z and ſeveral other Inſtructive and 
Entertaining Pieces. Mr. Thompſon's ex- 


am Miſleadings of their own Genius, But 


rather by ſome Plunder from the Parnaſſian 


| Writers inadvertently caſt in, without hav- 


ing firſ receiv'd their metamorph | 
Stamp. — 


cellent Poems on the St aSONs, in Milto- 


f | nick Verſe, are too univerſally known and 


admir'd, to admit of any particular Men- 
tion bere, 


(47) Sunt delifta tamen, quibus ignoviſſe velimus; | 
Nam neque chorda ſonum reddit quem vult manus & mens, 
Nec ſemper feriet quodcunque minabitur arcus : 
Verum ubi plura nitent in carmine, non ego paucis 
Offendar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, 
Aut humana parum cavit natura; quid ergo? 
Ut ſcriptor i peccat idem librarius uſque, 
Quamvis eſt monitus, venia caret: & citharœdus 
Ridetur, chorda qui ſemper oberrat eadem ; 


Sic mihi qui multum ceſſat, fit Chœrilus ille, 


The 
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The beſt may err, tis true, and ſeem to creep, 
Long Labours ſink the brighteſt Souls in Sleep; 
I'm griev'd to find ev n Cheſhire Johnſon nod, 
And ſometimes ſhew the Abſence of the God. 

(48) Painting and Poetry ſhould ſtill agree, 
Some Pictures beſt far off, ſome near, we ſee: 
So when the Feats of Fauſtus are preſented, 
If plac'd too nigh, my Pleaſure is prevented; 
I ſee the Hrings by which the Tricks are done, 
And no more make a Conjuror of Lun. 
If Ghyfts appear, make dark the ſolemn Scene; 
But in full Light let Goddeſſes be ſeen: 
Poor Cibber's Opera ſcarce would bear one View; 
But Gay's, repeated Hirty-times, was new. 

(49) O Dennis, eldeſt of the ſeribling Throng, 
Tho? skill'd thy ſelf in ev'ry Art of Song, 
Tho' of thy Mother-Goddeſs Tip-top full, 
By Inſpiration furionſiy Dull; 
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Ve R. 566. Cheſhire Johnſon.] Author | gether as wonderful; of which ſee the Note 


of Hurlothrumbo, and oiher Pieces alto- on VER. 


is a futitious Name, alſum'd by Mr. R-—h, | the Part of a Harlequin, 


VER. 573. A Conjuror of Lun.) Lun | the Farce, and at other times when be play'd 


when he perform'd the Part of Fauſtus in 


Quem bis terque bonum cum riſu miror : & idem 
Indignor, quandoque bonus dormitat Homerus; 
Verum opere in longo fas eſt obrepere ſomnum. 


(48) Ut Pictura Poëſis erit; quæ, fi propius ites 
Te capiet magis; & quedam, fi longids abſtes; 
Hæc amat obſcurum, volet hæc ſub luce videri; 
H ec placuit ſemel ;; hc decics repetita placebit. 


(49) O major Juvenum, quamvis & voce paterna 
Fingeris ad rectum, & per te ſapis; hoc tibi dictum 
Tolle memor: certis medium & tolerabile rebus 


| Yet 


—— 


54 HaARLEQuIN-HoRAcE; or, 


Yet this one Maxim from my Pen receive, 
To midling Bards the World no Quarter give. 
Budgel a Petty-fog ger might have made, 

And been, perhaps, a Dapſter at his Trade. 
Th' indifferent Lawyer is the moſt in vogue, 
And ſtill the greater, as the greater Rogue. 
But midling Poets are by all accurſt, 

We only liſten to the Beſt, or — MWorſt. 

(50) All Arts by Time and Induſtry are gain'd, 
And without Pains no Knowledge is obtain'd. 
Ladies ruſt ſtudy hard to play Quadrille, 
And Doftors take Degrees before they kill. 
Holdiers, to gain their Point, muſt be polrre, 


Dreſs, Hing, and Dance, and ev'ry thing but - Fight. 


Courtiers do all that's little to be -— Great, 

And Lawyers ſtudy Equity to cheat: 

But yet, you ſay, that without Pains, or Time, 
All dare to dabble in the Arts of Rhime: 
Why not ? ſince Fancy, Poverty, and Spite, 
Demand eternal Privilege to write. 

Without Reſtraint, indulge your ee Deſire, 
Want — not Minerva, kindles up the Fire: 


Rectè concedi. Conſultus Juris & actor 
Cauſarum mediocris abeſt virtute diſerti 
Meſſalæ, nec ſcit quantum Caſcellius Aulus: 
Sed tamen in pretio eſt Mediocribus eſſe Poëtis 
Non Homines, non Dii, non conceſſere columnæ. 
Sic, animis natum iventumque Poema juvandis, 
Si paulàm a ſummo diſceſſit, vergit ad imum. 
(50) Ludere qui neſcit, campeſt ribus abſtinet armis: 
Indoctuſque Pilæ, Diſcive, Trochive, quieſcit; 
Qui neſcit, verſus tamen audet fingere. Quidni? 
Liber & Ingenuus⁊ | 
Tu nihd invità dices facieſve Minerva. 
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Write then, and ſtill write on; no Matter why, | 
Nor what, nor how, — 80 Lintot will but buy; 605 
The Task run thro', let it be ne'er read o'er, 

Nor ſleep nine Moments in the dark 'Scrmtore ; 

But when the Groans of the grievd Preſs ſhall ceaſe, 

And Others lay your Labours up in Peace, 

Then, firſt, the Work to mighty Bentley ſhew, _ 610 
He'll prove your trueſt Friend who's Milton Foe ; 

And if, thro' Haſte, ſome Parts remain too right, 


The next dition he will cloud them quite. 


(51) Orpheus, V've read, by his harmonious Skill, 
Made Bird and Beaſts obedient to his Will: 615 
Amphion, greater yet, made Stones advance, 

And ſturdy Oaks, to mingle in the Dance; 

But Faronellis Strain is ſtill much ſweeter, 

That matchleſs, dear, delicious, Alling Creature! 

He charms far wilder Savages than thoſe, 620 
Strange Force of Sounds! even modern Belles and Be 


Ver. 611, Who's Milton's Foe.] See the | by be ſaid by this Surpriſing Performance to 
Edition of Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, put forth | have robb'd Milton of all bis Glory, and 
by this great Critick;, in which he hath made | made his Poem quite another Thing. All 


ſo many marvellous Corrections, Alterations, | this he atebievꝰ d too, as be tells us in the Pre- 
Auditions, and Amputations, that be may juft- | face, by Sagacity and happy Conjecture, 


——— Si tamen olim, 
Scripſeris, in Metii deſcendat Judicis aures, 
Et patris & noſtras; nonumque prematur in annum. 
Membranis intus poſitis delere licebit 
Quod non edideris.— 
— Neſcit vox miſſa reverti. 
(51) Sylveſtres Homines Sacer Interpreſque Deorum 
Czdibus & victu feedo deterruit Orpheus, 
DiCtus ob hoc lenire Tigres rapidoſque Leones. 
Dictus & Amphion Thebanz conditor Arcis, 


Tis 


4 


56 HARLEQUINXN-HORAcE; or, 


Tis likewiſe ſaid, that in our Fathers Days, 

By Senſe and Virtue, Poets aim'd at Praiſe, 
And in their Country's Service tun'd their Lays. 
Taught Men from Fraud and Rapine to abſtain, 
And Publick Good prefer to Private Gain: 
Shew'd 'em what Rev'rence to the Gods was due, 
And what rich Fruits from Social Virtues grew. 
Whilſt others ſung in animating Strains, 

The martial Hoſts embattel'd on the Plains; 
Or uſeful Secrets labour'd to explore, 

Which lay conceal'd in Nature's Womb before. 
For ſuch low Cant they juſtly are deſpis'd, 

We knowing Moderns ſcorn to be advis'd. 

To our Applauſe, He only can pretend 


Who, Sworn to Dulneſs, and her Friends, a abend, 


To Vice and Folly ſplendid Temples rears, 
And for our Entertainment, ists his Ears. 


Saxa movere Sono teſtudinis, & prece blandà 
Ducere qud vellet. Fuit hæc ſapientia quondam 
Publica privatis ſecernere, ſacra profanis; 
Oppida moliri, leges incidere ligno. 

—— Poſt hos inſignis Homerus, 
Tyrtæuſque, mares animos in martia bella, 
Verſibus exacuit : dictæ per carmina Sortes ; 

Et Vitæ monſtrata via eſt; & gratia regum 


Picriis tentata modis : Luduſque repertus, 
Er longorum operum finis ; ne forte pudori 
Sit tibi Muſa lyræ ſolers & cantor Apollo. 
Sic honor & nomen divinis Vatibus atque 
Carminibus venit ——— 
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(52) Voull ask, perhaps, if this ſucceſsful Vein, 
Be Nature's Gift, or the Reward of Pain? 
Nor taught by Stdy, nor by Genius fir'd, 
By Penury, or Il bim, tis ſtill inſpir'd. 
He then that would the wiſh'd-for Prize obtain, 
Need never dim his Eyes, or rack his Brain, 
Nor toil by Day, nor meditate by Night, 
But take for Power, the Willingneſs to write, 
And ever thonghtleſs, indolent, and gay, 
With Mine and Women revel Life away. 
Let Pipers learn their Fingers to command, 
And Fidlers drudge ſeven Years to make a Hand: 
You care for nothing but a warm Third-night ; 
Then, Hunger take the FHindmoſt/ cry, and write. 
'Tis done! the Motley Scenes at once appear, 
Drawn from Corneille, Racine, and Moliere; 
Now Thezr's no longer — all their Senſe and Skill 
Quite loſt in your Aunihilating Quill. 

(53) But above all, on your Firft Day, ſecure 
The Templars for your Friends, and then you're ſure, 


(52) Natura fieret laudabile carmen, an arte, 

Quzſitum eſt. Ego nec ſtudium fine divite vena, 
Nec rude quid profit video ingenium —— 

Qui ſtudet optatam curſu contingere metam, 

 Multa tulir fecitque puer, ſudavit & alſit, 
Abſtinuit Venere & Vino. Qui Pythia cantat 

Tiibicen, didicit priùòs extimuitque magiſtrum 
Nunc ſatis eſt dixiſſe, ego mira Poemata pango: 
Occupet extremum ſcabies: mihi turpe relinqui eſt 
Et quod non didici, ſane neſcire ſateri. 


(33) Ut præco ad merces Turbam qui coget emendas, 
Aſſentatores jubet ad lucrum ire Poëta. 
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58 HARLEQUIN-HoRACE; or, 
Some, likewiſe, hire to ſhout at every Line, 

And cry, *Tis charming! exquiſite! divine! 

To mark when Charr, or Couch, is well brought in, 
And clap the very Drauing of the Scene. 

Old Dennis, next, with a good Supper treat, 

He'll like your Poem as he likes your Meat; 

For, give that growling Cerberus a Sop, 

He'll cloſe his Jaws, and ſleep like any Top. 

(54) But well beware you never truſt to thoſe, 
Who, under Friendſhip's Mask, are real Foes; 
Nor let a Pope or Trap your Works peruſe, 
They'd only over-lay your infant Muſe, 

And ſway'd by Envy, Ignorance, or Spite, 
Find Fault with every thing that you recite. 
They neer would pardon an unmeaning Line, 
But Rhime to Reaſon flaviſhly confine : 


675 


Ven. 663. To mark when Chair, or | its Entrance with univerſal Applauſe. It is 


Couch.) When the Tragedy of Timoleon was 
repreſented for the firſt Time, the Author”s 
Friends were ſo very zealous in doing it Ju- 
ſtice, that not a Scene was drawn without a 
Clap; the very Candle-Snuffers receiv'd their 


: 


remarkble, that in another new Tragedy 
wwhich was brought on the Stage ſoon after, 
the very ſame Couch met with a ſevere Re- 
|. pulſe, tho* it ated its Part altogether as well. 
From hence appears the great Uſefulneſs and 


Share of Approbation; and à Couch made 


| Neceſſity of the foregoing Rule. 


Tu ſeu donaris, ſeu quid donare voles cui, 

Nolito ad verſus tibi factos ducere plenum 
Lætitiæ. Clamabit enim, pulchre, bene, rectè. 
Palleſcet ſuper his: etiam ſtillabit amicis 

Ex oculis rorem : faliet, tundet pede terram. 
Reges dicuntur multis urgere culullis, 

Et torquere mero quem perſpexiſſe laborent, 

An fit amicitia dignus ——= _ 

(54) Nunquam te fallant animi ſub Vulpe latentes. 
Quintilio ſi quid recitares, corrige, ſodes, | 
Hoc, aiebat, & hoc, Melius te poſſe negares 
Bis terque expertum fruſtra ; delere jubebat, 

Er male tornatos incudi reddere Verſus. | 


Enliven 


The ART of MoDErRn PoETRY. 59 


ce Enliven This (they'd cry) and poliſh That, 
« The Diction's here too rugged, there too flat, 
That Thowght's too mean, and here you're too obſcure, 
ce This Lee's ill-turn'd, and---ſtrike out thoſe be ſure.” 680 
Thus, while they cancel what they call amiſs, 
There ſcarce remains a Line of all the Piece. 
(55) As, therefore, you'd avoid a clam'rous Dun, 
Scour from a Catchpole, or the Pill'ry ſhun, 
So fly ſuch Citicts, truſt yourſelf alone, 685 
Nor to their Humour ſacrifice your own: 
No— rather ſeek ſome Sycophant at Court, 
Some rich, young, lack-wit Lord for your Support: 
Submit your Works to his r:ght-honour'd Note; 
He'll judge with the ſame Spirit that you wrote: 690 
(56) And when a Dupe, that freely bleeds, you nick, 
Be ſure you faſten, and be ſure you ſtick ; 
Be-rhime, Be-proſe him, Dedicate, and Lye, 
And never leave him, *till you've ſuck d him dry. 


Culpabit duros: incomptis allinet atrum 
Tranſverſo calamo Signum 
Hz nugz ſeria ducent 
In mala 
(55) Ut mala quem ſcabies aut morbus regius urget, 
Qui ſapiunt RD 
(56) Quem vero arripuit, tenet, occiditque legendo z 
Non miſſura cutem, niſi plena cruoris, Hirydo, 
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POLITENESS. 
EPISTLE 


To the RicuT HonouRaBLE 


William Stanhope, Lord HARRINGTON. 


POLITENESS. 


EPISTLE. 


2F OLITENESS. is my Theme -— To Youl 
__ write, | f 
Who are, what all would feign be thought, Pole. 
This is the Coxcomb's Av'rice, Courtier's Claim, 
The Citt's Ambition, and the Soldier's Fame. 
This interrupts the wild Projector's Dream, 
And mingles with the Stateſman's deepeſt Scheme. 
Yet but to few, O few! the Gem is known, 
Moſt for the Brilliant wear the Briſtol- Mone. 
With whom the Heav'nly Stranger deigns to dwell 
The Wiſe and Good, like You, can only tell. 
Ask you, What's True Polteneſs, you'd reply, 
« *Tis nothing but welk-are/sd Humanity: 
e That faireſt Offspring of the Social Mind, 
* Nursd by Good-nature, by Good-ſenſe refin'd ;. 


e Which 


64. Of PoriTENEss 


* Which gives each Thought, Word, A&, a proper Grace, 


© And binds each Paſſion to its proper Place: 
* Makes Pride (it ealy, reins Ambition in, 
© Makes Av'rice Prudence, Anger not a Sin: 
c Charm'd by her Lure, blind Zeal to Meekneſs turns, 
* Pale Envy gen'rous Emulation burns; 
6 Revenge, attentive, ſheaths the thirſty Sword, 
And Grief half ſmiles at Her reviving Word: 
« Whilſt Hope and Fear, thoſe Elements of Life, 
«© Well poisd by this, no longer are at Strife; 
* This forms, guides, checks, inſpires, does all it can 
© To make Man mild and ſociable to Man. 
'Tis true, my Lord, yet ſuch the reigning * Taſte! 
In what's he quite Le you find it plac'd. 
Sir Drves ſwears in Gaiety it lies, 
Then ſtruts the gaudieſt Clown . the Skies: : 
All Nature's Wardrobe muſt be rifl'd ſtraight, 
All Nations ſweat to furniſh out his State; 
Artiſts the various Hues of Iris blend, 
And Eaſtern Rocks their blazing Glories lend: 
Vet, whilſt his ſumptuous Trappings hang confeſs d, 
All cry, How flovenly the Knight is dreſ?d / 
Were this Pelitene/s, Porco's beaſtly Self 
Could purchaſe more — for he enjoys more Pelf. 
Lo! pamper'd Cats lolling at his Eaſe, 
Gorging his Maw with Myſtick Rarities! 
He holds Polueneſs is but eating well, 
Then ſwallows down whole Manors at a Meal. 
So ſtrange each Viand, and ſo ſtrangely dreſs'd, 
If Fiſh, Fleſh, Fowl, roaſt, boil'd can neer be pgueſs'd: 
Here hid in Peacogks Brains a Squirrel lies, 
With Gravy drawn from twice twelve Woodcocks Thighs ; 


A 


> OSS). , 
5 ERS ˙ Ts os N 2 
n EPA 9 e . x" n 
N 5 5 7 d \ : , Y 
8 *: 3 8 e Fo x ey 
platen ehen — 1 i £ 4 * FEES 8 
. V at 


* n Z 
2 Z n 1 e 
n y : n 4 2 D ra att EC g ** 
2 ern Wo * e 8 27 — 1 > q "5 » 2 2 ' 
AND n 4 e r . ls oaks 0 BA oo be 3 by 7 *. 
$ 15 N Fl 2 e Tx 4 = af a WE n N 2 e > = Ss. 
KY. n „eee "=. a» =. „n 1 Wy + -_ CSP op a 2 a. "*" ti 9 


x 
LE 
ASH 


p Be 3 7 
2 re 
o * 5 
A5 * D v5 
att PENA RY NN eh a 


Of PoLITENESS. 


A larded Badger there ſmokes high Perfume, 
And the green Rabbits ſtink along the Room. 
Supreme in Taſte his Table's ſtill replete 
With all that's rare, and is not to be ear. 
Did not the Side-board bear a ſound Sir-loin, 
Who with Lord Catius could afford to dine! 

In Learning Curio places all Good-breeding, 
And rails at Dives dreſsd, and Catius feeding. 
He faſts and mortifies, and racks his Skull, 
But to appear more claſſically dull: 

For over-reading makes the Dunce more ſeen, 
As over-eating makes the Glutton lean. 

In his cramb'd Crown you reconcil'd may view 
The Babel of each Tongue and Science too: 
Like Bacon's Head, his Mouth he ne'er can ope 
But ſtraight out flies a Sentence, or a Trope: 
Man, Woman, Child, alike he entertains 
With the learn d Oozings of his addPd Brains; 
And makes, as well as * Pemberton, the Fair 
Know all Sir [/aac Newton to a Hair. 

Pedantick Sot! cries Umbra --- in a Book, 
Heav'n, thank it, never gave me Grace to look : 
Pye zraveld, been in France, at Rome, and then 
What need I ſtudy Books, who've ſtudy'd Men? 
Beſides, I've Titles, Places, Wealth and Land, 
I wear a Ribband, and expect a Wand. 
Let thread-bare Blockheads ſtudy if they pleaſe, 
What need of Learning when a Man's at Eaſe? 
I take a ſurer Way to! be polite, 


I dreſs, game, wench and dance— not read or write. 


n A View of Sir Iſaac Newton's Philoſophy. 
I 
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Equal your Merit, vain alike your Aim, 
| Learn'd or unlearn'd, a Coxcomb's ſtill the ſame. 
Sir John comes next with Bow and Fiddle grac'd, 
Fiddling He thinks the very Cream of Taſte ; 
Then fiddles on with ſueh inceſſant Care, 
You'd think his Soul breath'd only at his Ear. 
Yet all the while, Sir Jabn muſt own tis true, 
He's doing what he leaſt would wiſh to do. 
Not Tattle leſs delights to hold his Tongue, 
Yet fits four Hours to hear an Op'ra fung ; 
Nor leſs Uneaſineſs does Embrio feel 
In Whalebone Stays --- yet bids the next be Steel. 
For tis not what they like, or what they know, 
But as the Faſhion drives the Fop mult go. | 
Still braver Lengths, - cries Cladio, 1 have ran © 
To gain the Prize —- deny it me who can, 
Pve raviſh'd Virgins, and have kill'd my Man; 
And nicely vers'd in all the Aris of Play, 
A thouſand bubbl'd Fools have fall'n my Prey. 
The Fruits which Murder, Dice, and Rapes afford 
Muſt ſure be own'd Polilenaſi in my Lord! 
To be Polite Lotharw's ftill profane, 
And treats whate' er is Sacred with Diſdain : 
The beſt-bred Man to ev'ry mortal He, 
And only to his God unmannerly. 
Self-cozen'd Wretch, let but the Thunder roll, 
He owns a God, and trembles for his Soul ; 
In vain now ſtrives to act the Atheiſt's Part, 
His Forehead blabs the Terrors of his Heart, 
Lothario, quit thy Claim —'Spight o thy Will, 
Thou art an unpolite Believer ſtill, 
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But ſee! the Fair in Throngs pour in their Claims, 
All forward preſs, and hold me out their Names 
Each noiſy, empty, apiſh, idle Thing ; 
Each glitt'ring Inſe# that can skip or ing: 
Th important Bus'neſs of whoſe Lives is -—- Show, 
Whoſe boaſted Knowledge that they — noibing know; 
Who all that merits Fame with Scorn reject, 
Yet to be famous, toil for ſome — Defe#. 
Caliſta, giggling with her Head awry, 
And Flavia, ogling thro' het Chryſtal Eye; 
Cloris, who by the Crutch's Help juſt walks ; 
And Mincia, ſweetly liſping as ſhe talks 
Portia, whoſe blaſting Tongue is form'd to _ 
A thouſand Reputations in a Day ; 
And gentle Lady Sukey, whoſe good Word 
Still Iibels all ſhe knows, except — her Lord. 
Lucinda, waddling in majeſtick State, Ve 
Sweating beneath her Winter-Garment's Weight, | 
With a capacious Sack, and Hoop extended, 
From all Approach full four Ells round defended; 
And Daphne trick'd out in her Maid's worſt Gown, 
Who joy's incog to trip it thro' the Town; 
Thamar, who never is herſelf, but wears ' 
Still borrow'd Faces, Speeches, Looks and Airs ; 
Who's leſs prepoſt rous thro her own Defects 
Than thro' thoſe Charms ſhe awkwardly. affects, 
And Jhe whoſe Pimples with a purple Grace 
Shine flagrant on the Index of her Face; 


Who names what Nature hides, ſwears Blood and Thunder, 
And bravely keeps her keepmg Gen'ral under: 


All challenge me at once, all ſcream aloud, 
A gawdy, babbling, witch, worthleſs Crowd,” 
ks | Quar- 


68 Of PoLrtiTENESSs. 
Quarter! O Quarter, Ladies! --- bleſs me! who 
Has Pen ſo ſteel'd to give you all your Due. 
As well your Pens, ye Chiefs of Maruici- Lane 267 
Might ſtrive to raiſe the Millions they have ſlain; — 
Or mine, a Task as arduous, pretend, | 
Frankland, thou worthieſt Man, thou trueſt Friend! 

All thy polite Perfections to rehearſe 12 
In the ſtrait Limits of a ſingle Verſe; 

Thy ev'ry ſocial Virtue number o'er, 

The well-known many, and the ſecret more / 

Beſides, whilſt thus they importune together, 
To be polite myſelf, Ill fix on neither; 
Like Pretityman, the Preference give to none, 
But march with one Boot off, and t' other on. 

Right, ſays Pulvilio, paint not „ingle Parts, 
Give one great JYhole of all the well-bred Arts; 
From me a finiſbd Piece your Muſe may draw, 

In Faſhion's Realm my Fancy is the Law. 

Come on, my Lord — your Father was a Peer, 
Fam'd for a good —- Ten thouſand Pounds a Year ; 
Who trac'd his boaſted Anceſtry from Brute, 

A Fool a thouſand off — of Royal Root; 

Whilſt for your Lordſhip all may ſafely ſwear | 
You breathe his lawful own-begotten Heir ; 

For from the Moment that your Courſe begun, 
When raptur'd f Dowglaſs cry'd — a Son! a Son! 
You've giv'n perpetual Proofs, that you inherit 
A modern Noble's Virtue, Wit and Spirit. 

True Child of Fortune, and true Foe to Fame, 
You liſp'd in Nonſenſe, for the Nonſenſe came: 


* Yide The Rehearſal. + A celebrated Man-Midwife. 
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Your Mammy's Darling — for an elder Brother 
Is always courted by a crafty Mother, 
You neer were ſuffer'd to moleſt your Head, 
Or hurt your Eyes to be a Pedant bred : 
To Eaton ſent, o'er eviry Form you leapt, 
No ſtudious Eves, no toilſome Mattins kept. 
Then Chriſts Quadrangle took you for its own - 
Had Alma Mater e'er fo true a Son! 
Half ſeven Years ſpent in Billiards, Cards, and Tippling, 
And growing ev ry Day a lovelier Stripling ; 
With half a College Education got, 
Half Clown, half Prig, half Pedant, and half Sot; 
To foreign Climes my Lord muſt take his Flight, 
Only to be more foreign ſtill to Right; 
Like Trawlers, who when once they've miſs'd their Way, 
The more they walk, the more they go aſtray. 
When lo! a letter'd Booby from the Schools 
Big-ſwoln with Ale and Axiſtotle's Rules, 
Juſt as much skill'd in Manners and in Men 
As Ward in Phyſick, Stephen in the Pen, 
This, This Man's choſe to ſhew my Lord the World--- 
Breathe bland ye Zepbirs, be ye Sails unfurl'd! 
Pariſian Gates the noble Youth receive, 
Some new Brocade Pariſian Artiſts weave 
The new Brocade, Toupee, and Solitaire 
Once gain'd --- What farther Bus'neſs had you there? 
Next Roman Cauſeways with your Courſers rung --- 
Who would not ſee what God-like Maro ſung > 
O'er Roman Tombs and Monuments you nod, 
High-pleas'd to hear on Claſſict Ground you trod; 
For you and your Compeers have (till thought meet 
To trample all that's c/a//ick under Feet. 


69 


70 Of  PoLITENESS. 


At length, my-Lotd, your wond'rous Labvure n 
Fain you'd reviſit your Paternal Shore. - | | 
Stay, cries the Tutor, ſomething muſt be boaghe | 
Before we Latium quit -— no matter what, 
But /omething muſt, to ſhew. our Taſte at home ---- 
We have not, 3 for nothing been at Rome / 
Tis done — Once more by Goths poor Rome is ſpoil'd, 
High! Mountain high! the pretious Plunder's pil'd ; 
Coins ſo antique, fo very ruſty grown, 
That neither Stamp, nor Metal could be known ; 
Such curious Manuſcripts as neer were ſeen, 
You could not gueſs what Language they were in; 
Buſtoes that each a Noſe or Chin had loſt, 
And Paintings of much Worth, for — much they colt. 
Thus glutted with the Rubbiſh of each Land, 
With Joy you fail to gain Britamma's Strand: 
So Woodcocks here for Worms and Grubs repair, 
Then fly ful/ home, and ſleep in native Air. 
Now hark! loud Cimbals hail your ſafe Approach, 
Your future Tradeſmen guard in Crowds your Coach ; 
' O had they known the dunning Hours to come ! 
What ſober Tradeſman would have ſtirr'd from home? 
But hold! what Houſe, what Palace can they find 
To lodge a Hoſt fo travel'd, fo refin'd ? 
Your Fathers Manſion—Um— no poliſt'd Floor! 
No Stucco Cieling, nor no Pigmy Door! 
A Front with no Venetian Window grac'd, 
A Wall with not a Scrap of Ruſtick lac'd! ; 
"Twill never do. — Well, then, my Lord muſt build, 
And prove, in eur Art alike he's skill'd. 
The Pile is rear'd, full furniſh'd ev'ry Floor 
With coſtly — and a coſtly Whore. 
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Now fixd your Fame, and manifeſt your Taſte, 
You roll in Riot, Luxury and Waſte; 
Tyrant at home, but Sycophant abroad, 
A Slave at Court, but Rebel to your God ; 
A Rook to Tradeſmen whom yon never pay, 
A Dupe to Sharpers when you ever play ; 
A Friend to none but who deſerve no Friends, 
A Foe to all whom Merit recommends ; 
Whilſt ev'ry well-ſlept Day, each ill-ſpent Night, 
Proclaim you Prince of all who're call polite. 

At length, the Meaſure of your Folly full, 
Your Purſe appear'd as empty as your Scull. 
When now a Wife was neceſſary found, 
My Lord muſt wed full Forty thouſand Pound. 
A wealth-gorg'd Ci, who daga to mend his Blood, 
And trace his Grandſon's Lineage from the Flood, 
His only Daughter yields a Sacrifice 
To empty Titles, and a Herald's Lies. 
My-Lady dubb'd, fhe needs polite muſt turn, 
Her Needle quit, her ill-bred Bible burn; 
Old Friends with her old Chaths caſt quite aſide, 
The awkward City Mien and Dreſs deride, 
And loath the nauſeous Smell of vile Cheap/ide. 
Inſpir'd by dear H. James's magick Air 
Eager ſhe drinks in all the Follies there; 
At each Aſſembly ſhe's the firſt to play, 
At ev'ry Maſque the laſt to go away; 
All Ear at Opera, and at Church all Tongue, 
How came ſhe here? — How! Why an Anthem's ſung. 
To * Cock at ev'ry Auction lends her Face, 
What wants ſhe there? — What! To out-bid Her Grace. 

HA noted Auctioneer. 


Slave 
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Slave claſping Slave hang backward when ſhe drives, 

Like cluſt ring Drones in Summer from their Hives; 

Slave crowding Slave preſs forward when ſhe dines, 

With unknown Diſhes, and unheard of Wines : 

Her Chair ſupported by a ſmart Towpee, 

But, O hard Fate! She cannot claim the Kee. 

In each Refinement anxious to excell 

And crown the Buſineſs of a perfect Belle, 

In Gallantry at laſt the Fair embarks, 

And as you keep your Punks, ſhe keeps her Sparks. 
Hail noble Pair! your Glory's now compleat, 

And Millions learn Politeneſi at your Feet; 

Peers, Pimps, and Pariſites your Trophies raiſe, 

And dedicating Bards reſound your Praiſe. 

Heavens! is it poſſible ſuch Crimes ſhould wear 

Virtue's bright Veil, or Honour's Standard bear? 

Alas! *tis true--- look round the Globe and ſee 

Who to ſuch Baals do not bend the Knee! | 

No, TALBOT did not, that firſt, beſt of Men, 

Who brought Aſtræa back to Earth again; 

He worſhipp'd no big Knave, no titl'd Fool, 

God was his God, and Heav'n-born Truth his Rule: 

Great, good, and wiſe! and, what you'd call pole, 

Great, good, and wiſe, in the moſt lovely Light; 

* Greatneſs employ'd the Injur'd to redreſs, 

Raiſe modeſt Worth, and Lordly Vice depreſs; - 

To break the Jaws of thoſe who rob by Guile, 

And from the Plund'rer's Teeth to pluck the Spoil : 

Goodneſs that liſten'd to the Orphan's Cry, 

And caus'd the Widow's Heart to ſing for Joy 


* Vide JoB's Character of bimelf. 
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Whilſt on his Lips fuch magick Miſaam hung, 
Peers ſilent ſtood, and Princes held the Tongue: 
At his Approach the vain young Coxcomb fled, 
And the gray Sage ſtood up and bow'd the Head, | 
When the Ear heard him then it bleſs'd his Name, 
And the charm'd Eye gave Witneſs to the ſame, 
Silent-Applauſe each lifted Hand beſtow'd, 
And from each grateful Tongue loud Pæans flow'd. 
Him copy, follow him, in Faſhion's Spite, 
And then, O Man! thowlt be indeed Po/ze. 
And YE bright Daughters of Brizannia's Iſle, 
Who'd fludy how to live as well as ſmile; 
And, as Ye boaſt of ey ry outward Grace, 
Would teach the Mind to emulate the Face, 
Attend the Muſe, whilſt ſhe attempts to ſhow 
Whence the pure Streams of true Politeneſs flow; 
Befriends your Aim, and points each Fair the Road, 
To ſoar above the vain affected Crowd. 

Know, then, this Virtue cannot be confin'd 
To one fix'd Mode, or one determin'd Kind: 
But varies oft” with Perſon, Time and Place; 
For here's Abſurdity, what there was Grace. 

Study Yourſelf, and labour firſt to find 
What Rank you're plac'd in, and for what deſign'd; 
Know your own Pow'rs, and mark where you excel, 
Then weigh your Failings in the counter Scale; 
Thence ſome juſt Goal propoſe, ſome certain End, 
To which your ev'ry Step of Life may tend, 
Whilſt, in the warm Purſuit, be this your Care, 
To a& with Force, yet keep within your Sphere. 
In all Extreams, or Vice or Folly's ſeen, 
But true Politeneſs holds the golden Mean, 

K 
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Vet to pure Piety be ſacred ſtill - 


Here fix your Standard, here your Search controul, 

And draw from hence one Maxim for the Whole 
Never from Virtue's Midale- path to ſwerve, 

cc But one juſt Mean thro? Life's whole Courſe preſerve. 
With this due Caution conſtantly behave, 

And ne'er appear too giddy or too grave. 

Let this both ſleep and travel with the Tongue, 

And never ſpeak too /zzle or too long. 

In Conduct ſtill the Serpents MViſdom prove, 

Yet add the ſingles Temper of the Dove. 


Ne'er ſweat to ſhew in Learning you excel, 


Yet never bluſh to own, that you can pe. 
In Dreſs neer quit the faſhionable Road, 

Yet be not „irt in eviry Muſhroom Mode. 
Swoon not at Sight of Baſto or Hpadille, | 
Yet let not Cards your Time's beſt Moments kill. 
Of Scandal as of Flat? ry ſtill beware, 

And be not too obſequious, or ſevere, 

Neer boaſt of over Sanfity and Zeal, 


Nay, ſtart not, fair Ones, I don't here adviſe 
To quit Earth's Joys, and let thoſe pretty Eyes 


Regard no one dear Object but the Skies ; 


But ſure ſome gracious Smiles you ought to ſhow 

To that great Source from whence their Beauties flow. 
Let Love— O! now you ſmile, and pleas'd agree, 
That Love's the Path to true Gemuity--- 

Let Love with Love well-balanc'd ſtill combine 

In due Degrees, /elf, ſocial, and divine. 

For with the Mend, as with a Late it fares, 
Where, if each Tone a juſt Proportion bears, 
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No String or ſtrain'd too little or too much, 
It yields ſweet Harmony at ev'ry Touch. 
Thus Nature's, Reaſons, Virtue's Laws obey, 
And ſafely go where HxxTroRD leads the Way; 
Thus plough your Conrſe, thus ſteer between the Shelves 
Polite to Heav'n, your Neighbour, and Yourſclves. 


SEASON. 
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SEASONABLE REPROOF: 
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The PoETICAL PILLORY. 
A SA 


In the MannxRrof HORACE. 


*» 


Amicus PLato, Amicus SOCRATES, /ed magis Amica VERITAS. 


To His GRACE the 


DU K E of 4 REES 


My LORD, 


there is no Perſon it could be ſo properly addreſs d 
to as Your Grace, who are the greateſt Maſter 
of that polite and elegant Author, and whoſe 
Name will give the moſt powerful Sanction to 


his 83 

I ſhall not trouble Your GRA R with offering any thing in 
Vindication of theſe Kind of Writings in general, having taken 
Occaſion to do it in the Por itſelf, by which I hope I have 
convinced every one that they have their Merit and Uſe. And 
indeed, to pull down the Reputation of Fools and Coxcombs, 
to pillory, as it were, Vice, and vicious Men in Effigy, to tear 
the Fig-leaf Veil from Lewdneſs, and ſtrip Malice and Envy of 
their plauſible Diſguiſes, are things of fo confeſs d a good Ten- 
dency, that they cannot furely give Diſguſt to any but thoſe who 
are either ſtung, or fear being ſtung. 

It may be ſaid, perhaps, that I have taken Notice of ſome 
Characters beneath the Chaſtiſement of the Muſe; and that open- 
ing with an Attack upon ſuch a low Creature as an Opera Song fter, 
is, literally, fighting with a Shadow; but Your GRACE wants 
not to be informed, that this is entirely conformable to Horace's 
Practice, 


* _ CY 
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Practice, who enters upon -moſt of his Performances in a merry 
Mood, and with Particulars which promiſe nothing either ſerious 
or important; till having thus craftily engaged the Curioſity of 
his Reader, and quickened his Attention by applying to his 
Fancy, he inſenſibly ſlides to higher Subjects, and inſinuates the 
nobleſt Maxims and Morals. 

If it be further objected, That the Imitator, in the following 
PoE M has left his Author too much, and only made uſe of ſome 
disjointed Hints from different Pieces, your GRACE knows, that 
there's a wide Difference between a Tranſlator and an Iinitator, 
and that a Writer may be ſtrictly the laſt, without being indebt- 
ed for a ſingle Sentence, or even Sentiment, from the Author he 
follows; as tis very poſſible to erect a Building in the Taſte of 
I nigo Jones, without pulling down the Bangueting-Houſe for Ma- 
terials. 

But now, my Lord, as 'tis of as manifeſt Service to the World 
to ſet up ſingular Virtues and Excellencies for Imitation, as to ex 
pole egregious Vices and Follies in terrorem, I might here juſtly 
take Occaſion to attempt a Sketch of Your Gr Acx's Character, 
and from thence ſtrongly to recommend the moſt ſhining En- 
dowments that ever any one was diſtinguiſhed by: But, as I am 
writing to the only Perſon in the World who would not care to 
hear of them, I will reſiſt the high Temptation, and immediate- 
ly conclude, to ſhew with how abſolute a Submiſſion I am, 


My LORD, 
Your GRACE's moſt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


JAMES MILLER 


SEASONABLE REPROOEF: 


ON THE 
POETICAL PILLORY. 


SK Faronelli, pleaſe your Grace, to ſing, 

No, the cram'd Capon anſwers-no ſuch Thing: 

ball I, who, being 4% than Man, am more; 
Whom Beaux, Belles, Peers, and Senators 
adore; | 


For whoſe ſweet Pipe the City's ſo forſaken 


That, by Exciſemen it might now be taken, 

And great Sir Bob ride thro', and ſave his Bacon; 

What! ſhall I ſing when asd? — Pm no ſuch Elf, 

Not I, by Jove, tho? ask'd by George himſelf. 

Yet, for that ſingle End the Worm was bred ; 

Yet, by that ſingle Means, both cloath'd and fed. ” 
That Poitier Dance, if the whole Town ſhould chuſe, 


The skipping Graſhopper will ſtraight refuſe, 
Tho' that alone muſt furniſh him with Shoes. 


(1) Omnjbus hoc Vitium eſt Cantoribus, inter Amicos, 
Ut nunquam inducant Animum cantare regati. 
Sardus habebat 
Ille Tigellius hoc. Cæſar qui cogere poſſet 
Si peteret per Amicitiam patris atque ſuam, non 
Quidquam proſiceret. 


L _ Sleep, 
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Sleep, Britain, in thy State of Reprobation, 
Thou mere Mileb- com to ev'ry foreign Nation! 

Heaps upon Heaps thy Fair expire, alas! 

Slain by the Jaw-bone of a warbling 4+ - 

Whilſt Shoals of Locuſts, ſpawn'd in Rome or France, 
Gelt for a Song, or ſhriveld for a Dance, 

O'er thy dup'd Sons uſurp ſupreme Command, 

And carry off the Fat of half the Land. 

(2) Such is the Vice of ſome, they make a Task 
Of the leaſt Favour that a Friend can ask; ; 
Whilſt others, ten times more provoking ill 
Oblige you cruelly againſt 2 Will. 

If hymning Harry Cary once begin, 

Where ſhall 1 fly from his eternal Din? 

In vain 1 plead the Head-ach, or the Spleen; 
Bluſhing to ſhew ſo plainly what J mean, 

For, ſtop his Mouth, till the ſuſpended Note, 
Eager for Vent, lives quaw'ring in his Throat. 

Beg bluſt'ring Aaron to recite no more; 

Aaron ſtraight ſteps between you and the Door, 
Then mouths the ſame coarſe Fuſtian o'er and o'er. 
Verſe behind Verſe the fatal Entrance keep, 

Whilſt, in their Wombs, ten Thouſand Nothings ſleep: 

Others again, and thoſe not few, yowu'll find, 
To both Extremes, alternately inclin'd. 

Mortals, who're curſt with Tempers ſo unev'n, 
They're always ander Ground, or above Heav'n ; 


(2) Injuſſi nunquam deſiſtant. Si collibuiſſet, ab ovo 
U que ad mala citaret, Io Bacche, modo fummi 
Voce, modo hac, reſonat chordis qua quatuor imi, 
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Now they are this, now that, and juſt now Fother, 
And no one Hour, in Conduit, has it's Brother. 

Lo! Plautus, who was yeſterday fo rough, 
Clad in coarſe Frieze, and plaiſter d down with Snuff, 
See how his Inſtant gaudy Trappings ſhine ; 
What Play-houſe Bard was ever ſeen ſo fine! 
But this, not from his Humour flows, you'll ſay, 


But mere Neceſ/ity ; — for laſt Night lay 
In Pawn, the Velvet which he wears to Day. 
(3) Perhaps ſo.— But his Grace would ſcorn that Plea; 
Yet there as ſtrange Diſparuy you ſee. 
At Morn, in Yalet's Guiſe, he ſcours the Park, 
Known from his Valet by this only Mark, — 
That Jom will give his Betters way-—his Grace 
Runs his protub rant Noſe full in your Face; 
At Mon, diſtinguiſh'd by the Hring and Star, 
Lolling in drowſy Pomp, he's known from far, 8 
Whilſt Slaves by Dozens load his gilded Car. 
Plac'd in the Senate, with a Peer-lile Pride, 
Stares round, takes Snuff, and cries — Pax, let's divide. 
For why? He'd ſerve his King with all his Soul, 
Before he goes to White's, or Hockley-Hole. 
Yet more; — This Inequality you'll find 
Ofr in the he, and nobleſt of the Kind: 
Tho' Reaſon's Lord, ſome ruling Paſſion's Tool, 
The wie Man, in ſome things, is a Fool, 


( 9 Nil æquale Homini fuit illi: ſæpe velut qui 
Currebat, fugiens Hoſtem, perſæpe velut qui 
Junonis ſacra ferret, Habebat ſæpe ducentos, 

Sæpe decem Servos, Modo Reyes, atque Tetrar cb, 
Omnia * loquens. 


1 
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+ VDECIUS/-adorn'd\ with all that's Great and Good, 
No Peer in Gems," tho''a Peer by Blood; by | 
Whom Heav'n has condeſcended to afford 0 
Ten Taleuis more than ꝝſual to a Lord : 

Unrivall'd Wt, with Senſe and Candor Trey 
Taſte unaffected, Knowledge meme 4 
Polueneſs to Hincerity allyd, * 
And Frankneſs guarded by a gen'rous R 
A Breaſt, where all the Social Virtues reign, 
A Tongue that knows no Guile, a Hand no Stain; 
Alas! Deluded by one darling Vice, 

His Life's whole Bus'neſs is a Box and Dice. 
The Sharper's Bleſſing, and the Roołk's rich Prey, 
(4) He games, O ſhameful Vigils! Night away, 
Then damns the Dice, and fnores it all the Day. 
Good Heav'ns! Did Talents ere thus diſagree? 
Or Man thus differ from himſelf, as He? | 
But hold, Sir, have you then no Fault?“ /ays one, 
Yes, Sir, — But you and I o'erlook our own ; 
Were all oblig' d to practise what they teach, 

Some warm ſleek Clerks would ſtill more ſeldom preach, 
) Stall-fed TARTUFF reclining, in his Seat, 

High heap'd his __ himſelf brimfull of Mear, 


(4) Ne, EY <td 
Mane : Diem totam ſtertebat : Nil fuit unquam 
Sic impar ſibi — nunc aliquis dicat mihi: Quid iu 
Nullane Babes Vitia ? Imo alia haud fortaſſe minora 


— Egomet mi ignaſco. — 


Ch | b Modo fit mihi menſa tripes & 
Concha ſalis puri, & toga qua defendere frigus 


* We 
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Yawning, with Pain thus ſleepy Silence broke, 

And to his meagre Curates ſagely ſpoke ; 

„% My loving Brethren, we ſhould reſt content 

« With the ſmall Pittance gracious Heav'n has ſeat : 

"Tis better much to want, than much abound ; 

« Hunger and Thirſt hereafter will be crown'd. 

« If we've Prunella, which will hang together, 

Like the good Baptiſt, girt about with Leather; 

And Bread and Water, we ſhould neer complain — 

« Here, John, give me a BUMPERN of CHAMPAIGNE.” 


(6) But Hann forbid, you'll ſay, thoſe Men ſhould be 
Stamp'd for the Handard of Humanity 


Who, with an Eagle's penetrating Ken, 
And all the Serpent Rancour of a -u, 

A Brother's More will labour to deſcry, 

Blind to the Beam in their own evil Eye. 

(v)] Suppoſe good Rundle's ſocial and fincere, 
Void of the quaint Grimace, the guileful Heer; 
The Pride of Mind, with Lowlineſs profeſs d, 
The Sanctity of Brow inſtead of Breaſt : 

The Spe at Heart with Smiles upon the Face, 
The Want of an "vithe the Boat of Grace. 


cc 


cc 


cc 


Quiniivi craſſa queat. Decies centena dediſſes, 
Huic parco paucis contento quinque diebus 
Nil erat in Loculis. 
(6) Cum tua pervideas oculis mala lippus inunctis, 
Cur in amicorum vitiis tam cernis acutum 
Quam aut Aquila, aut Serpens Epidaurinus ? — 
(7) Iracundior eſt paulo: Minus aptus acutis 


And all the powerleſs Forms which theſe Men wear: 


That while He feafts, not any good Man flarves : | 


 Secker with Force of Senſe and HVirtue arm'd, 
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The Cant, the Cringe, the gloomy Buckram Air, 


Suppoſe he ſerves his Friend, forgives his Foe, 
Which thoſe ſmooth Phariſees would bluſb to do; 
And ſuch juſt Haſpitaluy preſerves, 


Like his * great Patron, gen'rouſly inclin'd 
To mend, redreſs, and dignify his Kind; 
Shall he, for this, be judg'd auſit to bear 
The awful Craſier, or the Mure wear? 
No, tho' our rigid Bench denies him Place, 
Hibernia gladly will the Gift embrace. 
7 Happy Hiberna / ſtill appointed Heir 
To all thoſe dangerous Virtues which we fear; 
Whilſt thou, fal/e Hiſter / pour'ſt on us the while, 
All the Macrays and Gafneys + of thy Iſle. 
« Why on our Bench, youll cry, this general Sneer, 
* Have we no ſhining Lights to guide us here? 
Yes, Sherlock, Hare, for noble Talents fam'd, 
And hoary Hough, with Rev'rence ever nam'd: 


Who with his Life or Doctrine but is charm'd? 
Unblemiſh'd Hoadly / lov'd by all, but thoſe 
Who're Virtue's, Wiſdom's, Truth's, and Nundle's Foes. 


* Lord Chancellor Talbot. 


+ Happy Hibernia /] It bas been a ſtand- 
ing Prattice, Time immemorial, that when 
any great Man, either in Church or State, has 


on the keeping and making uſe of them bim- 

ſelf, to beſtow ſome Iriſh Preferment on him, 

which io — tile, Sending him 
e Way. | 


appear*d with extraordinary Talents and Qua- | out of 
lifications, and been obſtinate enough to inf 


+ Macray and 91 Two notorious Vil- | Kinds of Widkedueſs. They both grac'd the 
lains, eminent for Felony, Perjury, and all | Gallows in the Year 1735, 


Sure 
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Sure of their Hate, fince not ſo Blind, as they; 
For Owls and Batts abhor the Bird of Day: 


What! own the Reaſon which 


God gave Mankind, 


Was giv'n to prove God's Word, diſcern God's Mind ; 
That all true Faith is not on Ignrance built, 


Nor Thinbing, in Heav'n's Si 


ght, held mortal Gnilt“ 


That common Sen/e with Chriſtian Rites may join, 
And Morals not prophane a found Divine; 
That Creeds can never alter Wrong to Right, 


Nor Orthodoxy * waſh an AEhiop 


What! 


white: 


preach Chriſt's Ringdom is not here below, 


But far, far off, where They muſt never go! 
Write Tartuß, /—-x inform, rail r, rail, 


Your Crafts in Danger if ſuch 


Truths prevail. 


What! make Integrity the Teſt — and next, 

His Life a ſtanding Sermon on his Text ; 

To be polite as good, humane as wiſe, 

Whilſt Charity fits ſiniling in his Eyes: 

To frown on Vice, tho' ne'er fo high or gay, 
And ſtill ſend naked Merit cloath'd away: 

To deal in Honour, Juſtice, Probity, 

And all thoſe Heath niſh Virtues which They fly! 
Write Tartuff, Y---n inform, rail r, rail, 
Your Lives muſt ſtink, if Deeds like thefe prevail. 


* Orthodoxy.] This Word is ſeldowr or | 
ever made uſe of to ſignify right Opinion or 
true Faith, as from its Etymology it might 
be judg*d to do; but rather Synod Faith, 
hereditary Faith, faſhionable Faith, Oc. 
and thus it is here to be underſtood, That 


| 


| tells us, that a profound and laborious Stu- 
dy of the Scriptures, won't make a Man at 
all more orthodox, but that "lis a much ſa- 
fer and more compendious Way to Ortho- 
doxy, to ſtudy the Traditions of the Church; 
which Kind of Orthodoxy, he ſays, will co- 


ſuch is the common Signification of the Term, 


is affirmed and lamented by a great and learn- | Virtues cannot cover the want 4 
ed Prelate of our Church, in bis Diſcourſe of | Particle of Orthodoxy, Vi 
Difficulties and Diſcouragements; where be | Diſe. Pag. 8, 9, 10, 11, 16, 20, 


ver 4 Multitude of Sins, 5 a Cloud of 
the minute 
Diffic. and 


In 


88 SEASONABLE REPRO O; or, 
In State Di/pures, too, as in Church, we ſee 

This barb'rous, headlong Partiality; | 
Where Men are damn'd or ſav'd for Forms, not Fa8, 
For how they're dreſsd or ſhap'd, not how they act: 
Where round thick Shoulders, or a Coat cut ill, 
Spoil all the Patriot's Honour, Stateſman's Skill : 
R:bbands muſt rank Corruption ſtraight impart, 
And the gilt Sar betray a grov'ling Heart; 
The garter d Knee muſt needs to Baal bend, 
And who, ungarter' d, is his Prince's Friend? 
Strange! that a diff rent Eye-brow, Air or Mien, 
Hoſe roll'd, or unroll'd, dirty Nails or clean; 
Should ck falſe Patriots, Courtiers moſt ſincere, 
A blund'ring Marr-all, or a deep State-ſeer - / 

([.) f What tho ſage Horace can't be call'd a Beau; 

What tho' his Shoes no Diamond Buckles know; 
Tho? coated in a Taſte uncouth, and breech'd 
With 7row/ers often callin g to be hitch'd; 
Shall he, for this, on Satire's heel be 0 i 
Or made the Courtier's Gibe, and Coxcomb's Joke ? 
No; One who wants the poliſh'd Trim, and Grace, 
The ſapple Knee, and promyſory Face: 
May yet be Maſter of a noble Heart, 
Prepar'd to a& the friendly, gen'rous Part ; 


(8) Rideri poſſit, eo quod 
Ruſticius tonſo toga defiuit, & male laxus 
In pede Calceus haret —— 
At eſt bonus, ut melior vir 
Non alius quiſquam: At tibi amicus : Ingenium — 
Incullo latet hoc ſub Corpore, ——— 


+ Scveral eminent Criticks have affirmed that Horace in the Original of this Paſſage 
art his own Piflure. | | 
And 
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For many a Mortal Caſe that's rough or drole, 
Contains a poliſh'd, brave, and ſpotleſs Soul. 
(9) Search alk his own Breaſt firſt, read that with Care, 
And mark if no one Crime be written There! 
For Thou who, faulty, wrong | another's Fame, 
Howe'er ſo great and dignify'd thy Name, 
The Muſe ſhall drag thee forth to publick Shame; 
Pluck the fair Feathers from thy“ Swan-skn Heart, 
And ſhew thee black and guileful as thou art. 
(o) True Lovers, in their fav'rite charming She, 
Can find no Faults, or love thoſe Faults they ſee. 
Caſſius no Stain in his lewd Wife can ſpy ; 
Whilſt Delia's purple Noſe charms Bubo's Eye. 
Fond Parents, partial to their darling Son, 
Or hide his Faults, or point 'em out as none. 


Mark how his Grace chucks up his /qum-eyd Boy, 
And cries, Tis mighty pretty in my Joy: 


(9) denique Teiꝑſum 
Concute, num qua tibi Vitiorum inſeverit olim 
Natura, aut etiam conſuetudo mala. 

| Tibi contra 
Evenit, inquirant Vitia ut tua rurſus & illi. 

(10) Illuc prævertamur, amatorem quod amicæ 
Turpia decipiunt cæcum Vitia, aut etiam ipſa hac 
Delectant; veluti Ba/binum polypus Agne. 

At, pater ut gnati, ſic nos debemus amici, 
Siquod fit Vitium, non faſtidire : Strabonem 
Appellat pætum pater; & pullum male parvus 
Si cui filius eſt; ut abortvus fuit olim 


* Swan-skin Heart. ] < nn OT ER Shin ande bis fair 
2 A | 


— ns Lo! 


Yo OSRASONABLE RrePROOPF; or, 


Lo! Maſter's handy Legs Sir William ſhows, 
And Liſping, ſays — The Child zurns in his Toes. 
(11) Oh; that theſe Errors, if they Errors be, 
Reign'd in our Friendſhip, oftner than we ſee! 
One Friend is cloſe, perhaps that Prudence call; 
Another's apt to brag--- That's Frankneſs all; 
One's ſomething vain — Conſider, pray, his Birth; 
Aſſuming, one He's conſcious of his Worth: 
Doth Hocius drink his Gallon of Champaigne? 
Why Socms loves his Friend, and is humane; 
Or is Sir John with Celia caught in Bed? 
He's young and gay, that's all that can be ſaid. 
At leaſt be filent, where you can't commend; 
This, this will purchaſe, and preſerve a Friend. 
(12) But few, in our cenſorious Age, we find, 
To ſuch juſt Candor gerrrouſly inclin'd ; 
For many toil ev'n faireſt Fame to ſpot, 


With Ie, But, Perhaps, and May-be-not ; 


Siſyphus : hunc, Varum, diſtortis cruribus; illum 
Balbutit Scaurum, pra vis fultum male talis. 


(11) Vellem in amicitia ſic erraremus; & iſti 
Errori nomen Virtus poſuiſſet honeſtum. 
Parciùs hic vivit? frugi dicatur. Ineptus 
Et jactantior hie paulò eſt? concinnus amicis 
Poſtulat ut videatur. At eſt truculentior, atque 
Plus æquo liber? ſimplex, fortiſque habeatur, 
Caldior eſt? acres inter numeretur. Opinor, 
Hæc Res & jungit, junctos & ſervat amicos. 


(12) Nam, ut feruli cdas meritum majora ſubire 
Verbera, non vereor ; 
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By Slight of Wink, and Shrug, they'll in a Trice 
Juggle Men's very Virtues into Vice. 

Is any modeſt? He's a mean-ſoul'd Tool : 
Good-natur'd, honeſt Man, ſtill ſtands for Fool. 
Reſerve is Craft, Sincerity Il|-breeding, 

And Charity a very ſtrange Proceeding. 
Religion, Pſha! tis nothing but mere Cant; 
Simple, blunt Honour; — why, tis all a Rant. 

(13) What Rules, alas! we fix, what raſh Decrees, 
Injurious to our own, and Neighbour's Eaſe! 
We all our Frailties ſhare, and He's the beſt, 

Moſt happy He, who's loaded with the leaſt. 

Thoſe then, who would not have Their Sores offend, 
Ought not to fret the Pimples of a Friend: 

And, ſurely, *tis but juſt that He who'd claim 

A candid Cov'ring where he proves to blame, 

Should to an erring Neighbour grant the ſame; 


At nos Virtutes ipſas invertimus, atque 
Sincerum cupimus Vas incruſtare. Probus quis 
Nobiſcum vivit? Multum eſt demiſſus homo: illi 
Tardo cognomen pingui damus. Hic fugit omnes 
Inſidias, nullique malo latus obdit apertum. 
Cum Genus hoc inter Vitæ verſetur, ubi acris 
Invidia, atque vigent ubi crimina: pro bene ſano 
Ac non incauto, fictum aſtutumque vocamus. 
(13) —— Eheu 
Quam temere in noſmet legem ſancimus iniquam |! 
Nam Vitiis nemo ſine naſcitur; Optimus ille eſt, 
Qui minimis urgetur, <— 
Qui ne uberibus proprits offendat amicum 
Poſtulat; ignoſcat Verrucis illius: ÆEquum eſt 
Peccatis Veniam poſcentem reddere rurſus, 
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This 


92 SEASONABLE REPROOF; or, 


This is my greateſt Boaſt, This. --- © Ay, ſay you, 
This is Harangums very fine, tis true; 

“ Bur, Sir, your Mritings, — Well, Sir, what of them ? 
They re guilty of the Crime, which you condemn : 
Each Page is blotted with ſome injur'd Name; 

* Each Line's deſtructive of ſome Neighbour's Fame. 
Whence this black Charge on me? Who know me beſt, 
Know 'tis a Crime, I from my Soul deteſt. 

The Man, who loves to wound an abſent Friend, 

Or, wounded, cares not, dares not to defend; 

Who ne'er would ſtifle an injurious Joke, 

To gain a Laugh regardleſs what he ſpoke ; 

Who ſweats to ſpread forg'd Scandal thro? the TR 
And baſely whiſpers Reputations down ; 

Who, what he never ſaw, proclaims for true, 

And vends for Secrets what he never knew; | 
That, that's the Wretch, to whom your Cenſure's due. 
But, have I acted ſuch a brutiſh Part? 

No, tis not in my Miri ings, or my Heart: 

Here, Sir, you'll find, if you'll be pleas'd to read, 
None, but the Vicious, in my Verſes bleed: 


Ledere gaudes, 
Inquis, & hoc ſtudio pravus facis. —— Unde petitum 
Hoc in me jacis? Eſt autor quis denique eorum, 
Vici cum quibus? Abſentem qui rodit amicum; 
Qui non defendit, alio culpante; ſolutos 
Qui captat riſus hominum, famamque dicacis; 
Fingere qui non viſa poteſt, commiſſa tacere 
Qui nequit; hic Niger ef, hunc tu, Romane, caveto. 


Neighbour, 
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Neighbour, or Stranger, 'tis to me alike; 
Not at the Man, but at the Vice 1 ſtrike: 
I call none Friends, whom Vice and Folly ſtain; 
I call none Foes, where Truth and Wiſdom reign. 
What tho? ſome Lines are with more Freedom writ ; 
Some hum'rous Scenes are drawn, which chance to hit 
A fopling Courtier, or a knaviſh Cir, 
Am I, ARGYLE, am l for this to blame? 
No, tis a Britiſh Right I ſtill ſhall claim. 
(14) Twas thus my good old Sire, to whom I owe 

Whar beſt I practiſe, and what beſt I know; 

Twas thus he labour'd to direct my Will, 
Point me to Good, or turn me back from III: 
Plac'd branded Knaves, or Fools, before my Eyes, 
And bid me mark their Errors, and be wiſe. 
hen ſtudious to inculcate fruga/ Care, 
% Oblerve, /a he, Pygmaling's ſpend-thrift Heir, 
% By Harlors, Dice, and Luxury undone, 
« Now ul for Hire, thoſe Lands which were his own, 


—— Aud vitium procul abfore Charts, 
Atque animo prius; ut ſi quid promittere de me 
Pollum aliud, vere promitto. Liberius fi 
D-xero quid, ſi forte jocofius, hoc mihi juris 
Cum Venia dabis. | 


(19) 


Inſuevit pater optimus hoc me, 


Ut fugerem, exemplis Vitiorum quæque norando. _ 
Cum me hortaretur, parce, frugaliter, atque 

Viverem uti contentus eo, quod mi ipſe paraſſet: 

Nonne vides, Albi ut make vivat Filius, uique 

Barrus inops? Magnum Documentum, ne patriam Rem 
Perdere quis velit, A turpi mereiricis amore 


94 SEA80NABLE REPROOF; or, 


* Beware the wily Proſtuute, he'd cry, 
* Leſt you like Clodto live, like Laches die: 
© Nor let adul/frous Joys thy Soul defile, 
© Lo! L baniſh'd from his native Iſle.” 
(15) 'Twas thus the watchful Parent taught the Son, 
To dread thoſe Crimes which others had undone. 
Then urg d, — © To conſecrate whate'er you do, 
© Have ſome illuſtrious Pattern till in View, 
* Some ſhining, worthy, Worth-approving Man : 
« Him follow, copy him in all you can: 


% Lo! BERNARD, fam'd for Wiſdom, Publick pr 


« And ev'ry thing Thes bears the Name of Merit! 
«© Nor can you doubt what Actiaus merit Blame, 


* When ſhrill-tongu'd Ramon ſounds each Culprit's Shame. 


« Who, but a 2 ln or a /---d muſt hate; 


% Or who Cer pity'd wretched Y--r:i--n's Fate? 


«© Who does not {corn a fibbing, chattering G. 
e Or who, but muſt deteſt corrupted P.? 


Chm deterreret : Seftani diſſimilis ſis. 

Ne ſequerer Michas, conceſsa chm Venere uti 
Poſſem : deprenſi non bella eſt Fama Trebor!, 
Atebat, —— 


— ic ne 
Formabat Puerum diftis ; & ſive jubebat 
Ut facerem quid, Habes auctorem, quo facias hoc; 
Unum ex Judicibus ſelettis gbyiciebat : = 
Sive vetabat, An hoc inbongſtum, & inutile fatty, 


Necne fit, addubites, flagret rumore malo com 
Hic atque ille ? | 
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As when Sir Epicure, who liv'd to eat, 
Fell a ſad Victim to a City Treat, 
His Brother-Brutes, with Cheney, damn'd all Meat: 
So brand the Wretch, whom flagrant Crimes debaſe, 
And each taught Youth will ſhun the dire Diſgrace. 


(16) | — Avidos vicinum funus ut egros 
Exanimat, mortiſque metu ibi parcere cogit : 
Sic teneros animos aliena opprobria ſœpe 
Abſterrent vitits. 
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SD ILENCE, ye plaintiff Inſtruments of Woe! 
Fn * Ye bubbling Fonts of Sorrow, ceaſe to flow! 
47 | 3 
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0 much lamented, honour'd Maid, too long 
be Friend's ſad Sigh has check'd the Poets Song: 
240 While each full Heart is anxious to recite, 
And place thy Virtues in an equal Light, 
Shall I alone fit filent in thy Praiſe, | 
Nor deck thy hallow'd Urn with grateful Lays? 
No, languid as it is, Pll touch the Lyre, 
Nor ſhall fond Tears quite damp Apollos Fire. 
Thro' all the various Scenes the Muſes rove, 
The peopled Town, or the ſequeſter'd Grove, 
Amidſt the Silvan Choir, or Courtly Throng, 
They ne er found one fo worthy of their Song; 
N 2 Never 


100. Verſes to the MEMORYT of 


Never fach Youth with ſo much Prudence join'd, 
Never ſo tender, yet ſo firm a Mind : 
Such gentle Manners, ſuch refin'd Good-Senſe! 
Grave without Frowns, and gay without Offence! 
A Form adorn'd with ev'ry pleaſing Grace, 
A Soul where ev'ry Virtue held a Place: 
The Veſtal's Purity, without her Pride; 
The Court's high Breeding, not as There apply'd ; 
Judgment with Candor, Wit which neer revil'd, 
Zeal cloath'd with Meckneſs, Piety that ſmil'd. 
No Window to Her Boſom did we need, 
The Goodneſs there appear'd in ev'ry Deed; 
In eviry Look, in ev'ry Smile was ſeen 
The Innocence and Peace that reign'd within. 

But what avail'd, O amiable Shade! 
The Force of Virtue, or Devotion's Aid ; 
Or what avail'd a Temp'rance fo ſevere, 
Or what, alas! the watchful Parent's Care? 
| When thoſe who riot on from Day to Day, 
And fearleſs tread the broad voluptuous Way, 
In Health and Splendor lengthen out their Span, 
Grow gray in Vice, and die without a Pang, 
Whilſt Thou, fair Flow'r! wert blaſted in thy Prime, 
And ſcarce enjoy'dſt the Morning of thy Time. 
For what were all thoſe bright Perfections given? 
For what / --- To make her earlier ripe for Heaven: 
Tho? few her Hours, yet perfect was her Day, 
Tho? ſhort her Sun, yet doubly bright the Ray. 
Greatly Inſpir'd, Life's golden Prize ſhe won 
At Years when few, too few! begin to run. 

Look round the faſhionable World, and ſee 
The Wealthy, Fair, and Young --- all theſe was She; 


Mark 
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Mark how the pretty Triflers waſte their Days, 
Toiling to All each Hour a thouſand ways: 
See to and fro in different Paths they run, 


Tho? all (till meet at laſt to be undone. 


One zhis way eagerly purſues the Game, 

Whilſt one flies bat way, tho they hunt the ſame : 

All ſtand aſtoniſh'd at each other's Choice, 

All at each other's vanquiſh'd Aims rejoice ; 

Hourly from Hope to Hope deliver'd oer, 

And hourly diſappointed as before : 

Ev'n now they loath what they but now begun, 

And, what they juſt now wiſh'd, now wiſh undone: 

Of their Chief Good molt fatally poſſeſt, 

They're --- what ? --- Quite ruin'd at their own Requeſt. 
The Joys of Riches from the Miſer know: 

What's made no Uſe of, can no Joys beſtow. 

Ask the Voluptuous, then, he ſpares no Colt ; 

He, with a Sigh, replies, his Palate's loft. 

But nobler Ends th' Ambitious have in view, 

Tis Godlike to be great! Alas, how few 

Are Great and Godlike both --- Pow'r, I muſt own, 

When fix'd in righteous Hands, exalts the Throne ; 

As Honour's Plumes, when plac'd on high Deſert, 

Something that's Shining and Sublime impart : 

But O, how anxious is that lofty State! 

How toſs'd, diſturb'd, and envy d are the Great! 

Well, Knowledge then — What's that? --- the fatal Fruit 

Which firſt made Man joint-Tenant with the Brute : 

What is it but a feeble Glow-worm Gleam, 

Which proves us meerer Repr:/es than we ſeem ; 

And all we Profit by the ſhort-liv'd Spark, 

Is but to ſee how much we're in the Dark. 


102 Verſer to the MEMORY of 
With Toil 'tis purchasd, and with Toil dis kept, 
Scarce hail'd its Meeting, ere its Parting's wept ; 
Nor can at beſt the Phantom more avail, 

Than add ſome Words to an infipid Tale: 
For, learn this Truth, a mighty Diff*rence lies, 
Vain Man! between i Know, and 10 be Hſe: 
Yer, ſtrange! how many with the Vapour fir'd, 
Run mad themſelves, to be by Fools admir'd. 
Come then, and ask where Happineſs is found, 
*Tis not in me, cries Wealth with Titles crown'd ; 
Zis not in me, the World reluctant cries ; 

*Tis not in me, proud Science griev'd replies. 

Thus wild they run Life's giddy Race about, 
No Goal in view, no proper Courſe mark'd out; 
A Scene of Vice, of Vanity, and Toll, 

Of lifeleſs Leiſure, or of fruitleſs Coil; 
Employ'd in Scandal, Politicks, or Play, 
In Dancing, or in dreaming Life away: 
Some abſent Idol ſtill in View -— Ay, ibis 
Grve us, they cry, and twill compleat our Bliſs : 
*Tis granted - but alas! deluſive Thought, 
The diſtant Goddeſs is a Cloud when caught. 
Save Virtue, each Expedient try'd in vain, 
Save Virtue, each Expedient try'd again; 
Plung'd always, or in plain, or gilded Woe, 
Wretched, alike, in all they act or know, 
Lo! trembling they behold their Ruin near, 

Lo! the dark Chambers of the Grave appear, 
The End of all they hope, the Birth of all they fear. 
Not ſo, Good Spirit / were thy Powers employ'd, 
Not ſo thy precious Talents were deſtroy'd; 
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Thy Life's ſole Joy was but falſe Joys to fly, | 
Thy Life's ſole Buſineſs but to learn to die: 
Each Pleaſure tax d for Bounty's juſt Supplies, 
Each Paſſion blinded to give Reaſon Eyes ; 
Yet nothing rigid or moroſe was ſeen, 
But all was free without, as all was fair within, 
Conſcious, ſweet Numbers and ſweet Sounds combin'd, 
To nobler Meditations fire the Mind, 
For this ſhe tun'd her lovely Voice to ſing, 
And wak'd to Harmony the trembling String ; 
For this the Joy-fraught Page ſhe'd oft peruſe, 
And deign to ſmile on the deſerted Mule. 
But hark! ſhe's call'd — Heav'n claims her for its own.. 
© No--- firſt one more bright Virtue muſt be ſhewn” 
She cries --- © Patience, that kindeſt Gift of Heaven, 
«© That only Balm for Fate's corroding Leaven ; 
e Patience which lengthens Hope, and lightens Fear, 
«« And makes us bravely ſcorn the Ills we bear; 
Lifts us above Misfortune, Care, and Pain, 
And Life's rough Journey helps us to ſuſtain. 
Learn all from me the Succours it beſtows, 
Ev'n in the laſt Extremity of Woes; 
Whilſt meagre Phebsrs preys upon my Breaſt, ' 
With a dead Weight my feeble Limbs oppreſt, 
Whilſt ſtruggling Coughs my tender Boſom rend, 
And ſcorching Hecticts ev'ry Vein diſtend ; 
Whilſt Clay-cold Damps bedew my Body over, 
And Life ſteals painful out at ev'ry Pore; 
By Patience prop'd, the bitter Load I bear, 
Without a Sigh, a Murmur, or a Tear; 
Unmov'd endure the cruel Scourge of Pain, 
Whilſt baffled Medicine tries its Art in vain :. 
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104 Verſes tothe MEMORY, &c. 

© Ev'n now, when Fate and Nature are at Strife, 

© In theſe laſt Struggles of deſponding Life, 

© She ſooths each Pang, helps each convulſive Breath, 
* And gently ſmooths the Iron Hand of Death.” 
She ſaid --- when Death cut ſhort th' inſtructive Tale, 
Conſcious ſhould ſuch Almighty Truths prevail, 
Mankind his Bugbear Terrors would defy, 

Pleas'd, as prepar'd, alike to ſleep or die. 

Hail, ſpotleſs Shade] with nobleſt Honours bleſs'd, 
With Patience crown'd, in white-rob'd Virtue dreſt ; 
Go ſeek and prove thy kindred Realms above, 

Seats, like thy Breaſt, of Harmony and Love. 

And Ye, good GuarDIANs of a Charge ſo good, 
O ceaſe to grieve, Heav'n muſt not be withſtood ; 
Weep not for Her — lo! all her Labours Oer, 
Happy, O happy! on the Heav'nly Shore; 

There where no Moths corrupt, no Thieves infeſt, 
In endleſs Sunſhine, and in endleſs Reſt; 

Gayly triumphant, in a bleſs'd Relief 

From future Chance, from Sickneſs, and from Grief ; 
Beyond the Reach of Malice, Pow'r, or Pride, 

By Angels greeted, and to Saints ally'd ; 

Paſt Toils with Joy revolving in her Mind, 

She only pities you who're left behind, 
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GopryrEy CLARKE, Eſq; and Miſs POLE, 
upon their Nuptials. 


oe ec Youth and judgment, Wealth and Good- 
on ' nels join'd! | 
” "DD: ay, are no Marriages in Heaven defign'd ? 
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lk not, bleſt Pair! we muſt at leaſt agree, 
JS Thar Love and Fortune both, for once, could ſee. 
Long may you live to grace thoſe Sacred Bands, 
By Hearts as cloſe united as by Hands. 
Of Bleſſings which the World has beſt in ſtore, 
So fair your Lot I need not wiſh you more; 
But, that in Theſe true Reliſh you may find, 
I wiſh you Health of Body, Peace of Mind; 
Whilſt num'rous blooming Branches round you ſtand, 
|  Obedient to the skilful Parents Hand; 
And, early turn'd to all that's Wiſe and Good; 
Be Children of your Virtues as your Blood! 
| May thoſe you chuſe for Friend, be Friends ſincere ; 
For Servants — ſerve you more thro Love than Fear, 


O May 
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May neer the Thirſt of Titles, Pomp or Power, 
Thoſe Idols which the Court-bred Crowd adore, 
Make you in queſt of foreigu Honours roam, 
True Greatneſs only's to be found at Home ; 
Dwells in th* enobled Breaſt, and does not ſpring | 
Or from the Sword, or Deckings of a King. 

In Life's uncertain Sea, where none but find 
Some dang'rous Quickſand, or ſome adverſe Wind, 
If Storms ariſe how little it avails 
That the proud Maſt is deck'd with purple Sails; 
The ſilken Cables, or the ſilver Oar, 
Won't ſooner ſmooth the Surge or gain the Shoar; 
The Winds impartial beat, the Lightnings ſtrike 
The Royal Bark and Fiſher's Hulk alike. 
No, tis what few --- but may YOU atkways / --- find, 
Tis the calm Sunſhine of the Halcyon Mind, | 
Thar Heart-felt Peace, thoſe Plaudits which accrue 
Not from the Goods you have, but Good you do; 
'Tis Theſe muſt light you o'er the trackleſs Main, 
By Theſe the wiſh d-for Haven you may gain; 
For know, to raiſe dejected Merit's Head, 
A double Luſtre round yourſelves will ſhed ; 
And to relieve the Good-Man's aking Heart, 
A ſeven- fold Tranſport to your own impart. 

Thus bleſs'd with all that Wiſdom's Wiſh can reach, 
With all that true Philoſophy can teach, 
With more than cer in noiſy Courts was ſeen, 
Or ever deign'd to light on King or Queen, 
To crown the whole you can poſſeſs below, 
Heav'n grant you ſtill your Happine/s may know. 
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The LIFE of a BEAU.  ASoxns. 
OW brim-full of Nothing's the Life of a Beau ? 
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They've nothing to think of, they've nothing to do; 
Nor they've nothing to talk of, for —— nothing they know: 


Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Air; 

Spend the Morning in nothing but curling their Hair; 

And do nothing all Day but Sing, Santer and Stare: 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing at Night to the Playhouſe they croud, 

For to mind nothing done there they always are proud, 

But to bow, and to grin, and talk — nothing aloud : 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing they run to th* Aſſembly and Ball; 

And for nothing at Cards a fair Partner call, 

For they ſtill muſt be heated who've--- Nothing at all: 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing on Sundays at Church they appear, 


For they've nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to fear ; 
They can be nothing no where, who -—- nothing are here: 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. 


The LIFE of a Foot. A SONG, 


Fool enjoys the Sweets of Life, 
Unwounded by its Cares ; 
His Paſſions never are at Strife ; 
He hope's not, He, nor fear's. 
O2 


— — 
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If Fortune ſmiles, as ſmile ſhe will, 
Upon her booby Brood, 
The Fool anticipates no Ill, 


But reaps the preſent Good. 


Or ſhould, thro Love of Change, her Wheels 
Her fay'rite Bantling croſs, 
The happy Fool no Anguiſh feels, 
He weighs not Gain or Loſs. | Y 
When Knaves o'er-reach, and Friends betray, | 3 
Whilſt Men of Senſe run mad, | A 
Fools, careleſs, whiſtle on — and ſay, 1 
Since free from Sorrow, Fear, and Shame, 
A Fool thus Fate defies, 
The greateſt Folly I can name 


Is to be Owerwy/e. 
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The WoRLD' a SoNG. A SONG. 


Ir Life can yield any thing pleaſant, or Geet, 


To ſtrew its rough Valley along, 


In Maſiol, I'm ſure, we the Bleſſing muſt, meet, 
For why, the whole World's a mere Song. 


Repair to the Court, and you'll inſtantly find 
Amidſt the deluſive gay Throng, 


$4 No Friendſhip can hold, nor no Promiſe. can bind, 


For the Courtier's Hanour's a FS, ang. 


Go next to the Camp, and review each trim Blade, 
How they ſtrut it fo ſtout and ſo. ſtrong, 
Turn em into War's Field, and lm hugely, afraid, 
Their Courage would prove a mere Song. Pray, 
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pray, what are Poſſeſſions, tho ever ſo great, 
Once got the good Lawyers among? 
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For they'll brief it and thief it, they'll pocket and prate 


'Till they've brought all your Mealib to a Song. 


The Doctor who ſagely lays Finger to Wriſt, 
With his Hems and his Ha's, ere ſo long, 


When he fits down to write, *tis to greaſe his own F ft, 
For his Scribble to you's a mere Song. 


The Fair One who vows to young Thifts, fo kind, 
She neer his fond Paſſion will wro 


The Moment he's gone Damon's call'd from bebind, 
For why, Lovers Oaths are a Song. 


Thus, Youth run thro Life, and try all- that you can, 
This Truth you muſt own cer ris long, 

Take Greatneſs or Riches, take Woman or Man, 
Your Gaius will turn out a mere Song. 


The Loſs of FARON ELLo. ASons. 


HAT dire Misfortune hath befel 


Each quav'ring Beau and tuneful Belle! 
Loſt Faronello's killing Note, 


For Spain has caught him by the Throat: 
Far, far away 
' He's forc'd to ſtay; 
Killing, thrilling, 
Thrilling, killing, 
O! we're ruin'd, loſt, undone, 
Charming Faronello's gone! 
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Our Tears had ſcarcely ceas'd to flow, © 
That Seneſino needs would go; 

When ſtraight a heavier Loſs we rue, 
Dear Faronello's kidnap'd too. 
Faronells / . 
Seneſino'/ 
Sene/ſino / 
Faronello . 
O! we're ruin'd, loſt, undone, 
Both the Warblers, both are gone! 


O cruel Spam / will nought ſuffice? 
Will nought redeem this lovely Prize? 
Take all our Ships, take all our Men, 

So we enjoy but him again: 

O ſend him ſtraight, 
Our Nobles wait! 
O ſend him quick, 
We all are ſick! 
Ruin'd, Lords and Commons all, 
From St. James's to Guild-Hall“ 


Written at the Age of Sixteen in the Hoy Leaf 
of a Tc nn preſented by the Ae THOR 
to his SISTER. 


This the ſame filent, faithful Friend you'll find, 
Let Fortune ſmile, or let her prove unkind. 
Or ſhould a favour'd Youth' ſome Five Years hence, 
I think you're Tex --- make amorous Pretence, 


be This repoſe the Secrets of your Mind, bg 


Then 


IE 
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Then when he runs his Tale of Fondneſs o'er, 
Swears that he loves, and vows he does adore; 
Whilſt rebel Wiſhes take his Part within, 
And Nature pleads to let the Suppliant in, 


Learn hence — that when our Tongues moſt Zeal impart, 
We're then moſt thorough Arberſts at the Heart. 


— — 


To a YounG LADY, deſiring a Copy of Verſes 
from the AUTHOR. 


ADAM, Pe laid aſide my Muſe, 
But, when You bid, I can't refule 

To tune my Harp, to put a String on 
And think of ſomething new to ſing on; 
But Oh! the Task is hard to hit 
On ſomething new, and ſomething fit! 

To write of Heroes, and of Wars, 
Inteſtine Feuds, or foreign Jars ; 
Of mighty Matters done in Battel, 
How Towns are ſtorm'd, and Cannons rattle, 
Are things without a Lady's Sphere, 
And therefore not ſo proper here. 

To talk of Swains and Shepherdeſſes, 
Their aukward Dialogues, and Dreſſes, 
How the fond Clowns adore their Dames, 
Old-faſhion'd things, with conſtant Flames, 
And how the Nymphs, Occaſion bleſſing, 
And gentle Nature jointly preſſing, : 
Relieve their Pain with kind careſſing; 
Of Moon-light Freaks, and Cynthia's Train, 
Ho Fairies wanton in the Plain, 
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Of flowery Valleys, lofty Hills, 
Reſounding Grots, and whiſp'ring Rills, 
Above, or much below, my Strain is, 
And therefore to attempt it vain is. 

A King's or Cobler's Death to pity, 
And pen a grievous Church-yard Ditty, 
In ſable Elegy to wail, 

Would prove, I feat, a 8 Tale; 
And therefore Fm reſolv'd to keep 
My Muſe from crying you to ſleep. 

To ſing of Beauty, and of You, 
And give your Merit half its due; 

Your Charms and Virtues to rehearſe 
Is far beyond the Pow'r of Verſe. 

What, then, to ſing, or what to ſay, 
Without a Subject for my Lay! 

Troth, Madam, all that can be done, 


Is to leave off where I begun. 


| 
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As it is Acted at the 


TRHEATRE- ROYAL. by His MAJzsTY's Servants. 


— 4 - — 


Ridiculum acri 
Fortius & melius magnas plerumque ſecat Res Horat. 


— — » 


Sr 


To the RIGHT HONOURABLE . 
P H I L I 


EARL of CHESTERFIELD. 


Ws HILST You are intereſting Your ſelf in the Af- 
fairs, and for the Welfare of the Nation, and 
conſtantly attending the Debates of the moſt 
Auguſt Aſſembly in the World, this Addreſs will, 
| I fear, be deem'd an impertinent Intruſion. 
But as the following Performance, my Lord, was meant as 
an Attempt to reſcue the Stage from thoſe mean and unmanly 
Repreſentations it has lately been employed in; to bring Com- 
mon Senſe once more in vogue, and to exhibit an Entertain- 
ment, which might be Diverting and Improving at the ſame 
time, without one Sentence which can poſſibly be wreſted, ei- 
ther into Indecency or Prophaneneſs, it ſtands in need of fo 
powerful a Patronage as Your Lordſhip's : Tho' I muſt confeſs, 
had not the Approbation of the rational and unprejudiced 


Part 


DEDICATION. e 

Part of the Town ſtampt ſome kind of Value on this Piece, I 
ſhou'd not have prefum'd to offer it to You, and were not Your 
Candour and . Good-nature fo very well known, which I am 
confident will induce You to overlook and excuſe the Errors 
and Imperfections of it, I ſhould likewiſe have been afraid to 
ſubmit it to Your Peruſal. For Your Lordſhip is ſo well ac- 
quainted with Men and Manners, and fo exquiſite a Judge of 
every Character in Humane Life, that there is no Chance for the 
leaſt Miſrepreſentation of 'em to paſs You unobferv'd. 

1 might here, my Lord, give both my ſelf and Reader the 
greateſt Satisfaction, if I would indulge the Inclination I have 
to enter a little farther into Your Lordſhip's Character; but as I 
am perſwaded there is nothing more Irkſome to You, than the 
Mention of thoſe ſhining Qualities you poſſe, and which have 
made You the Delight and Glory of Your own Country, and 
the Admiration of every other in which You have appear'd, I 
ſhall trouble Your Lordſhip no farther than to ſubſcribe my ſelf 


Tour Lordſhip's moſs Obedient 


and moſt Humble Servant, 


James MILLER. 
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Spoken by Mr. I L XS. | 
S$ crafty Lawyers, 20 acquire Applauſe, 


Try evry Art to gain à doubtful Cauſe, 

Pervert the Uſe of Words, and wreft the Senſe of Laws, 
So Authors try as many diff rent Ways, 
With artful Prologues, 10 ſecure your Praiſe. 
One, with a ſoothing, ſupplicating Speech, 
Humbly ſubmits — and won't preſume to teach ; 
By powerful Fees of Flattery hopes to gain ye, 
And thinks with ſmooth-tongu'd Brit ry 10 retain ye. 
Another, bravely bids you bold Defiance, 
And: ftrives; by Storm, to force you to Compliance; 
Damns the whole Town, as ſenſelefly confin d- 
To Foreign Fopp ries — whilft perverſely Blind 8 
To all the great Improvements of the Mind. Y 

In ſuch mean Ways our Author won't engage, 
To court your Favour, or defy your Rage : 
Wor impudently palm upon the Town | 
His um coarſe Wares, by: crying others dumm. 
He owns, each Lands with ſome Per faction ble; 
And boaſts ſome Art peculiar from the reſt. 
To other ations fingle Bleſſings fall; 
'Tis Britain's/Glory, ſhe enjoys em all. 
Mer IWative. Fire with French Politeneſs grac d, 
Rome's- ancient Liberty, and modern Taſte. 
And, as her Fleets thro all the World are known, 
Which make the Produ of each Soil her own; 
Her Brave, and Fair, encourage ev'ry Art, 


Which ſmooth the Paſſions, or enlarge the Heart. 
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By . Arts your Taſtes may be refin'd, 
But Home-bred Senſe alone can feaſt a Britiſh Mind. 

With ſuch plain Fare our Author treats To-night, 
And hopes at once twill Profit and Delight. 

From Oxford Cells he brings a Group of Fools, 
Unſhewn before the Vermin of the Schools ; | 
Mot that he dares reflect the leaſt Diſgrace, 

Or hint a Satyr on that ſacred Place: 

A Place that's founded on the nobleft Views, 
Parent of Arts, and Nurs ry of the Muſe : 

That's truly great and good but well you know, 
In richeſt Soils the rankeſt Poiſons grow; 

At thoſe he flrikes — nor has he miſs d his Ain, 
If you reward his bold Attempt with Fame. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. | | 

Colonel Trumore. | Mr. Milli. 
— Mr. Wilks. 

me | Mr. Brid 
Haughty, a Fellow of a College in Oxford. Mr. Harbor 3 
Conundrum, another Fellow of a College. Mr. 67 
Ape-all, an Oxford Scholar. Mr. Cibber. 
Vicecbancbellor of the Univerſity. Mr. Vn. Mills. 
Old Ape-all, Father to Ape-all, a Country 3 Mr. Roberts. 
Timothy, Servant to Old Ape-all. Mr. Norris. 
Daſh, Drawer at a Tavern in Oxford. Mr. Oates. 

W O M E N. 

Lady Science. Mrs. Porter. 
Victoria, her Daughter, Mrs. Booth. 
Clarinda, her Neice. Mrs. Oldfield. 
Kitty, an Oxford Tilt, Mrs. Clive. 
Wife, to Haugbty. 


Officers, Attendants, Ce. 
SCENE OXFORD. 


Mrs, Grace. 
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A T LS ©: 8 N"8- 
SCENE Paradiſe Walks. 


Enter GAINLOV E, Repeating. 


UT above all, 'tis raviſhing to get 
EY On calm Philoſophy's exalted Seat; 

WD Whence we may learn what Joys from Wiſdom flow, 
And ſee the Vanity of all below. 


Humph I am apt to ſuſpe& my Friend Lucretius wrote 
this with an empty Pocket; for I generally find my Philo- 
ſophical Genius mounts in proportion to the Weight of my Purſe, as the 
Mercury in a Barometer does to that of the Air: And truly, I am more ſub- 
limely given to-day, than I much care for; I fear all is not right below — 
Let me ſee [turning out bis Pockets.) Hah! a compleat Philoſopher, by Fove ; 
my laſt Splendid Shilling ſhines on my Back However, there's ſome 
hopes Fortune may lo k on me now; for, like the World, it principally re- 
gards the Outſide of a Man, and is too ſhort-ſighted to examine his Pocket, 
more than his Merit —— Well, with all due Reſpect to my Mammy, I do 
verily believe that Tm the Son of ſome Star-gazer, Poet, or Projector, by my 
inheriting ee Nothing-at-all —— 


Enter TRUMORE., 

Trumore ! Good-morrow. 

Tru. Gainlove ! Why, what in the name of Magick has conjur'd you a- 
broad ſo early? I thought nothing but Love, reſtleſs, wakeful Love 

Gain. Ay, ay, Love, Man — I am in Love, that's all. 

Tru. 'Tis with the whole Feminine Gender then, 

Gain, Why ſo? | 

CE. Tru, 
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Try. Becauſe you Free-livers can no more brook Confinement in your A- 
mours, than Free-thinkers in their Principles ; nor be brought to ſubſcribe to 
Mins, chan they to the Thirty-Nine Articles unleſs by the ſame 
Primum Mobile Intereſt. 

Gain. Not ſo faſt, Sir; for tis with Things, the perfect Reverſe of Wo- 
man, that I'm in Love— Nature and Regularity — What would you think 
if] ſhould turn Philoſopher, Ned? 

Thu. That your Brains were turn'd topſy-turyy, your Pockets in- ſide gut; 
and that you would ſpeedily be lodg'd either in the Mint, or Moor-Fields. 

Gain, Say you ſo? Then you and I ſhall be related; for I think there is 
no great Difference between a Philoſopher and a Lover ; only the firſt is the 
more reaſonable Madman of the two: For it is eaſter to diſcaver the Longi- 
tude, than the Situation of a Woman's Heart ; and their Inclinations vary 
ten times oftner than the Weather-glaſts. 

Tru. Ha, ha! but pr'ythee, how cam'ſt thou to ſtumble on Philoſophy ? 

Gain. By ſtumbling on Oxford —— this beautiful Place, where all the 
Charms of Art and Nature PINT, to entertain 1 The, and captivate the 
Heart. 

Tru. The Place it ſelf is really chanining, but take it with the company — 

Gain. Tis like a fine Nurſery, ſtock'd with Crabs. 

Tru, Right! for I have ſcarce met with a converſible Creature ſince I 
have been here —— Their fine Gentlemen are aſſuming Pedants, or aukward 
Fops; and their reigning Toafts, Taylors Daughters, and College Bed- 
makers. 

Gain. A very pretty ohnen, enn how the Duce came we 
amongſt *em ? 

Tru. Without a Miracle, Shark — Gilded goodly Intereſt charm'd thee, 
and plain villanous Love dragg'd me. You follow'd the wealthy Lady Science 
and I her Neice, the beautiful Clarinda. 

Gain. And a hopeful Jaunt tis like to prove! For my Part, I am quite 
diſtanc'd ; my old Goddeſs expecting much more Devotion, than ſhe could 
promiſe herſelf from my Atheiſtical Notions of her Sex, has turn'd the Sun- 
ſhine of her Affections on a more hom crew Adorer — Haughty, the Fellow of 
a College. 

Tru. Tad my young One, inGiting on a higher Title and more ſplendid 
Equipage than I can make her Miſtreſs of, and being thoroughly acquainted 
with her own Merit, and the Strength of my Inclinations, treats me with ſo 
much ſpiteful Indifference, and laughing Inſolence, that tho'I am never eaſy 
when I am from her, yet I am more afraid to face her, than I ſhould a 
whole Regiment of Pruſſian Grenadiers. 

Gain. I confeſs, Ned, I have often ſhook my Sides, to ſee how dexte- 
rouſly 


The H@MoOuURs of OXYond., 123 


rouſty ſhe has humbled that warlike Countenance of thine, till thou haſt 
look d more like a Penſioner of Chel/ea-Hoſpital, than a Colonel of the 
Guards; and could'ft be known to be an Officer, like the reſt of thy Bre- 
thren, by nothing but thy Cockade, Ha, ha 

Ju. And thou art as malicious as ſhe. *Tis a ſweet Life 1 fead, between 
my Miſtreſs and Friend; one, like an unmerciful Rider, is continually 
ting me till I am galFd ; and Yother, like a baſy Fly, always playing on 
the Sore — You are a Quotidian Ague to me, both together; the is the 
Hot Fit, and thou the Cold one. 

Gain. Rather a double Poiſon, where the Force of one prevents the Nfif- 
chief of the other, 
| Tru) $0 at beſt the Remhedy's as bad as the Diſcaſe. But pray, can you 
inform me what unaccountable Whim brought her to this Place ? 

Gain. No Whim of hers, for ſhe was utterly averſe to it - but you know 
what a Pretender my old Lady is to Learning and Philofophy ; and one Even- 
ing, becauſe I could not give her a ſatisfactory Account of all the different 
Sects from Socrates to FFhifton, (he refoly'd for Oxford the next Morning 
with her whole Family, that ſhe might be within the Pales of Parnaſſus, and 
at the Fountain-head'of Erudition. 


Tru. Ha, ha! pr'ythee, how could'ſt thou dreams, Carte, of ſyeh an old 
Female Book - worm? 


Gain. O twas a golden Dream, Sir of Fifty Thouſand Pounds Bid in 
an old Wall — I could bear with the Rubbiſh, to come at the Coin | 

Tru. And would'ſt thou really marry ſoch a School Syſtem! of crabbed 
Words, and crooked Figures; fuck a muſty! £4/ofle in rough Calf? 

Gain. Rather than go to Goal, 

Tru. Troth, I think that would be making thy own Mittimus, and con- 
fining thy ſelf to a Dungeon for Life. 

Gain. You are miſtaken; Sir, I would have made her Mitrimus, if Toould! 
once have got her. 

Tru. As how, pray ? 


Gain. Why, pack d her, with a Cart-load of old Books, Globes and Tele- 
ſcopes, into the Country; chain'd' her up to a Shelf in the Study among(t 
the reſt of the Dead, and there left her to meditate on the other World — 
whilſt I my ſelf enjoy d all! the Pleaſures of this, which her Money could 

ure. 
e A very rational Scheme, I confeſs. 

Gain. Look you, Ned, if you can ſhew me one of the Sex who has Wit 
and Beauty, without Ill nature and Vanity ; Freedom without Watonneſs, and 
Modeſty without Pride or Affectation, PI marry her without a Farthing = 
purely for a Curioſity, But as] believe from my Soul there is no ſuch: Crea- 

Q 2 ture 
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ture in Being, could I meet with a Fortune to pay my Debts, and maintain 


me in the Luxury and Magnificence of the Beau- Monde; if the Poſſeſſor of 
it was an old Beldam as ugly and Ill-natur'd as a Witch, I would careſs her 


with all the Ecſtacy 
Tru. — That a Jilt does her Cully, while ſhe is picking his Pockets — 
for the Morality of the thing i is pretty much the ſame. 
Gain. Truly, Ned, I can't find out the Morality of being ſtary d; and ru 
ſooner ſend my Principles a begging, than go my ſelf. 


Tru. I don't queſtion it in the leaſt — they are beggarly Principles indeed, 
that would let a Man ſtarve, Charles. 


Gain. And ſomething like that muſt be my Caſe ſhortly, if I can't meet 
with ſome Pennyworth or other; for the little Bank I had when I firſt turn- 
ed Prodigal, is quite exhauſted. 

Tru. Then you muſt turn Author, my Friend, and write. Why, thou 
haſt a Spring of Wit ſufficient to 

Gain. To what? Don't you know tis the Nature of W to be dry in 
the Summer, when there is moſt Occaſion for em? And ſo one's Wits, the 
Duce take em, always forſake a Man in his Neceſſity; when once they 
ceaſe to be repleniſ d with the generous Showers of Champagne and Bur- 
gundy, they'll flow no longer. 

Tru. Nay then, I ſee no other Way you have left, but to return very pe- 
nitently to the old Gentleman, perſwade him to forget all that's paſt, and 
part with the Key of his Strong Box. fo 2. 

Gain. I might as ſoon perſwade him to part with his Eyes; He that could 
uſe me ſo ill, out of Partiality to a half-witted younger Brother, as to make 
me reſolve to ſeek my Fortune on the bare Strength of Five Hundred 
Pounds, would have little to ſay to me now that's ſpent. Beſides, he 
would no more know my Perſon, than Name : For the Space of Ten Years 
has alter'd the firſt, as much as my own Fancy has the laſt. 

Tru. Ten Years! why, thou haſt not liv'd all this time on Five Hundred 
Pounds? 

Gain. No, indeed; thanks to good Friends. 

Tru. A needy Stranger, and meet with F riends ! — Pr'ythee, who are 
they? or whence came they ? 

Gain, O, they are Lilliputians, Sir! for you ſee I can carry em in my 
Pocket. [Takes out Dice and rattles them. 
N. Ha, ha! So I find the only way of being ſure of Friends, is to keep 
em in one's Pocket. | 

Gain. True, Ned — but even theſe fail me now; for a Man muſt not ex- 
pect to win, who has nothing to loſe — But who comes here ? 


Tru. A true Repreſentative of Elder Brothers, and Oxford Scholars. 


Gain. 
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Gain. That's to ſay, a Fool by Birth, and a Rake by Education, 
Tru. To which, that the Piece might be finiſh'd, he has added a Supple- 
ment of Impudence, with an Appendix of Modern Foppery ; and is come 
out a compleat Burleſque on the Faſhions and Follies of the Age. 
Gain. Is not his Name Ape-all ? 


Tru, The ſame——you muſt have ſeen him at Lady Science's Lodgings, 
for he is making vigorous Addrefles to her Daughter Victoria. | 

Gain. Ay, theſe keen-ſet Oxford Blades will ſcramble for a freſh Coun- 
try Girl, like Aldermen at a City Feaſt for the firſt Cut of a Veniſon Paſty. 
But doth ſhe encourage him? | 

Tru. Only to laugh at him ; for ſhe ſeems to me to be a Girl of very 
good Senſe, and much better acquainted with the World, than could be 
expected from one of a Country Education, 

Gain. I confeſs ſhe has ſomething both in her Perſon and Temper, that 
takes me more than moſt I have met with. | 

Tru. Have a care, Charles You moſt not think of her, unleſs you can 
live on Beauty ; for ſhe has nothing in her own diſpoſal, but her Perſon. 

Gain. And troth I am not Canibal enough to feed upon that. 

: Enter APE-AL L. 

Ape. Gentlemen, good-morrow— Colonel Tumore, how d'ye, my Dear ? 
ir, your very humble Servant —— methinks, my Friends, we are got 
ſtrolling about at ſtrange unfaſhionable Hours this Morning, for People of 
Diſtinction — for rivett me if I had been a-bed above five Seconds, before 
the Bell with its plaguy Jingle rouſed me to Prayers again I'gad one 
might as well be Apprentice to a Chimney-Sweeper, as live in one of theſe Pe- 
dantick Colleges. Don't you think it a moſt barbarous thing now, to be 
forc'd to go to Church, when Gentlemen of Wit and Pleaſure ought to be 
going to Bed ? | 

Tru. Tis a great Grievance, I confeſs. But I thought you fine Gentle- 
men had generally made Conſcience of ſtaying away. 

Ape. Yes, Sir, we do make Conſcience of it ; but then we have a Company 
of old formal ſurly Fellows who take pleaſure in making one act contrary to 
ones Conſcience; and tho' for their own parts they never ſee the In- 
fide of a Chapel throughout the Year, yet if one of ns miſs but two Morn- 
ings in a Week, they'll ſet one a plaguy Greek Impoſition to do that 
ne'er one of them can read when tis done, — And fo i'gad I write it in 
French, for they don't know one from t'other. 

Tru. Nay, there you are even with them. 

. Ay, ay, let me alone; I deal with them, I warrant you; They 
hate ſuch fellows as me, Man! I ſtick to their Buffs i gad — O they are ſad 
Brutes, Sir——your Fellows of Colleges are a parcel of Sad, Muzzy, Hum- 


drum, Lazy, Ignorant old Caterpillars, Tru. 
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Tru. How! Ignorant, Mr. Abe-All ! 1 thought they muſt be Men of 
121 | 

Ape. That's merry, indeed no Sir, no more than Officers muſt be Men 
of Courage i gad I beg Pardon, my Dear——that was very good, ha, 
ha——you don't take it ill, Colonel I could not help it, ſplit me my 
Fancy was on fire, and hb it flipe from my Tongue, like Spittle from a hot 
Iron, 

Gain. [ Aþde.) What a pert Coxcomb it is ! 

Ape. Learning, quotha na, no, if ever a Man of common Senſe get 
amongſt them, they have him preſently expell'd for a Heretick. 

Cain. How ? | | 

Ape. Ay, ay - why they have threatned as much to me before now, 
Man. 

Tru. Nay, then tis clear againſt em but come let us know now, Mr 
Ape-all, how your Amour goes on with pretty Vitoria? 


Abe. O ſwimmingly ——ſwimmingly, Sir a fair Wind from chat 
Corner. 


Gain. What, bound for the Port of Wedloek, Sir? 

Ape. No, no, no, no, Sir, I only uſe her as a Pleaſure-Boat to dabble about 
the Stream with; purely for a paſſo Tempo, or ſo, O dean, Sir, I have been 
at London, and know more of the World than to make Love to a Woman I 
intend to Marry—only it diverts the Spleen to talk to a Girl ſometimes, you 
know. Then tis fuch a Comedy, when one Gallants them to College, to 
ſee all the young Fellows froze with Envy, ſtand Centinet} in their 
Niches, like the Figures ob the Kings round the Royal Exchange; and the 
eld Dons come cringing Cap in hand, to offer to ſhow the Ladies the Cu- 
rioſities of 6 che Duce knows they only want to be 
nibbling. 


Tru, But you can't make us believe that you have no farther Intention in 
following Victoria ſo cloſe, than this come, confeſs? 

Abe. Why truly IL muſb own I have fome farther Intention, as you' ſay, 
my Dear; for I have made a: Reſolution, you muit know, to have every 
pretty Girl that comes to Town. 

Tru. Very modeſtly. reſolv'd, on my word. | 

Ape. Why Modeſtly=— why ſo much of your Modeſty- now? 

Gain, O, you muſt not mind him, He's one of your baſhful Fellows, 
that approaches a Woman with as much Reverence as he would an Angel; 
and courts his Miſtreſs out of Plutarc#s Morals. 

Ape. L Aſido.] Plutarch's Morals! that muſt be ſome Bawdy Book that I 
N ſeen — Well, well; you may talk of your Modeſty, Colonel'; but 

It. 


Tru. 
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Tru. What, whether they will or not? 


Hee. Hey — whether they will or not — what a Queſtion that is now — 
hen me if I know how to anſwer him — will — why, do you think there 
is any fear of that? 

Tru. Nay, I don't know. 

Ape. No, no more you don't indeed you know nothing of the matter, 
I find that———for let me tell you, I never met a woman yet, but I could 
briog her on her Knees — you underſtand me, Sir? 

Gain. Ay, ay. 

Ape. And when once you get them to their Intreaties, tis over with em, 
igad. Tis as ſure a Sign of a Woman's yielding, as a Captain's Prayers at 
Sea is of the Ship's ſinking. But I had almoſt forgot to tell you the News, 
Colonel ; you have a Rival come to Town, do "you know it? 

_ Tru. Not 1: who is it ? 

Ape. I can't tell that; but they ſay he is an Triſb Lord, come to carry off 

your Miſtreſs Clarinda; but — hark — the Bell fan muſt I 


ſneak away to Chapel like a Pariſh Boy to ſing Pfalms —— no, it may ting 
tang till Doomſday for me, Til not do it. 


Gain, Now Heaven forbid: 


Ape. No, no, my Dear, I underſtand more manners than to leave my 
Friends to go to Church. 


Gain. Ay, but you ſhall tho. O'my Word Me give us a world of 
Uneaſineſs if you ſtay. 

Ape. Shall I indeed? Why that's friendly ſaid very friendly truly; and 
therefore till I can return again, I am your moſt diſconſolate, obſequious, 
humble Servant. [Exit Ape-All. 

Gain. A very promiſing Plant this, and being rear'd in ſo fruitful a Soil, 
can't fail of coming to ſomething extraordinary — But who can this Rival 
of yours be, Ned, that he talks of ? 

Tu. Shamwell, 1 ſuppoſe the fluttering Coxcomb that buz'd about her 
at Bath laſt Seaſon. 

Gain. Nay, then, Trumore, thou art a Man again, 

Tru. What do you mean =. 

Gain. Why he is the moſt likely Perſon in the World to do thee Service ; 
for he has all the ſneering Malice, infinuating Flattery, and knaviſh Cunning 
of his own Country ; skulking under the pleaſing Mask of French Foppery, 
and affected good Humour. In a word, he has the Skin of a Chamelion, and 
the Poſon of a Snake ; and is an Exception to the general Notion, that Ve- 

land produces no Venomous Creatures. 


Tru. And how will his being a Brute make me a Man? 


Gain. 
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Gain. Why the Duce is in't, if with all theſe Qualifications, he does not 
run away with thy Miſtreſs —— which is the only way to prevent her run- 
ning away with thy Manhood. 

Tru. Nay, he need do no more than ſhew her the Coronet on his Coach - 

and ſhe'll immediately ſtep into it —— But ſee, we have him here. 
| Enter SHAMWELL. 

Sham, Mr. Gainlove, I am your eternal Slave what Colonel Trumore 
too! — this is beyond what my utmoſt Hopes could flatter me with, to 
embrace the two deareſt Friends I have in the World at my coming 
to Oxford. Af] Tho' hang me if ever I was more concern'd in my 
Life; for the ſight of that Blunderbuſs bodes me no good. 

Gain. We had leſs Reaſon to expect the Happineſs of your Lordſhip? s en- 
tertaining Company in this dull Place. 

Sbam. Why truly Charles theſe irregular Excurſions are not uſual to me, 
and it was with extream difficulty I got hither now. 

Tru. I preſume your Lordſhip is at the Head of Affairs then. 

Sham, Of the Ladies Affairs I am, Sir 

Gain. Right, my Lord; there is more Pleaſure in laying Schemes to gain 
a fine Woman, than to take a dirty Town; more Rapture in ſigning Preli- 
minaries on her Lips, than on a ſhrivel'd Piece of Parchment. 

Sham. Ay, I have put the finiſhing Hand to many of thoſe Treaties ; 
there's not a Belle about Court, but has felt the Effects of my Negociations 
in that way. 

Ju. But what has brought your Lordſhip ſo far out of your Sphere. 11 
Action, as this Place? 

Sha. Love, Ned——which is a powerful Attractive, you know. 

Tru. Love, my Lord! She muſt be ſome Angel, ſure, that could in- 
ftuence your Lordſhip ſo far, as to lay out on one, what is ſufficient to make 
ſo many of the Sex happy. 

Sham. The fair Clarinda, Sir, has more Charms in my Eye, than the 
whole Creation of Beauties together. I think you have the Happineſs of 
being acquainted with the Lady, Sir ? 

Tru. Yes, Sir, I have the Happineſs of being acquainted with her 
[ 4/ide.)] Sneering Rogue. | 1; 

Sham, Then pry'thee do me the Favour to-introduce me to her——for 
I'm in Love with her to Madneſs ; and I am poſitive thy Recommendation 
will go a great way- [A/ide.] Poor Puppy! ha, ha, he looks as filly as 

if he was Caſhired. | 

Tru. Jam the moſt improper Perſon in the World for a Gentleman-Uſher; 
beſides, one of your Lordſhip's Addreſs can never have occaſion for one. 


Sham. 
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Sham. You are quite out in your Opinion of me, indeed, Colonel; for 1 
am one of the moſt blundering Fellows in nature on ſuch Occaſions — But 
you are happy, Sir, in every Endowment that recommends a Man to the 
Ladies; an eaſy Aſſurance, courtly Addreſs, ſoft Behaviour, brilliant Wit, 


and perſwaſive Eloquence.  [4/4de.) Ha, ha! I can't help laughing in 
his Face. 


Tru. S'death, I ſhall certainly be provoked to kick him." [ 4fide.] 
Gain. I ſee Love has not abated any thing of your Lordſhip's uſual Plea- 
ſantry. 
Sham. Why no, Charles ——T know indeed there are a Company of cloudy 
Mortals in the World, whom both Love and Wine have a ſleepy Effect on; 
but they give a gayer Eclat to Men of a Bell Eſprit. 
Gaim. That is, becauſe they never take more of either than will agree 
with their Conſtitutions. 
| Sham. Do you think ſo, Charles - What os you, Ned? 
Tru. I ſay, my Lord, that the Fortune of a Woman being the principal 
Ingredient in the Compoſition of her Charms, which attracts the Inclinations 
of the prudent Lovers in this conſiderate Age, the ill Conſequences of too 
violent a Paſſion are by that means prevented —— But whether that be yonr 
Lordſhip's Caſe 
Sham. O —— the fartheſt from it of any thing imaginable ; for the Duce 


take me but I would marry Clarinda if ſhe had nothing in the Creation but 
a Canvaſs Shift and Flannel Under-Petticoat, 


Tru. Well ſaid, Teague ! [ Afide. 
Sbam. Hang Fortune, I ſay—Traſh— mere Dirt A fine Woman, if ſhe 
has not a Farthing, for me. 

Gain, If you are ſo charitably inclin'd, my Lord, you may meet with 
fine Women enough, who will take you at your Word. 

Sham, Ay, Charles, but to have a Woman flap into one's Chops at the 
firſt Whiſtle, is loſing the Pleaſure of the Chaſe, by catching the Hare in 
her Form, 

Gain. Now I think, purſuing a Woman for her Beauty, is following 
a Will o'wiſp for its Light; that leads you into a Snare, and then leaves 
you in the Dark. 


Sham. Ha, ha! then you think a Woman' $ Charms are loſt, as ſoon as ſhe 


is married. 


Gain. Yes, to her Husband ; as the Diverſions of a Puppit-Show are to him 
who is behind the Curtain, 
Sham. Truth on't is, Matrimony generally proves an Extinguiſher on our 


fide ; but as we admir'd them before, _ I think, it is the 1 turn 
Wan to admire us. 


R Tru. 
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Tru. 80 that a Wife you think at leaſt may give a Man the fame Pleaſure 
as his Glaſs. 

Sham, Ay, but 'twould be a Glaſs. I ſhould not chuſe often to look i in; 
for I am afraid it would be apt to accuſtom one to frown. - 

Tru. Then pray, my Lord, what View have you in marrying a fine Wo- 
man ? | 

Sham. The ſame, Sir, that I ſhould in purchaſing a Running-mare—pure- 
ly for the ſake of the breed, But pr ythee, won't the Ladies be on the Walks 
to-day ? 4 | 

Gain, They generally appear about this time; let us move on, and we may 


meet them. 
Sham. Alons donc N | 
Tru. I'll turn up the next Walk. [Exit Trumore, 
Sham. [ Afde.] I believe indeed you don't much like the Company. 


Exeunt Shamwell and Gainlove. 
Enter Lady 8 CIEN CE and CLARINDA, 


Sci. For ſhame, for ſhame, Neice, do not betray ſuch Imbecillity in the 
judicial Faculty of your Intellects, as to rail at, and depreciate this celeſtial 
Nurſery of Literature; this Galaxy, as I may ſay, from whence are tranſ- 
planted all the elocious Luminaries, that irradiate our Hemiſphere. 

Cla. They are all tranſplanted, I believe indeed, Aunt; for to me, tis 
the moſt diſmal Place I ever came nigh in all my Lido © word, I Have 
it, and every Body in it. 

Sci. My Genius! ſure you know no Body in it then — Why, they are 
great Philoſophers —— Men skill'd in the learned Sciences, Neice —— who 
can tell the number of the Stars, their Gradations, Retrogradations, Directi- 
ons, and Retroſpections; can 

Cla. — Tell Fortunes by Coffee- grounds 1 ſuppoſe, ha, ha 

Sci. Well ! I profeſs it grieves me to the very Center of my Heart, to 
think that I have any Mode of Relation to ſuch an empty Cilinder, ſuch an 
exhauſted Receiver — Surely, we need no longer doubt the E iſtence of a 
Vacuum, for the skulls of the young Girls and Fops of this Age are Demon- 
ſtrations ſufficient of it. 

Cla. What a lovely Age 'twould be, Aunt, ifall the pretty Gentlemen, and 
fine Ladies, were to turn Star-Gazers and Philoſophers To ſee a Beau 
encompaſs d with Teleſcopes and Globes inſtead of Looking-Glaſſes, and 

Peruke-Boxes; and a Coquette with Euclid and Newton on her Toilet, in- 
ſtead of Maller and Congreve, and ſtript of all her Patches, to mark the Pla- 
nets in the Salar Syſtem, ha, ha! 


Sci. 


Te HumMouns of Oxromnd. 131 


Sci. I find 'tis in vain, Neice, to talk to you; for I might as eaſily make 
the moſt erratick Comet deſcribe a regular Circle, as reduce you within 
the Sphere of Underſtanding. 

Cla. Why truly, Aunt, there are ſome things in Natural Philoſophy 1 
ſhould like well enough to underſtand ; but you can't teach em me -— I 
think your Experimental Philoſophy is reckon'd the beſt, ha, ha! 

Sci. O Gemini — O Capricorn ! the Girl is certainly Lunatick. 

Ca. Well, I have heard of one ſort of Philoſophers I ſhould have lik d 
prodigiouſly. 

Sci. What were their Opinions? What did they hold? 

Cla. Why they held their Tongues, Aunt, ha, ha! 

Sci. O monſtrous! I can't bear to hear ſuch malignant Defamation ; and 


ſo I leave you as an Ignoramus of the firſt Magnitude, [Exit Lady Science. 
Cla. Ha, ha! farewell, Lady Grmcrack. 


Enter TRUMORE., 


Tru. Madam, good Morrow — The Buſineſs of your Toilet's early over — 
or, like the Sun, you riſe in your full Glory — nor need the Arts Inferiot 
Beauties uſe — to make you Captivate the Hearts of all. 

Cla. How is that! — pray let us have it again. 

Tru. Madam? 

Qs. I fay, pray repeat that, for methoughts tas vaſtly pretty. 

Tru. I ſay, tis a Miracle to ſee you on the Walks ſo early, Madam. 

Cla. Ay, but tis no Miracle to ſee you here. For early or late, one is ſure 
to meet you you are as great a Perſecution to one as a City Dun. 

Tru. And you, Madam, like a true Court Lady ſend me as conſtantly 
away without ſo much as looking on my Bill, or hearing what I have to ſay. 

Cla. Say one Syllable that I han't heard fifty times already, and T'11 be all 
Attention. But don't perpetually haunt me like a Death's Head, with Sighs 
and Groans; or like a dedicating Poet, with a fulſome Narrative of my Wit, 
and Beauty, and the Lord knows what. 1 am very ſenſible, Sir, that I have 
Beauty, Wit, Fortune, and a thouſand Charms befides — And what then ? 

Tru. Why then, Madam, fince you are poſſeſſed of ſuch a noble Treaſure, 
you ſhou'd generouſly make it a Bleſſing to the World; and not, as a Mifer 
does his Pelf, niggardly hoard it up for your own Contemplation. 

Cla. Indeed — and ſo you would really perſwade me to diſtribute my Fa- 
vours, as I do my Farthings, to every impertinent Beggar ? 

Tru, No, Madam 

Cla. What, you would modeſtly monopolize them all your ſelf perhaps — 
Ay, that's it — Well, now I ſhall never endure you; for the Wretch that 

has ſo much Vanity, as to think he deſerves one before Marriage, will have the 
| R 2 Confidence 
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Confidence to think he ſhould govern one afterwards — deteſtable ! pray, 
good, noble Colonel, do ſo much as favour me with a Scheme of the Au- 
thority you would be pleas'd to exerciſe over me, if ever I ſhould be ſo un- 
fortunate as to fall under your Juriſdiction ? | 

Tru. I ſhould not preiume on any Authority, Madam, but fully confide 
in your own Diſcretion. | 

Cla. O Colonel, Colonel! there is an infinite difference between Lovers 
and Husbands : You are all Enthuſiaſts before Marriage, and Infidels after ; 
you think us Deities, and adore us in Courtſhip ; but as ſoon as you are 
let into the Secret, and find us nothing but fimple Fleſh and Blood, you treat 
us as you would ſo many Impoſtors : And becauſe we are not the Angels 
you imagined, think worſe of us than what we really are. | 

Tru. And therefore you find it the ſafeſt way to keep us at a diſtance ; 
and, like crafty Prieſts, brighten our Devotion, by blinding our Under- 
ſtanding. | 

Cla. Yes — for you are moſt of you ſuch Enthuſiaſts in Love, that no- 
thing but Myſteries will content you, and think every thing below your Re- 

gard, that is not above your Underſtanding. 
Tu. Take care, Madam; for at this Rate, you make the weakeſt Heads 
have the warmeſt Hearts. 

Cla. O immenſely! for that Reaſon I am poſitively reſolv'd never to mar- 
ry any one but a Fool with a Title — And therefore, Colonel, fince you had 
ſo little Senſe as to commence Lover, if you can get a Ribband acroſs your 
Shoulders, with a Honi Soit at the end of it, I may begin to think your Ad- 
dreſſes a little more reaſonable ; but at preſent they are flat Preſumption — 
and ſo, Sir, I'll leave you to conſider of it. Going. 

Tru, S'death! this Uſage is inſufferable. 

Cla. I turn'd back on purpoſe to acquaint you, Sir, that Anger of all 
things diſcompoſes the Conſideration ; ha, ha Exit. 

Tru. Very well, Madam — if I longer ſuffer my ſelf to be thus abus'd, I 
ſhall richly deſerve it — No, I am now determined to put an end to any far- 
ther Thoughts about her; and the better to accompliſh it, I'll ſet out for Lon- 
don within this half Hour; the moſt likely Remedy, if I have but Reſolu- 
tion enough to go through with it, to conquer my Diſeaſe. 

For Time and Abſence ſeldom fail to prove | 
Succeſsful Cures, for unſucceſsful Love. [ Exit, 


The End of the Firſt A C T. 


The HumMouRns of OXFORD. 133 
Pg XD TRAISXSD 
A-CTE SEEM». 


The SCEN E Continues. 


«> 


Enter APE- ALL foppiſhly dreſt, without his Academical Habit, Dan- 


cing and Singing, follow'd by a Servant with a Jorg Looking-Glaſs, and 
TIMOTHY with a Sword. 


APE-AL L. 


IE 7 = OL de rol — tol der rol —— 

Serv. Sir, Sir, ſhall you have any occaſion for the Glaſs, 
or may I carry it home again ? 

Ade. What's that to you, Sir, whether I have occaſion for it, 

or not—Suppoſe I have a mind to have it carry'd before me 

inſtead of a Mace? — I am as great a Man as the Vice-chan- 

cellor, Sir, and therefore I will be as much diſtinguiſh'd — Soho! Timothy, 

give me my Sword — [futs on his Sword.) and ſo honeſt old Ape-all is gone 

to the Worms at laſt my ſurly old Dad is as ſtill as a potted Wood- 


cock, hey! 
Tim. Ay, Sir. 
e. You ſaw him ſafe under Ground then? 
54 Ten Foot deep, Sir — for I went with old Strip-Corps the Sexton, 
to take off the Holland Shroud, they were fo fooliſh to bury him in. 
Ape. But that was dangerous tho', for the Air might have brought him to 


Life again. 


Tim. O Sir, we had a Remedy for that; we wou'd not let him tell Tales 
again, I warrant you. 

Ape. Very well, then here's ſomething for your good News. And you, 
Sir, do me the Favour to ſet down the Glaſs — [Going to the Glaſs, and ſur- 
veying himſelf.) And now, dear Mr. Ape-all, I with you Joy of your good 
Fortune with all my Soul, Sir, you look exquiſitely well on it, really 
Sir: — Such a Shape, Air, and Vivacity in your Aſpect, that you are irre- 
ſiſtible, by Fove, Sir, — you'll bear down all Oppoſition, with a Veni, Vidi, 
Vici, foregad, Sir. — So, hey to Vicloria fotothe firſt Aflault, [Going out, 
meets Kitty.] Ha! my Dear Kitty, how doſt do, Child? 


Kitty. 
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Kitty. Do? You are not much concern'd how I do, or you would not 
have been a whole Week without asking me the Queſtion, But I ſee what 
your boaſted Conſtancy is come to— YiForia's your Idol now, Pagan. 

Ape. Pr'ythee, Child, don't torment thy ſelf with filly Surmiſes ; for I am 
more fond of thee than ever, by this ſweet Kiſs, my Dear. 

Kitty. Don't kiſs, nor dear me, for I can ſee thro' your baſe Hypocriſy, Sir. 
How often have you ſwore by all that's binding you would marry none but 
me ? and how many great Matches have I refus'd on your Account: 
there was Mr. Rakewell of Queens, Beau Trifle of Chriſt-Church. Mr. Soakpot 
of Maudlin; and muſt I be forſaken at laſt for a ſnivelling Weſt-Country 
Bumpkin ! 

Ape. Why now, Kitty, can'ſt thou have the Vanity to think that Fop- 
wood Ape-all, Eſq; of four Thouſand Pounds per Annum, will marry a Ta- 
vern-Man's Daughter: Troth Child, I ſhall never drink the Lees of Port, 
fince I can lay claim to the firſt Run of Champagne, ha, ha! | 

Kitty. Then you have the Aſſurance to own your Perjury, have you, Sir? 

Ape. Pooh Perjury, Child —— I can't tell how you might miſtake 
me indeed —— but I never meant a ſerious Word, as I hope to live. 

Kitty. But I have ſome Promiſes under your Hand, Sir, that will mean 
ſomething in the Opinion of a Judge and Jury, I believe. 

Ape. Ay, but I can match you there, Madam; for I'll ſwear I could ne- 
ver write in my Life — which the Court won't think any thing extraordina- 
ry, in a Perſon of my Figure and Dreſs. | 

Kitty. Is that your Conſcience ? | 

Ape. Conſcience ! ha, ha! Why Conſcience in Love, Child, is no more 
expected than at Cards; we are allow'd to renounce, if we take care to con- 
ceal it But, dear Kitty, let us talk of theſe matters another time, for 
at preſent my Head runs on quite another thing. 

Kitty, Ay, you have a lovely whirligig Pate of your own. 


Ape. Why, would you have it, like a piece of Clock-work, always move 
the ſame Way, Kitiy? | 


Kitty. Come, come, Sir, this Jeſting won't do 
be ſerious, | 
Ape. Why then ſeriouſly I have no farther Occafion for you, Child 
The only Reaſon of my giving you good Words and ſo forth, was, that your 
Father might give me good Wine, and good Credit; but now my Eſtate is 
in my own Hands — you can be of no more Service to me, you know. | 
Kitty. Very well —— very well, Sir; -—— but you ſhall be of ſome more 
to me, or I'm miſtaken; and ſo, Jack-pudding, look to your ſelf. 
, Exit Kitty. 


I defire you will 


Ape. 
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Ape. O, your moſt humble Servant, Madam Hey there, you Fel- 
low, run and get me a Chair inſtantly. | 
Serv. A Chair, Sir! — there was never any ſuch thing kept in this Place. 
Ape. Hey —— I had forgot that indeed —— I have a fad treacherous 
Memory, that's the Truth on't ; but tis a Misfortune incident to People of 
our Capacity This Wit is a plaguy incroaching Quality it always 
kicks poor Memory out of Doors but d'ye hear order one to 
be made for me directly ; for 'tis an intolerable Slavery to walk, like an Ex- 
ciſeman, from one End of this Beaſtly Town to the other. (Ext. 


Enter CLARINDA and VICTORIA. 


Clar. And fo, Vittoria —— ha, ha! —— pray go on, Child. 
Vict. You are very pleaſant on our Weſt-Country way of living, my Dear. 
 __ Clar. Living! —— Breathing, you mean to be coop'd up in an old 
melancholy Cottage like a Pullet in a Pen, with nothing to do but to Feed 
To riſe in a Morning becauſe 'tis Light; and go to Bed at Night, be- 
cauſe you have no where elſe to go; to have no Diverſion but raiſing Pies, 
and reading Weekly Journals; not a Soul to converſe with, but an old 
Grannum, who is continually making you wiſh to enjoy the Pleaſures of 
Life, by railing againſt 'em, nor a Creature to viſit but the Vicar's Wife, 
who entertains you with a ſurfeiting relation of the pretty Tricks of Facky 
and Jenm, or a Hiſtory of the Cures ſhe has made on Kib'd Heels, and 
Scalded Shins — oh monſtrous! ha, ha! 

Vit. Very pictureſque, on my Word —— But pray, Madam, what 
may you call Living ? 

Clar. Juſt the reverſe of t'other, my Dear ——"Tis to rove without Re- 
ſtraint, and converſe with whom one pleaſes —— to be the firſt in 
Faſhion, and the moſt diſtinguiſh'd in every publick Place —to be follow'd, 
and fought for by the Men, envy'd, and combin'd againſt by the Women— 
in a word, 'tis to go where one will, ſay what.one will, have what one will, 
and do what one will ; whilſt a Revolution of Pleaſures, not Hours, is the 
meaſure of our Time ; and when one Circle's compleat—to take a Nap, and 
begin a new one. 

Vict. And of what Particulars is this Round of Delight compos'd? Pray 
let's hear a few of 'em? | 

Clar. Of Things, my Dear, that you never dream'd of in the Country 
The Toilet, the Tea-Table, the Park for the Day;—and for the Evening, 
that Noon of Pleaſure, Opera's, Maſquerades, Aſſemblies, China-Houſes, 
Play-Houſes, and —oh! my Head ſwims with the very Thoughts of em. 

Viet. I do think indeed that moſt People have giddy Heads, who plunge 
into ſuch a Torrent of Extravagances, 


Clar. 
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Clar. Ay, Child, that's only the Prejudice of your Education —— Theſe 
fine Reflections, my Dear, are a ſign you have convers'd more with the 
Dead, than the Living. | 

Vict. I muſt confeſs, I am very little acquainted with the Gaieties of the 
Age: my provident Mama took care to prevent that, by ſending me ſo young 
from the Town. | | 

Clar. Well, I admire how one of your Genius and Spirit can ſubmit to be 
ſo buried to all the Sweets of it. 

Viet. Which way can I remedy my ſelf ? | 

Clar. Break Goal, and marry any young Fellow that will run away with 


you. 

i» Viet. Ay, my Dear! but I am afraid that would be only going from one 
Goal to another — for I never heard that the high Road to Freedom lay 
thro' the Land of Matrimony. | 

Clar. You are infinitely miſtaken for if a Woman has the good Breed- 
ing not to care an Ace for her Husband, and the good Contrivance to be Mi- 
ſtreſs of his Purſe, ſhe has both the Power and Opportunity of taſting all 
the Joys of Life, in a more unlimited degree than when ſingle. Therefore 
now you are a little at large, make the beſt uſe of your Time. 

Vi#. But how, my good Tutoreſs? For I can't ſay Yes, before I am ask'd. 

Clar. What ſhould you think of Mr. Gainlove? I have obſerv'd that you 
both ſeem very well pleas'd with one another's Company; and I am no Con- 
juror if thoſe Eyes of yours have not done ſome Execution there. 

Vie. [ Afide.] If you were a Conjuror, you would know where his had done 
ſome. —— He is a good agreeable young Fellow, but you know he declares 
againſt the Chains of Wedlock, unleſs they are double-gilt ; and my Fortune 
being out of my own Diſpoſal, he'll ſcarce care to truſt to my Lady's Bounty, 

Clar. Then there's your profeſt Admirer, Mr. Ape-all, 

Vict. Oh hideous! | 

. Char. Hideous, do you ſay? — why he has all the Qualifications re- 
quiſite to make a compleat Husband. 

Vict. You can't think ſo. 

Car. Indeed I do —— He's Rich, ſo you won't want a Purſe to provide 
for your Pleaſures a Fool, which makes you ſecure in them ——a Fop, 
and conſequently too great an Admirer of himſelf, to ſuffer any Uneaſineſs 
from other People's admiring you ſo you may enjoy your tender In- 
clinations unmoleſted. 

Vict. But my Notions of Life don't quite tally with the prevailing Opinions 
of the World I am fo unfaſhionable as to think, that by marrying a 
Man, I diſtinguiſh him from the reſt of his Sex, to contract the moſt inti- 
mate Friendſhip with — | 


To 


* 
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To make the pleaſing Partner of my Fortune, 

And a belov'd Companion for Life. | 

_ . Clar, Ha, ha! mere Poetry, perfect Blank Verſe Companion for 

Life! You have a mighty odd Notion of Life, I find, Child —— why, a 

| Husband now-a-days is the only Perſon that never can be one's Companion 
for Lite, | 

Vict. That's ſtrange indeed! 

Clar. But as true for after the firſt Moon, tis the moſt unfaſhion- 
able thing in the World for Man and Wife either to cat, drink, or lie toge- 
ther —and if ever you happen unfortunately to be alone with one an- 
other —— why He pares his Nails, and you play with the Monkey. 

Vi. A very comfortable Deſcription of Matrimony. But ſee, here comes 
my Mother, gallanted by Mr. Haughty. I am afraid ſhe likes the State fo 
well, that ſhe won't be long out of it. 

Clar. And what a delightful Creature ſhe has pitched on! who makes as 
merry a Figure for a Lover, as a Lord Mayor would for a Maſter of the 
Ceremonies, 


Enter HAUGHTY and Lady SCIENCE. 


Haugh. Where is this evil Speaker? — this Apoſtate,— who is ſo pre- 
ſumptuous as to rail at this moſt glorious Seminary of Arts and Sciences. 

Sci. Ah! there the heterogeneous Reprobate ſtands — well, I profeſs, 
Mr. Haughty, I have an utter Antipathy to her. There is not an individual 
Angle in the whole Solid of my Body, but quakes when I come nigh her. 

Haug h. Oh! let me take her in hand a little — I'll give her a Lecture 
in Arte Loquendi Il teach her better Manners than to ſpeak evil of high 
Places. 

Clar. Manners! ha, ha! prodigious !-— And ſo we muſt go to Col- 
lege, Victoria, to learn Manners ! — when you muſt know, I ſhould ſooner 
have thought of going to Billingſgate, or Weſtminſter-Hall, to learn to hold 
ones Tongue. 

Vid. I never heard, indeed, that there was a Syſtem of any ſuch thing 
ſtudy'd in the Schools. 

Haugh. Ay, but you are miſtaken, young Miſtreſs, for it is to be learn' 
from all the Philoſophers. Plato will teach you how to talk to the Purpoſe 
and Pythagoras how to hold your Tongue Ariſtotle, how to ſee the 
World to Advantage, and Diogenes, how to ſtay at home, and be content= 
ed Cicero, a uſeful Pride, and Socrates, an unaffeted Humility — 

Adde — quod ingenuas didiciſſe fideliter Artes 
Emollit mores, nec fintt eſſe feros, 
Clar, And then your Imitation of 'em muſt be wonderful engaging for 
8 you 
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you are as dogmatical as Plata — and as ſilent as Pythagoras, in effect be- 
cauſe you never talk to be underſtood, Vou travel, indeed, as well as Ari- 
flatle—— but tis only from one College-Cellar to another and ſtick with 
more Content to a Cask, than ever Diogenes did. | 

Haugh. Hoh ———— 

C/ar. You have ten times the Pride and Arrogance of Cicero, where you 
have the leaſt Authority ; but when you are off of your own Dunghills, 
you are as tame, and as eaſily managed, as Socrates was by his Wife, 

Haugh. Hoh = — 9 | 

Clar. Add to which — your genteel way of contradicting every Body 
you converſe with | 

Vii. And talking Latin to thoſe that don't underſtand it. 

18 9801 So! 

Clar. Your noble magiſterial Mien, and Behaviour, which makes you al- 
ways look and talk, as if you were handling the Birch, and making poor 
School-boys afraid of you. 

128 : eVery well ! 

Vi. And your pretty ſlovenly Pride, which makes you as regardleſs of 
your Perſons, as Underſtandings; and ſhows you have ſtudied Men, as little 
as you have Books. 

Dong: 6 Mighty well —mighty well indeed! 

Clar. And conſequently your College Manners, like your College Learn- 
ing, are a Jumble of Contradictions to every Thing in Practice, and only 
fit for the Place where they are taught; ha, ha | | 
— Haugh. Admirable well indeed. Odsbud, it is not to be bore. 

Sci. Hold your Tongues, you Flirts you=— or I ſhall find ſome Way to 
oblige you to Taciturnity, I ſhall —— you virulent Defamers of every thing 
that is laudable—— But I profeſs, Mr. Haughty, I think Ignorance is be- 
come an hereditary Malady ; and therefore it is a pity that any but Perſons 
of Letters are ſuffered to propagate the Species. 

Haugh. True, Madam for then there's not a Girl amongſt them, but 
would have the Stagirite at her Fingers ends —— but at preſent, all the Uſe 
they make of their Horn-Book, is to read Plays and Romances, to learn to 
get Husbands, and Cuckold them when they have done. 

Sci. Oh! I abominate your odious Poets, and Romancers. 

Haugh. Ay, ay, hang your Poets They are a Parcel of poor ſtarving Rogues, 
that are forced to catch their Living like Spiders, with what they can ſpin 
out of their own Entrails ; there never was but one of them worth hanging; 


and 
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and that was Horace —— He was a good jolly utile-dulcs Dog, and I be- 
lieve formerly might be Fellow of a College But what does this 
Butterfly do here ? | 


Enter APE-A LL. 


Vic. O, Mr. Ape-all! in good Time —— We want a Champion for the 
fair Sex here; will you venture to encounter a fiery Dragon in our Defence ? 
Ape. Any thing in the World, Madam, to ſerve the Ladies = my whole 
Life, Madam, is devoted to Knight-Errantry = I am Don Quixote the ſe- 
cond, and want nothing but Employment under your Ladyſhip, to ſhow 
how much IT am ſuperior to the Firſt. | 
 Haugh. I can tell you your Buſineſs, Sir, if you liſt under them: You muſt 
Pimp, Flatter, Swear, and Lie for them. | 

Clar. Unmannerly Brute ! 

Ape. Unmannerly ! 
College. 

Haugb. Why, thou Mungrel, thou thing of the doubtful Gender, how 
can'ſt thou have the conſummate Impudence, to open thy Mouth, me pre- 

ſente — Sirrah, I'll have you put in the Black-Book, Ruſiicated, Expell d —- 
I'll have you coram nobis at Golgotha, Muckworm, I will. | 

Ape. Look you, old Muzz, I don't care a Souſe for all the Sculls there, 
for I am out of their Power — 1 have thrown off your Trammels already. 

Haugb. Oh! I beg Pardon, Sir; you are in Mourning for your Father, I 
think ; ha, hal | 

Clar. How, Mr. Ape-all, is this Mourning for your Father 

Ape. Ves tis, Madam — why, don't you think it a mighty grave thing ? 

Haugh. Did you ever hear ſuch an ungracious Bird a mighty grave 
thing! —— when he looks like the Jay in the Peacock's Feathers — why, 
Sirrah, you'll certainly come to be hang'd, for your Undutifulneſs to your 
Parents, and us your Governours. I ſhall certainly have the Pleaſure of 
es, you on a Gibbet; with your Rags fluttering in the Wind like a Paper 

te. | | 

Ape. Yes, yes, I know you would be glad to get rid of me by any means. 
For you old Fools are as much afraid of us witty Men, as the Jews are of 
the Inquiſition, 

Haugh. Thou ſett'ſt up for a Wit, now, without one Quality belonging to 
'em, except their Impudence; and haſt all the Vanity and Folly of a Fop, 
without one Grain of their Gentility. | 

Sci. Come, Sir, let us leave em in their Ignorance, for a Company of ec- 
centrick Hliterati. 


Oh dear, Madam, why he is a Fellow of a 


S 2 | Haugh, 
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Haugh. Your Ladyſhip ſhall command me, I'll ſay no more now, but 
O Tempora] O Mores! | 
| [Exeunt Haugh. and Lady Science. 

Vie. A compleat Victory, Mr. Ape-All, you are Maſter of the Field 
you charge furiouſly | 

Ape. The Brightneſs of my Words, Madam, proceeds from the Fire in 
my Heart ; and like the Moon, I only ſhine when the Sun of your Lady- 
ſhip's Beauties illuminates my Conception ? [ 4/ige.) A pretty Conceit, 
and elegantly expreſſed, i' gad. | | | 

Vie. That's all Compliment, Sir, for your Rhetorick is purely natural, 

Clar. That it is, I'll ſwear, ha, ha but I am afraid we ſhall loſe you 
ſoon now, Mr. Ape- all. | | 0 - 

Ape. Why yes, Madam, I ſhall have done with the Univerſity now —— I 
have finiſhed my Studies. | 8 

Clar. I don't queſtion but you have purſued em with great Application. 

Ape. Application! I have been a downright Drudge to em why now, 
could you think it —— what between Dreſſing, Dancing, Intriguing, the 
Tennis-Court, and Tavern, I am ſo perpetually taken up, that frown me 
to the Center, Madam, if I have a fingle Minute in a Day I can call my 
own, 

Clar. You are reſolved to be an univerſal Scholar, I perceive, 

Ape. Why, truly, Madam, I have made a Conſiderable Progreſs lately — 
my firſt two Years, indeed, I ſpent very vilely, I confeſs I had got a 
good- for- nothing, muſty Fellow for a Tutor, who made me read Latin and 
Greek, and would certainly have ruined me, if two or three honeſt Fellows 
had not got me out of his Clutches, carried me to Town, and ſhow'd me 
the World But I think I have pretty well recover'd my ſelf, I hope, I 
neither talk nor look now, as if I had ever read Greek. 

Clar. Not in the leaſt, o' my Conſcience. | 

Ape. No, Madam — you may as eaſily know a Fellow that minds his 
Book from one of us, as a fine Gentleman from a Scotch Pedlar. You may 
diſtinguiſh them by their Chins being ſtuck in their Necks, their ſneaking 
Bookiſh Look, Plodding Gaite, and dirty Linnen. 

Vict. And then their Converſation 

Ape. Paw! — their Converſation ! there they betray themſelves at once 
— for they never open theirgMouths but like the Brazen Head, in Sentences ; 
and their Diſcourſe, like a Merry Andrew's Coat, is made up of Scraps and 
Patches, pirated by piece-meal from Bookſellers Shops. 

Clar. Ha, ha! — But come, Victoria, let us go home, or my Lord won't 
know where to find us. | 


Vict. Pray, Couſin, who is this Lord Shamwell 2 


Clar. 
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Clar. Really, Child, I am no farther acquainted with him, than by be- 
ing his Partner one Night at the Bath, and going to the Breakfaſt be gave 
the next Morning — But here he comess 


Enter Lord SHAM WELL. 


Sham. O, your Servant, Ladies — have I caught you at laſt! — I thought 
I ſhould never have held out to come up with you — I am reduced to my 
very laſt Gaſp, in Purſuit of you, 

Clar. Why, where have you been to Javk for us, my Lord 7 

Sham, Been, Madam! —— I can't tell where I have been — I have called 
at every Houſe, like a Collector of Taxes.. I have run into every China- 
Shop, Toy-ſhop, and Church in Town, to ſeek you. 

Ape. Church! ha, ha! a very likely Place indeed! why how could the 
Man dream of finding them at Church? 

Sham. Hum — who the Duce is he? | 

Clar. My Lord, this Gentleman is worth your Acquaintance. 

Ape. [Stepping forwards.) My Lord, your moſt humble Servant, you are: 
heartily welcome to Oxford, my Lord but I am ſorry that I am obliged 
at preſent, by an urgent Avocation, to deprive my ſelf of the raviſhing 
Pleaſure of your Lordſhip's polite Converſation. 

Clar. Why in ſuch Violent Haſte, Mr. Ape-All? 

Ape. Haſte, Madam! i'gad I think I have had the news of my Father's 
Death almoſt this three Hours, and half the Town don't know it yet. And 
on ſuch occaſions, it is but neceſſury to viſit all one's Acquaintance, you 
know, that they may have an Opportunity of wiſhing one Joy; and ſo, my 
Lord, and Ladies, your moſt devoted tres humble Serviteur. 


[Exit Ape-all. 
Clar. Ha, ha, ha! But pray, my Lord, what was the Reaſon that we had 


not the Happineſs of ſeeing your Lordſhip at Court laſt Winter ? 

Sham. Twas what the whole Court, indeed, were chagreen'd at —— but 
I was oblig'd, Madam, to be — [| A/ide.] 'Slife, where ſhall I tell her — Oh 
Abroad on my Travels. 

Clar. Then poſitively, my Lord, you muſt entertain us with ſome of your 
Adventures. 

Sham. Why truly, Madam, I met with ſo many, and of that bei- 
nary Kind, that 1 am abſolutely at a loſs to know where to begin — I de- 
moliſhed more Enchanted Caſtles, flew more Giants, and fought more Com- 
bats, for the ſake of the Ladies, than all the en Champions — I roy'd 
Gor the North-Pole to the Auturtick Circle, ſaw all the Curioſities in Ter- 
ra Incognita, rid a Hunting where Troy Town ſtood ; and. danced a Minuet 
in the Belly of the Grecian Horſe 


Fi. 
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Vid. [Aide to Clarinda.] Theſe monſtrous Abſurdities incline me to be- 
Hove thilt ie travell's nb farther than his own Country. 


Clar. Now they are the very Things which convince me that he has bern 
2 Traveller. 


Vie. Incredible indeed ! ==— But you Travellers ſee a World of incredible 
Things. 

Sham. One travels for that purpoſe, Madam. | 

Vie. Tis a pity but your Lordſhip would favour the World with a Hiſtory 
of 'em, as your Friend Captain Gulliver has done. 

8ham. That Gulliver, Madam, is a ſad lying Raſcal — There is not a 
Syllable of Truth in his Book -— for you muſt know, I touch'd at * 
port my ſelf. | 
lar. Then there is ſuch a Plate, it ſeems? | 

Sham. Ay, ay, there is ſuch a Place, I aſſure you But he 
ſents the Inhabitants, you know, as a parcel of little, inconfiderable Hop- o- 
my- Thumbs when, Duce take me! if they are are not as brave, luſty, 
Beef- eating Rogues, as any in Terra Firma. 

Clar. Your Lordſhip's Account ſeems the moſt probable, I muſt acknow- 


ledge. But what have we here! my Noble Colonel going to ſeek Ad- 
ventures too ? 


Enter GAINLOVE, and TRUMORE in a Riding-Habit. 


Gain. Yes, Madam, he was juſt mounting ; ſo I have brought him before 
you, to know if you have diſcharged him, or not, from your Service. | 

Cler. The Gentleman is entirely at Liberty to diſpoſe of himſelf as he 
thinks proper, Sir, for I don't know him to be one of my Retinue. 

Tru. Very likely, Madam, for I have thrown off the Fool's Cap, which is 
the Badge of your Followers. 

Sham. Very blunt; and Soldier-like. * | 

Clar. Why, there you was out now, for 't was the only thing in the 
World to cover an Aſs's Ears. 

Tru. Then you have a certain Favourite, Madam, whom 'twill be of 
ſingular Service to. 

Gain. Well thruſt; Ha, ha! | | 

Slum. Ay, he aſſaults very furiouſly, T' muſt confeſs ; but, like his Fore- 
father in the Fable, he is eaſily known thro' the Lion's Skin. 

Clar. True — what a bombarding Face the Wretch has! He looks as 
terrible as any Captain of the Train-Bands at the Head of his Buff-coats, 
ſtorming a Dunghil in Burbriil-Frelds, Hu, ha! —— and yet Til engage his 

-art is as tender and white as a Curd. 

Tru. You Judge from your own-happy Talent of Diſſimulation, I pre- 


ſume, 
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1 Madam; by your counterfeiting ſo much Gaiery, when tis eaſy to 
be ſeen you are not ſo well pleaſed as you would appear to be. | 

Clar. And why ſo, pray? — becauſe the dear Man will leave one Ha, 
ha !—Indeed you are infinitely deceiv'd, Sir, if you imagine any Action of 
yours can give me the leaſt Uncaſineſs. — Aide. I'll match him for this. 

"Tru. You may put what Face on it you pleaſe, Madam, but we know 
that it piques your Pride, at leaſt, to have a Man that has once been in your 
Power, ſhow that he has not quite given up his common Senſe, but is a- 
ſham'd to play the Fool any longer. 

Sham, Now, 1 think playing the Fool with a Lady, is the wiſeſt thing a 
Man can do. 

Gain. Ay, my Loa; where a Man engages in things of this Nature, on- 
ly out of a View of Intereſt, or Amuſement, and is ſure of coming off with 
a Whole Heart, or a full Pur he may find his Account in it. 

Lidl. Then you don't think, Sir, that Love, like Virtue, is its own Re- 
ward ? 

Gain. No, really, Madam, I have no Notion of ſuch fine Romantick 
Pleaſures. 

Vift. That proceeds from your not having experienc'd 'em. 

Gain. I judge from my Friend there, Madam; and I dare ſay his Maw 
is full of em. 

Clar. You are miſtaken, Sir, for the Colonel is a perfect Switæ in Love 
not a Step without Pay, ——But, mw apart -I hope you are not actu- 
ally determin'd to leave us, Sir thought your Good-nature and Com- 
plaiſance, which brought you here, for I can't now attribute your coming 
to any thing elſe, would have detain'd you, to help divert us in this lonely 
Place. 

Tru. Something has detain'd me longer already, Madam, than is con- 
ſiſtent with either my Eaſe or Diſcretion. 

Clar. Do you perſwade him, my Lord, to ſtay, and then perhaps he 
will, to ſhow how much readier he is to comply with any Body's Intreaties 
| than mine, 

Sham. I am poſitive, Madam, if he refuſes your Requeſt, no Inſtances of 
mine will have any Influence upon him ; otherwiſe I would uſe all the 
Rhetorick I am Maſter of to prevail on him [Afide.] to be gone this 
Moment, 

Tru, You inſult admirably, Madam, but in vain; and ſo farewel for 
ever. Going. | 

Clar. Stay, Sir — one Word more, and then farewel, _— I think it ne- 
ceſſary, in order to clear my ſelf from an Imputation of Ill-manners to- 
wards you, to confeſs, that any unhandſome Freedoms I uſed you with 
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were only to try if your Addreſſes were any thing more than outward Gal- "oF 


lantry - and now I am ſatisfy d. 

Tru. [Afide.] Another kind Word, and I am undone. 

Clar. [Afde.] O ho! does it work? then you ſhall have another Doſe. 
Your not anſwering me, Sir, demonſtrates the Truth of my Suſpicion, and 
witneſſes for me, that this Quarrel is not of my ſeeking. 
| Sham, [Afide.] I doubt this will prove a ſcurvy Buſineſs. 

. Clar. Nay, ſo far am I from ſeeking it, that if I thought I had the leaſt 
Intereſt with you, I would make uſe of it to keep you here. 
Tru, I can hold no longer. Madam, I am wholly yours — Say to 
me what you pleaſe; uſe me as you will, III never have the Madneſs or the 
Folly to reſent it more. 

Gain. Then thou art blind, . and dumb. 

Sham. And I am chandea track. [ Afige. 
Clar. Then, as a Mark of your Eſteem for me, Sir, I beg you will do me 
the Favour I am going to ask. 

Tru. Any thing in the World, Madam tho it be at the Hazard of 
my Life, I'll do it. 

Clar. Why, I have a turbulent Monkey, which I brought here to Oxford 
with me, that has lately got a Trick of tipping his Collar, and I — you 
will go to London, and get it a new one. „ ha! 

Tru. Excellent Creature 
Slam. Ha, ha! —— quite thro' the Liver, Lights, and Pericardium 
It has turn'd his Stomach, I ſce by his Looks —— I believe Exerciſe is the 
moſt proper Remedy for your preſent Diſorder, Sir. 

Car. Ay——a Ride, and the freſh Air, cheerful Company, and generous 
Wines may be of Service in this Caſe ; Ha, ha! But come, Victoria, 
let us leave him to conſult his Doctor — 9 . 

Vict. His Doctor had beſt beware, leſt the Diſtemper prove Infectious; for 
if he once gets in the Collar, it may wring him as much as it has his F riend. 

Gain, 1 ſhould be apt to venture, Madam, if you had the fixing of it. 
[Alide.] What the Duce ails me! —— I ſhall go too far, if I don't take care. 

Sham. Remember me to all Friends in London, do'ſt hear, Ned ——and I 


wiſh thee a good Journey with all my Spirits ; Ha, ha! [Excunt Clar. Vic. 
[and Sham, 
Tru. Sch! —— I am oblig'd to her, however, for this Coup-de-Grace to 
my Folly ; for I am now ſo thoroughly cured of my Infatuation, that I'm 
reſolv'd not to leave the Place, as I intended, but let her find, by my Stay 
that I am no longer afraid of her Power — Come, Charles. 
Gai n. Won't you follow them? 
Tru. No, I thank you heartily. 
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Gain, Yes, pr'ythee let us. 
Tru. For what? 
Gain. For what ? 
at all but but 

Tru. Whu! the Fellow's certainly bewitch'd, or in Love! 

Gain. Pſha, Love !-—Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue. 

Tru. Ha, ha! you are certainly caught in the Toils, and don't know it. 

Gain. Indeed, Sir, you are miſtaken. | 

Tru. Indeed, Sir, I am not. 

Gain, If you perſiſt, Ned, you'll make me angry. 

Tru. And if you perſiſt, you'll make me merry ; Ha, ha! 

Gain. Sir, forbear to play the Echo on me, or — 

Tru. O, Sir! you'll grow very fond of an Echo now. 

Gain. Grow fond of an Echo! | 

Tru. Ay, ay !—'tis the only Company a Lover cares for; and generally 
the only Company that cares for him ; for ſince I have been one of the Claſs, 
my Acquaintance have ſhun'd my Houſe, as if a Lord-have-mercy-on-us had 
been wrote over the Door. 

Gain. Well, I find 'tis in vain to deny it, for the Tokens are on me, which 
can't be conceal'd; and ſo I muſt een conſider what to do. 

Tru. A Lover, and talk of Conſideration! A Madman might as well talk 
of his Reaſon, or a Poet of his Riches No, Sir, you muſt quit Conſi- 
deration, bid farewel to common Senſe, abandon your natural Liberty, 
throw your ſelf captive at her Feet, beg her to uſe you like a Puppy, which 
ſhe'll graciouſly condeſcend to do, and ever after——But I need not inſtruct 
you, for I have ſeen you mimick me to a Miracle : Ha, ha! 

Gain. Well, enjoy her I muſt, by ſome Means or other But avoid 
Matrimony. | 

Tru. What makes Matrimony ſuch a frightful Sprite to you ? 

Gain. Becauſe, like the Devil, it always appears with Horns, 

Tru. If it appear'd with Hoofs too, Love would ſoon reconcile you to it. 

Gain. No——if I was ten times more in Love than I am, the Sight of a 
Parſon would cure me as effectually, as the Sight of a Surg en does the 
Tooth-ach. | 

Tru. Then let me tell you, you mult expect no Favours from Vicboria 
on cheaper Terms. = 

Gain. You ſhall not diſcourage, me, Ned: for I can't conceive how a 
warm, tender Creature, in the Spring of her Age, with all her Paſſions and 
Deſires about her, can refuſe a gay, imploring, preſſing young Fellow, any 
thing he has Aſſurance enough to ask And therefore, aſſiſted by in- 


O, why, for for for 8 Death! for nothing 


vincible Claret, I'll aſſault her with a thouſand Oaths, Promiſes, Prayers, 
| 'F and 
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and Imprecations; firſt raviſh her Hand, then her Lips, and then 
O then! | 4s 

u. What then? 


J 


Gain. Gad]! I can't tell thee what then—nor canſt thou gueſs—nor 1 
neither. | 
Something ſo charming, «ſuch tranſporting Bliſs, 
No Thoughts can image, nor no Words expreſs. 


[Bxeunt, 


SCT EL $S CENE 1 
De SCENE Coninues. 


Enter T RUMORE with a Letter in his Hand. 


HA is this Love? 

NV Q This ſtrange unruly Something in the Soul, 
V That baffles all our braveſt Reſolutions ; 
7 {+ And, like a Fire once kindled in a Mine, 
Can ne'er be throughly quench'd? — 
An Hour ago I thought my Heart as cool, 
As any rambling Libertine could with ; 


But now this Letter, which ſhows how near I'm lofing Her I lov'd, to a 
deſigning mercenary Villain, has rais'd the dying Embers to a Flame. 
What can I do? It would be but Juſtice to let her ſuffer for her Follies— 
Vain, inconſiderate Woman! to expoſe and abuſe me, in return to my ge- 
nerous diſintereſted Paſſion; and to doat on that empty Fop, that Shell of a 
Man 


Enter GAINLOVE Repeating. 


Gain, No; tis the Gay, the Fair, the Young, 
Govern the Numbers of my Song. 
Hah! Ned. Where's Fickoria, Victoria, Man? 
For all that they admire is ſweet, 
And all is Senſe that they repeat. 
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Tru. Well Tm reſolv'd to let her ſee her Danger; for however un- 
grateful ſhe has been to me, ſhe has too many good Qualities to be made a 
Prey to ſuch a baſe Impoſtor. | [Going. 

Gain. But heark-ye, Friend don't you apprehend that you are in 
ſome Danger your ſelf? Pulling bim back. 

Tru. Of what? 

Gain. Why of having a Stake thruſt thro thy Maw and being buried on 
the Highway for Self- Murder. 

Tru. I am not in a humour, Sir, at preſent to be made a Jeſt of. 

Gain. No truly, thou art ready made to my Hands, and what is worſt of 
all, by a Woman too — Sdeath! tis ſuch Fellows as this, that makes em 
ſo Inſolent. They would meet our Inclinations three parts of the way, 
but that Pride is their predominant Paſſion, and 'tis a greater Gratification to 
em to make a man their Slave, than their Gallant. 

Tru, What would you have me do? 

Gain. Why hang your ſelf Slife, before I would ſuffer an arrogant 
Minx to make ſuch a Jack-Pudding of me; before I would fetch, and carry, 
and play over Tricks for any Baggage of them all; I would be quarter'd 
for a Traitor, that my Limbs might be put to a better Uſe, in adorning the 
City Gates. 

Tru. Well, Charles, you'll undoubtedly ſuffer one Day for this Treaſon 
againſt the Female Government. Take care that Victoria don't make you 
anſwer for all theſe hard Speeches. 

Gain. I don't queſtion but ſhe would, had ſhe once got poſſeſſion. But 
ſhe'll find a certain Saligue Law here, that excludes her Authority. Look. 
ye, Ned, a Woman always treats a Man as ſhe perceives he'll bear. If a Fel- 
low will be filly, and ſnivel, and hang his Head to her, why —— like the 
great Mogul, the thinks ſhe does him a Favour to chop it off, — But ſee, 
here ſhe comes —— now ſtand on one fide a little, and I'll ſhow thee, that 
the only way of taking a Woman, is Sword in Hand, | 

Tru. Excuſe me now, Sir; There is another Lady with her, that I deſire 
to diſpatch a little Buſineſs with in the mean time. [Exit Trumore, 

| Gain. Now Matrimony take thee for a puling, whining Milkſop 
but hold, I muſt change my Tone. 


Enter VICTORIA. 


Gain. Thus Eve, by Native Innocence ſecur'd, 
With no Brick Walls, or Iron Pales immur'd 
Rov'd thro' the Walks of Paradiſe alone 
Vi#. But too much truſting to herſelf, tis known, 
She met the Devil at laſt, and was undone, 


T2 | Therefore 
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Therefore I am amazed at my own Courage, to venture Rambling after ſuch 
a dreadful Warning — but, Heav'n be praiſed! I have met with nothing 
like a Tempter hitherto. | | 

Gain. Why then, Madam, I muſt frankly acknowledge my ſelf to be 
one ; and I hope I may prove at leaſt as ſucceſsful in my Love as the other 
did in his Malice and Revenge. | 

Vif. Bleſs me I am ſurpriz'd, Sir, to here you talk of Love, when 
you declaim'd againſt it but Yeſterday, with ſo much Severity. 

Gain, Matrimony you mean, Madam —— but that is as contrary to true 
Love, as Perſecution is to true Religion; tis a Kind of prize- fighting, where 
People ſhake Hands indeed, but tis only to go very civilly together by the 
Ears. 

Vid. I would not willingly underſtand you, Sir, as an Advocate for that 
Licentious Paſſion falſely call'd Love, which brooking no Ties or Reſtraint, 
flies, like Wild- fire, to every Quarter, and deſtroys where-e'er it falls. 

Gain. You are deceiv'd, Madam, if you imagine that Love will be ſub- 
ject to any Ties, but thoſe of Love. It depends on the Inclination, not 
the Will; and can no more be confin'd by the Prieſt, than directed by him; 
but like Quick-filver, the more it's preſs'd the faſter it flies one. 

Vict. Then a little conjugal Chymiſtry, Sir, is the beſt thing to cure it of 
its natural Obſtinacy. | | 

Gain. Cure it! ha, ha! ay; as bleeding a Man to Death cures him of a 
Fever. | 

Vie. Ay, Sir, you ridicule Matrimony, as Libertines do Religion, becauſe 
it is contrary to your Practice, more than real Opinion, You hate it on 
the ſame Account that Kentiſb- men do a Light-houſe, becauſe it ſaves many 
a poor Wretch from being wreck'd on your Coaſt. | 

Gain. No, Madam, I point it out as a dangerous Rock, which all Lovers 
ought to avoid ſtriking on. | | 

Vif. And yet tis the only way they have to their Harbour; which if it 
be ſo very hazardous as you ſay, the moſt prudent way is not to engage in 
the Voyage —— and therefore the Objections you have made to Matrimony, 
hold good againſt Love in general, 

Gain, You muſt pardon me, Madam, if I can't ſee the Juſtneſs of that 
Conſequence. | 
Vid. O'tis very conclufive, Sir: for indulging it in any other way 

is as inconſiſtent with Modeſty, and Virtue, as ending it in that is, as you 
ſay, with Peace and Satisfaction. 

Gain. 1 demurr to that, Madam. 

Vid. For what Reaſon, Sir ? 
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Gain. Suppoſe Chaſtity and Virtue are not ſo nearly allied, as your Sex 


generally imagine? 

Vict. But why ſhould I ſuppoſe ſo? | 

Gain. Becauſe, as Matrimony is nothing but a mere civil Inſtitution, occaſi- 
ally adapted to the reigning Politicks, without any Obligation, but what i is 
human and arbitrary, ſo Continence is nothing but an unreaſonable Confor- 
mity to that Rule, in Oppoſition both to Nature and Love, and is ſo far from 
being really a Virtue, that it is the very worſt degree of Avarice, which 
refuſes to make another happy, with what, if kept, is no Advantage to the 
Owner. 

Vict. And ſo, in your Opinion, a common Proſtitute acts more conſonant 
with the Laws of Nature and Reaſon, than thoſe who have a regard to Mo- 
deſty and Chaſtity, 

Gain, I think, Madam, they act more ſo, than thoſe of their Sex, who 
commit Matrimony, as they generally do, dire&tly for Intereſt as both 
the Crime and Folly is greater, to proſtitute themſelves for Life, than for 
half an hour. 

Vict. Very well, Sir And ſo you would fain perſwade me, by this won- 
drous way of reaſoning, that Chaſtity is a mighty filly thing, and Modeſty a 
mere Chimera. That if I am Virtuous, I am no better than I ſhould be, 
and that, out of a Principle of Generoſity, I ought to be entirely at your 
Service, or any Body's elſe that will do me the Favour O' my Word, 
Sir, you mult have an excellent Opinion of my Underſtanding, to think I 
can judge no better of Right and Wrong, than to be impos'd on by ſuch 
wretched Sophiſtry. 

Gain. Hah! 

Vict. Are ſuch confident Aſſertions, and pitiful Evaſions as theſe, the 
powerful Engines with which you make ſo much Havock amongſt us? They 
muſt have very little Inclination to reſiſt, who are ſubdued by ſuch weak 
Attacks. 

Gain. [ Afide.] Hah! — ] find I muſt have Recourſe to my laſt never- 
failing Argument — irreſiſtible Impudence No, my lovely Amazon, 
theſe Mines are only ſprung to gain the Outworks ; the main Fortreſs is al- 
ways carried by Storm, as thus, and thus——and [ Kiſſing ber Hands. 

Vit. [ Breaking from him.) Forbear, Sir. I don't anderſtand this man- 
ner of Behaviour what Levity have you ever obſerved in my Conduct, 
to encourage you to be guilty of ſuch Inſolence? Love=——no——don't pro- 
ſtitute the Name to ſuch ſcandalous Ends——'tis nothing but Brutal A 


petite——a barbarous inhuman Paſſion, that aims at the Ruinof the Ob- 
ject it purſues, and is never cheriſh'd by any, but Wretches who are void 
doth of Honour, and Humanity, ——But tis well, Sir — I'm glad I am 

acquainted. 
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acquainted with your baſe Intentions, that I may take Care not to give y 
another Opportunity of purſuing them. Exit. 
Gain. ¶ Singing.] Fly me not, Silvia: Why you do fly me, &c. Ha, ha! 

She'll not give me another Opportunity——that's to ſay, make good uſe of 
the preſent — How miſerably would the poor Creature be baulk'd now, if 
I ſhould not follow her: 

For Women fly, but to diſcover | 

The Zeal and Fervor of their Lover. [Exit. 


Enter CLARINDA and TRUMORE. 


Clar. Well, what is it you have to ſay now? but firſt aſſure me, 
that there is nothing diſmal in it ; nothing of Death, and Deſpair, Conſu- 
ming, and Burning, and ſuch Stuff I am juſt ſuffocated with ſo much 
Fire and Flames ; I dread the very mention of Darts, and a Sigh quite takes 
away my Breath. | . 

Tru. To prevent any ſuch Inconveniencies, Madam, I ſhall only deſire 
that, for your own ſake, you will caſt your Eye over this Paper ; and by 
that time you have made ſome critical Obſervations on it, I will return to 
learn your Opinion. Exit Trumore. 

Clar. Well, now let us ſee——ſome hideous Verſes, I ſuppoſe, of his 
own compoling. ¶ Ræads.] How ! What's this? 


SIR, " 
T HE Perſon who will appear at Oxford, about the Time of your receiving 
this, under the Name and Title of Lord Shamwell, is an errant Cheat, 
bo 1s ſupplyd with Equipage and other Requifites, in order to impoſe on a 
Lady for whom you profeſs an Eſteem ; the Knowledge of which, is the Cauſe 

of this from your unknown Friend, A, B. 


Soh! in what a Maze of Vanity have I been wand'ring ! And how nigh was 
I tumbling from a Precipice, when I thought I was mounting the Hill !— 
But ſtay a little, don't let me be too haſty in this Matter—T have a Notion 
darted into my Head, that there may be nothing in this Buſineſs at laft— 
Perhaps Trumore's the Impoſtor, and has forged this Letter only to ſupplant 
my Lord, and further his own Pretenſions —My Life to a Pinch of Snuff, I 
have hit on't; and if I don't play him Trick for Trick, I wiſh I may never 
taſte the Sweets of Revenge. | 


Enter VICTORIA. 


Bleſs us! where in ſuch a Hurry, Child? You ſcamper along like any Cryer 
ol Dying Speeches. | 


Via. 
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Vi#. And no wonder; for I have been within an Ace of Execution my ſelf. 
Clar. What, I ſuppoſe Mr, Gainlove has made a little more free with your 

Hand, or ſomething, than your Weſt-Country Breeding allows of. 

Vi. I don't know what he made free with, my ſelf, he has ſo ſcar'd 
me A wild Brute — If I * not run away, I can't tell what would 
have become of me. 

Clay. If he be too wild for you, marry him, marry hin. you'll 
ſoon make him tame enough, I'll warrant you, Girl, 

Vie. I ſhould be afraid to venture on the Experiment But pr'ythee let 
us talk of ſomething elſe, to get the filthy Fellow out of my Head. 

Clay. Oh, my Dear! I have juſt diſcover'd one of the merrieft Plots that 
ever was hatch' d; here, read this. Trumore juſt now gave it me, with a 
Requeſt that I would make ſome critical Obſervations on it, and he would 
return to learn my Opinion. and a true Critick he ſhall find me. 

Vict. Well; 'tis inconceivable to me, how you can take Pleaſure in uſing 
one of his good Senſe and Sincerity, in the manner you do, eſpecially as I 
am confident you have no Averſion to his Perſon. 

Car. That's an Argument of your want of experience in theſe Matters, 
Child. You imagine People are coupled every where, as they are in your 
Country——with an Te love thee, if thou lov'ſt To the firſt Fellow 
that is ſent to ask you the queſtion, with down-caſt Eyes, and a Face as red 
as a Nectarine, cry, you'll be advis'd by your Relations—and as ſoon as the 
Dromedary's gone, bounce away to the Milliners to 'buy Lace for your 
Wedding-Head: ha, ha! 

Vie. You may banter, Couſin; but 1 fay again, a Lover with good Senſe 
and Sincerity, i — 

Car. The prettieſt Play-thing in Nature. 

Vict. If you are in ſuch necellity for a Play-thing, methinks his Lorſhip 
would make a better. 

Cla. O! why ſo he docs, Child—He is a Beau—and a Beau to a Woman 
of Faſhion, is like a Repeating-Watch to a Citizen's Wife, which the is al- 
ways ſtriking to let the World know ſhe has ſuch a Bauble belongs to her, 

Vict. But you treat him in a very indifferent manner. 

Clay. Different Inſtruments, Child, muſt not be play d on alike——The 
Colonel, like his Kertle- Drum, the rougher he is dealt with, makes the more 
Muſick; whilſt his Lordſhip, like a French Lute, muſt be tenderly tickl'd to 
make him ſqueak. Beaus are things that muſt be gently handled; if 
you wind them but one Turn too high——they'll ſnap like a Cac-gut. 
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Enter TRUMORE. 


Tru. J hope, Madam, you are convinc'd at laſt what baſe Metal has been 
palm'd on you, for true Sterling, and that you had better be plain Miſtreſs 
all your. Life, than My Lady, on ſuch Conditions. 

Clar. Yes, Sir, I am thoroughly ſatisfy'd of the Cheat, and am concern'd 
that I had ever a good Opininion of the Perſon that could be-guilty of it. 

Tru. I thank my Stars, for giving me this Opportunity of demonſtrating 
the Sincerity of my Love. 

Clar. And I thank mine for the ſame Opportunity of n you, Sir, 
that you are monſtrouſly deluded and impos'd on. 

Tru. By whom, Madam? 

Clar. By your ſelf, Sir in thinking me ſo ſhort-ſighted as not eaſily 
to ſee, that all this fine Scheme is the Product of your own wiſe Brain; 
Ha, ha! | 

Tru. So! ſo! 

Vict. Come, you are too 8 Couſin. 

Clar. Why, ſo I think I am: but the Colonel is all Complaiſance, and 
glad to be any Occaſion of Diverſion to one, I'm poſitive And now I 
think of it, I believe o' my Conſcience he invented this Buſineſs on purpoſe 
to entertain me; Ha, ha! 

Tru. S' Death, Madam, do you think to make me your Tomfool, your 
Laughing-Conveniency ? 

Clar. Why, how ſhould it poſſibly be otherwiſe Il defy the moſt con- 
templative $/07c& breathing to look on that /ad-colour'd Countenance, without 
burſting into a Laugh. 

Tru. Fire and Furies! 


Clar. Lud! how he raves Good, ſweet Colonel, keep your Temper. 
Enter SHAM WELL. 


Ha! my Lord! 'tis well you are come; for I was nigh being diſſected here 
on your Account, 

Sham. Well, I ſwear 'tis very ſtrange now can no ſooner honour 
any particular Lady with my Addreſſes, but it immediately draws down the 
Envy of both Sexes upon her, and the whole World are up in Arms, as if their 
Rights were invaded, and I was to be kept untouch'd, like Magna Chara, 
for the Good of the Publick. But pray, Madam, oblige me with an 
Explanation of this Affair. | 

Clar. Why, for not readily giving Credit, my Lord, to a ſpiteful Innuendo 
or two, in this Letter, | 

Sham, | Reading; and then Afde.] Um! — I am diſcover'd, indeed; but 

I nnd 


as another 
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I find ſhe does not believe it, therefore 'tis not my Buſineſs to know any 
thing of the Matter — Ha, ha, ha! pray, Sir, will you do me the Favour 
to acquaint me who this myſterious Mr. A. B. is, that ſeems ſo deſirous to 
caſe me of the Burden of my Coronet, deliver me from the Expence of 
Equipage and Attendants, and moſt generouſſy ſet me on a Level with Of- 
ficers, and Knights of the Poſt. 


Tru. Tis One that knows more of your Lordſhip, than your Lordſhipi is 
pleaſed he ſhou'd, I fancy. 

Clar. And ſuppoſing every Part of this wonderful Diſcovery were as true, 
as it is ridiculous and falſe ; my Lord has other Accompliſhments ſufficient 
to recommend him to a Woman of Diſcretion. 

Sham. [ Afide.) A lucky Hint, by St. Patrick rere your Lady- 
ſhip has decided the Matter at once; for I dare ſwear, the Colonel, at his 
higheſt flow of Vanity, will fates preſume to enter the Liſts with me to 
diſpute a Compariſon ; and therefore I will now bring this buſineſs to an 
Eclairciſement, by declaring, that I wrote the Letter my ſelf. 

Tru. What does the Coxcomb drive at | 

Clar. Yourſelf, my Lord! 

Sham. You muſt know, Madam, I am a Perſon ſuperlatively nice in my 
Choice ; and fearing, leſt any kind Reception you gave my Addreſſes might 
be more owing to my Quality and Fortune, than any real Affection, I con- 
vey'd this to my choice Friend there, judging him to be the moſt likely Per- 
ſon in the World to make the Uſe of it I defired——ol am therefore in 
Raptures, Madam, to find that it has had the wiſh'd for Effect of extorting 
a Declaration from your Ladyſhip, ſo 3 to my Love. 

Tru. Soh 

Clar. [ Aſide.] This Turn, tho' it be clever enough, is more Crafty than 
True, I fear- however, Colonel, I am obliged to you for your kind Intention. 

Sham. And ſo am I, moſt inexpreſſibly, by all that's friendly, 

Tru. Fleſh and Blood can't bear this Sir, you are a lying Scoundrel, 
and as ſuch I'll uſe you. [Draws ; the Women call for help. 

Sham. Thou art the moſt unmannerly Brute I ever met with to quarrel 
before Ladies — But if you are in ſuch Haſte, Sir, I can draw as ſoon 


[Trifles with his Sword, till a Fellow comes up to him, 
Tru. Methinks not, Sir. 


Sham. | Afide,] Fellow, lay hold of me,——And therefore, Sir, I demand 
inſtant Satisfaction. —— Raſcal! let me go [Afde.] Hold me faſt, 
d'ye hear. 


Clar. Let me intreat you, my Lord, to forbear now, and leave the rude 
Monſter to bluſter by himſelf, 


U | Sham, 
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Sham. T'll ſacrifice the deareſt thing I have in the World, even my Ho- 
nour itſelf to the implicit Regard I have for your Ladyſhip's Commands. 
| [Exe. Shamwell and Clarinda. 
Try. Fare thee well, for a cowardly Villain! who art as falſe in thy Pre- 
tenſions to Honour, as to Love and Nobility. [Exit Trumore. 


VICTORIA Sola. 
Vit. Well, Clarinda, J ſee you are true to the Maxim of your Sex, of 
two Evils, to chuſe the worſt ; I ſhould think my ſelf very fortunate, as the 
World goes now, to have ſuch an honourable Lover as the Colonel —— but, 
alas! TI am wretched, in having plac'd my firſt Affections on a Man that ſo 
little deſerves them I was in hopes his mean Attempt on my Virtue, had 
baniſh'd every tender Thought of him from my Breaſt : But I find his Image 
is too ſtrongly ſtamp'd, to be ſo ſoon effac'd ; and whilſt I am thinking to 
forget him —— I fear I'm only thinking of him Ha! here again | —— 
and I alone — I was certainly bewitch'd !-——Bleſs me! what can I do? —— 
Where ſhall I run? — 0, here's an Arbour, I'll hide my ſelf in that. 
| Goes into the Arbour. 


Enter GAINLOVE, mufing. 


Cain. How powerful are the Charms of Modeſty | 
Which, like the Sun-beams ripening Gems in Rocks, 
Can kindle Virtues in the raugheſt Breaſt. 
What a happy Turn of Mind, and Generous Sentiments, has the inflexible 
Innocence of that lovely Creature inſpir'd me with — And I now feel a more 
exquiſite Pleaſure from a Repulſe, than I c'er knew in all my vicious Con- 
_ queſts o'er the Sex. 
Vid. [bfining.] Pray Heaven he ſpeak the Truth. 
Gain. How falſely have J hitherto judg'd of Happineſs ! placing my Hea- 
ven in Luxury and Lewdneſs, where ſtill the very Means prevent the End; 
for vicious Pleaſures are deſtray'd like Powder, by the ſame Match they are 
kindl'd; and could but Women ſearch our Breaſts, they would eaſily per- 
ceive that the only way to preferve our Love and Admiration, is to gain our 
Eſteem, by preſerving their own Virtue ; for we no longer regard a beaute- 
ous Face, than tis the Index of a beauteous Mind. | 
Vi. Well, I am ſtrangely pleaſed with this I may venture to let 
him ſee me now e—— [Walks acroſs the Stage, as not obſerving him. 
Gain. Ha! is not that ſhe? lt is, and Fil embrace this lucky Moment 
to ſue for Pardon, Going towards her, flops ſhort.) and yet, methinks I'm now 
aſham' d to ſee her; far ſure ſhe muſt ſcorn and hate me for my ſenſcleſs In- 
ſult—No=— I injure her by ſuch unjuſt Suſpicious —— real Innocence, and 
: unaffected 
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unaffected Virtue, never infult a Perſon for Miſtakes they are ſenſible of 
and acknowledge [ Goes up 79 ber, and takes her by the Hand. 


Viet. ¶ Starting, as ſeeming ſurpriꝝ d.] What, Sir's, r Meaning — ta af - 
front me in the manner you have done already ? 8 


Gain. No, Madam 
Tm not the wild licentious thing I was, 
But ſenfibly aſham'd of my Offence, | 
I come an humble Suppliant for Forgiveneſs. 
Us'd to the Town, and all its Vicious Follies, 
I falſely thought no Woman could be virtuous ; 
But knowing you, I find I was deceiv'd; 
Such ſtubborn Virtue, in a Soul ſo ſoft, 
Such manly Reaſon in a Breaſt fo young, 
Have given me different Notions of your Sex. 
Vict. Sito——— 
Gain. I never knew the Power of Love before. 
To rove from ſhe to ſhe, was ſtill my Maxim, 
And the laſt Charmer was the moſt admir'd. 
But you have wean d my Heart from all its Wandriags,. 
And won me over to the Paths of Honour, 
And if you can forget my paſt Offence, 
My future Conduct ſhall acquit you to your (elf, 
Of having been too mereiful 

Vi#. Jam not one of thoſe, Sir, that dwell on Affronts, and are fond 
of ſhowing Refentment ; but yet, I think it dangerous truſting too readily 
to the ſeeming Repentanee of an old Sinner. Beſides, you Gentlemen of 
Pleaſure, look on an eaſy Pardon, as only an Encouragement to offend a» 

ain. 
a Gain. No, Victoria, my Paſſion is as innocent and artleſs, as are the 
Thoughts and Looks of her that raiſed it, and aims at nothing but what is 
conſonant with ſtricteſt Honour, and the niceſt Virtue. 

Vie. Well, Sir, F can't deny but I am inclin'd to have a favourable Opi- 
nion of what you ſay; from a certain Soliloquy which I by chance overheard, 
and upon the Strength of which, I believe I may venture to forgive what is 
paſt. 

Gain. Exquiſitely kind! 

Vi. But, at the ſame time, would adviſe you to deſiſt going any 1 
for L can aſſure you, there are terrible Obſtacles in the Way. 

Gain. None, Madam, but what I have Love and Reſolution enough to 
encounter, 


UVa Vie. 
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Viet. Nay, Sir, if you are ſo determined, I will catechize you a little — 
Could you, for you muſt know, I am fix'd on a Country Life, leave all the 
Vice and Vanities of the wicked Town, and retire to a lonely Manſion in 
the Weſt ; where, inſtead of the warbling of an Italian Eunuch, you would 
be entertained with the bleating of an Engliſb Weather — inſtead of the daz- 
ling Sight of a crouded Theatre, muſt take up with the diſmal Proſpect of 
Beaſts and bare Fields—renounce all the ſweet Variety of Bed and Board, and 
be true to loving Spouſe and Dorſet Beer? 

Gain, Theſe, and a thouſand greater Difficulties I could conquer, with 
ſuch a Prize in View. 

Vict. If you are ſatisfied you can, e'en promiſe that you will — and 
then, if our preſent Humour continues, which tis ten to one if they do — 
Heav'n have Mercy on us! — But ſee, here comes my Lady, whoſe Conſent 
you mult firſt of all gain, without which my Approbation has no more Force, 
than a Bill that Has been paſs'd by the Commons, and rejected by the 
King. 


Enter Lady SCI ENCE 4 HAUGHT V. 


Sci. So, Daughter, are you ſtill reſolved to act in this retrograde manner; 
will you always fly off in a Tangent, from your right Center of Motion? — 
inſtead of cultivating your Underſtanding with the ſublime Tenets of Plato, 
Ariſtotle, and Epictetus, will you fool away your Time in this fruitleſs man- 
ner ? as for your Companion there, Idleneſs is his Buſineſs ——He is a 
fine Gentleman, 

Haugh. Ay, it would be a Scandal to him to know any better « — Tis 
the Prerogative of a fine Gentleman, to do nothing, and be ignorant of e- 
very Thing. 

Gain. | Afide.] SOo——— but I muſt bear it. 

Sci. True, Mr. Haughty; and yet can you believe it, He once had the 
Aſſurance to make Pretenſions to me. 

Haugh. Twas a ſign he knew nothing of your Ladyſhip; He thought you 
were, like other Widows, no doubt, to be taken with Impudence and Em- 
broidery — He concluded if the Pill was gilded, you would ſwallow it 
without queſtion. 

Sci. And tho' it would not godown with the Mother, he hopes it will with 
the Child, 

Gain, I acknowledge, Madam, 'tis my Ambition to be one of the Family. 

Sci. Sir, 'tis impoſſible in rerum natura, that you ſhould be one of the 
Family, for if ſhe be a Daughter of mine, ſhe will bear with nothing ſo ig- 
norant I would rather ſhe ſhould corrupt the Blood of the Sciences, by 
marrying a City Shop-keeper—one of thoſe groveling Animalcula, Fo _ — 

aſhion 
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faſhion'd to their Trades; who are ſuch mere Shop-ſigns that you may 
know by their Looks, whether they ſell by the Yard, or Troy-weight. 

Haugh. Troth, Madam, if I might adviſe, you ſhould look out for ſome 
learned and worthy Member of this Univer/fity, and marry her on the Spot. 

Sci. As I love Letters, the very thing I could with ; my Notions, Sir, run 
exactly in parallel Lines with yours — for now ſhe's got within the Orbit of 
Venus, ſhe will be inſpir'd with ſo much Subtlety, by the Propinquity of 
Mercury, that ſhe will be always playing me ſome malignant Trick or other 
But do you know any body, Sir, you could recommend? 

Haugh. Let me ſee ay, I have found him 
# Ye 

Vict. As I am reſolved, Madam, not to marry without your Approbation, 
I hope you will not oblige me contrary to my own Inclinations. 

Sci, Pray, Miſtreſs, who taught you to have any Inclinations but what I 
think proper? —T'll have your Inclinations to be the Weather-cock to my 
Humour, Madam — to point to any Corner I think proper — and when I 
think proper, they ſhall 74/7 to a Husband — But come, Mr. Haughty, when 
can one ſee this Mr. What-dye-callum ? 

Haugh. DireQly, Madam, T'll go and ſend him this moment —Mr. Mud- 
brains—that's his Name— Fellow of Brazen=Neſe-College. A Man of much 
Learning, but very few Words —- He is Maſter of all Tongues, but ſel- 
dom makes uſe of any A great Dealer in your Monoſyllables, and 
rarely launches out in Diſcourſe beyond an ay, or a ns. 

Sci. I ſhall like him the better for that ——— The leſs he talks, I ſhall 
have an Opportunity of talking the more; and at the ſame time, diſcover 
the Vivacity of my Apprehenſion by explaining his Thoughts, and the Flu- 
ency of my own Expreſſion, by ſupplying the Deficiency of his —— But 
come, let us go in and be in order to receive him. [ Exeunt all but Gainlove 

Gain. Hum! here's like to be a fine piece of Buſineſs, if I don't quickly in. 
terpoſe. Hah! I have a Thought, which if artfully put in practice, may turn 
all to our Advantage—lIt ſhall, it muſt ſucceed, ſince Love, almighty Love's 
the Engineer. There's nothing beyond the Power of Love Love can conquer 
Impoſſibilities, and reconcile Contradictions. 

'Tis Love can make Fools witty—wiſe Men Aſſes, 

Force Rakes to leave their Yhores—and Beaux their Glaſſes ; 
Make tippling Gameſters Wine and Dice forſake ; 

And change the griping Miſer to a Rake: 

Transform a crafty Courtier to a Friend, 


And teach a ſnarling Critick to commend. [ Exit. 


I can fit you to 
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ACT IV. SCE N-E I. 


SCE NE a Roam in a Tavern. 


Enter HAUGHTY and Drawer. 


HavGcnTY. 
SS 7 ELL, Daſh; have you been at College? and wilt my Bro- 
WEYA ther Conundrum come? 
Daſh. I can't tell, Sir— I did not underſtand his Anſwer, 
V. 752 Haug b. very likely, truly ; for he is as unintelligible as a 
SY Welſh Riddle. He is more fond of making a Quibble, than 
_ making himſelf underſtood, and loves his Pun the beſt of any 
thing in the World, 2» his Pipe —— Or perhaps he ſpoke Greek to thee, 
Hey? 
Daſh. F don't know, Sir, what Language it was, but I found 'twas a very 
bard one, for it had like to have broke my Head. 
Haugb. What doſt mean? 
Daſh. Why, he flung a great Folio at me, big enough to have knock d out 
8 and ſerv'd for my Tomb- ſtone afterwards, 
. How! 
Doll. Yes, Sir, — When I came to his Chamber, I found him entrench'd 
among a Parcel of muſty old Books, and ſuch kind of Trumpery; ; with half a 
Dozen Woollen Night-caps on his Head; a ſhort black Pipe in his. Mouth; a 


great pair of Spectacles on his Noſe ;, and a Book in his Hand, as big as 
himſelf. 


Haugh, His Picture, to the Life! 

Daſh. 1 deliver'd my Meſſage — upon w which he gets up, without ever 
looking from his Book, claps on an old Weather-beaten Wig over his Flan- 
nel Steeple, and a ruſty ſquare Cap upon, that, and fo advances towards 
the Door—— when your humble ſervant, Sir, not being able to preſerve ſo 


Wa Decorum of Face, as becomes a Philoſopher, had like to have fell un. 
r the Weight of his diſpleaſure, 


Haugh. 
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Hough. Juſt like him But he'll come, therefore bring us Immediately 
| a Bottle of old Port, and another of Cherry-Brandy ; [Exit Drawer. ] for I 
muſt give him a Drench, the better to work him to my Purpoſe. =O! here 
he comes, and poring over a Book too; ha, ha! «Now does he know no 
more where he is, than if he were blind-fold, or had been walking in his 
Sleep. 


Enter CONUNDRU M, dreſid as the Drawer bad deſcrib'd bim; 
and Reading. 


Brother Conundrum ! where ar't, Man ? 

Conun, Coram, quem qucritis, adſum. | 

Haugh. A Mutrain on thy Latin! Pt'ythee lay down thy Book [taking it 
from bim.] What, this is the Lump of Lumber, thou had'ſt like to have 


knock'd down honeſt Da/h with to-day ? 8 

Conun. Why then, Sir, he would have had the Honour of his Ctown's 
being crackt with too much Learning. 

Haugh, Well faid ! old Conundrum— But come, let us fit down; and take 
to our Arms. Which at't for, now? A Glaſs of old Port, or a Dram of 
old Cherry? | 

Cenun. Why truly, Brother Haughty, I am Dramatis Perſona ; and know 
how to play as good a Glaſs as another. | 

Haugh. Well, pr'ythee leave off playing the Fool, and let us keep our Greek, 
and Latin, and Puns, and ſuch Stuff, for thoſe that don't know us, to give 
them an Opinion of our Learning but let us talk to one another to be 
underſtood. | 

Conun. Very well, Sir; then I ſhall be glad to underſtand what Bufineſs I 
have here. | | 

Haugh. You ſhall — Imprimis, then; I think it is a Duty incumbent on 
every Man, as Times go now, to make the beſt of a bad Market. 

Conun. Bene. 

Haugh. And therefore tis a very great Happineſs to have the Talent of 
turning ſeeming Diſadvantages into real Emolument; come, drink off thy 
Glaſs — by which means One ſhall make his Fortune with what would mare 
Another's. | 

Conun. Pulchre, | 

Haugh. — Come, fill again. — An inſtance of which I'll give you pre- 
ſently, — but drink firſt — moſt of us Fellows of Colleges think it a great 
Hardihip, you know, to be oblig'd to ſwear not to marry, without reſign- 
ing our Fellowthips ; and now, I, by virtue of that fingle Article, am leapt 
into the Laps and Fortunes of three Wives already ; and am juſt on the Brink 
of a Fourth, who is worth all the reſt. 


Conun. 
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Conun, What, Sir | have you been guilty then both of Perjury and Poly- 
gamy ? — O horrible! O monſtrum horrendum Ingens ! 

Haugh. Od's bud! be dumb ; and hear me out, 

Conun. What is not fit to be done, is not fit to be ſpoke; and what is not 
fit to be ſpoke, is not fit to be heard; ergo, I'll not hear another Word, but 
go inſtantly and proclaim your Villany to the World, — [Alde.] For if he 
be expelled, I ſhall get his Place. | 

Haugh. Ay, do! and ſee which of us can proclaim moſt. 

Conun. You know no Ill of me, Sir. 

Haugh. What! — I don't know that thou gott'ſt thy Mercer's Daughter 
with Child, and then perſwaded her Father to arreſt one of thy Pupils, who 
was in his Debt, and made him marry her, to ſave himſelf from Jail ; and 


I did not catch thee one Night in the Porter's Lodge, paying his Wife for 
letting thee in, old Hircus, did I? 


Conun. O ſad! O fad! 

Haugh. Nay, twas ip facto. — Beſides, don't I know how much thou 
didſt embezzle of the College-Money, whilſt thou wert Steward ? how 
many Legacies, which were bequeathed to the College, thou haſt put into 
thy own Pocket — how many of thy Pupils thou haſt abominably defraud- 
ed, by converting the Money which was ſent to thee for their Uſe, to thy 
own, and how horribly thou doſt impoſe on them, by never giving them 
any Lectures, nor letting them come nigh thee, but at the Quarter's End, 
when they are to pay thee for doing nothing. | 

Conun, Sir, this is nothing for your Purpoſe ; for 'tis what many prac- 
tiſe, as well as my ſelf. 

Haugh. And for that very Reaſon they'll be ſure to puniſh thee, for be- 
ing ſuch a ſad Rogue as moſt villanouſly to be found out; and therefore, old 
Conundrum, ſince we know one another ſo well, the Duce take him that 
cries Thief firſt, | 


Conun. Well, Sir, out of Friendſhip to you, I ſhall take no farther No- 
tice of this Matter. N 

Haugh. Why that now is ſpoke like a Friend, and therefore, to the Bu- 
ſineſs in Hand You muſt know, there's a certain old Lady come to 
Town, who is grown very fond of your Humble Servant, and is as rich 
as Cra ſus ſo that if I could privately, you know what But firſt 
let us drink her Health in a Bumper —— come, old Conundrum, to my Mi- 
ſtreſs's Health, | | 

Conun. But methinks, Brother Haughty, you ſhould leave off while 'tis well. 

Haugh. While tis well, Man! —— why, the more the better: Od's my 
Life ! tis impoſſible to have too much of a good Thing; Exempli Gratia ; if 
one Glaſs of Wine's good, two are much better. 


Conun. 
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Conun. Hum!——-I muſt confeſs I do not ſee any Fallacy in that Argu- 
ment for if one Glaſs of Cherry [ Drinks.) is good; I think, indeed, Two 
[Drinks.] are rather better—and fo here's to her Health——my Lady 
What's her Name? F 

Haugh. Lady Science. ; 

Conun. A very good Name, and ſome Relation of mine, for the Sciences 
and Conundrums are of the ſame Family. 

Haugh. Say you ſo! ——S'bud ! I ſhall be proud of ſo good a Relation... 
And now, all I wiſh is that we had juſt ſuch another honeſt Friend to mar- 
ry us— one that I could truſt with ſuch a Secret; come, drink . why, 
Buddakins ! ſuppoſe you were to do it your ſelf — &lid, a comical Thought 
and we'll drink a Bumper on it — come Ha, ha, hey! Why, ſuppoſe 
you did? 

Conun. But how is that poſlible, Brother ? 

Haugh. Why, Troth ! very poſſible; for I am to bring her to College 
to Morrow Morning, to ſhew her the Paintings in the Chappel, Do you 
meet me there in a proper Habit; I'll prevail on her to conſent; and 
thou can'ſt commiſſion us to go to Bed together, as well as any Prieſt of 
'em all. 
 Conun. With all my Heart —I like the Frolick tis a very good Scheme 
—truly, a very crafty Scheme | 

Haugh. Why, troth, old Conundrum, it requires a great deal of Genius to 
manage theſe things cleverly——A Man ought to have moſt of your Natural 
and Acquired Abilities, to make his way handſomely thro' the World 
He muſt have Wit to invent, Wiſdom to execute, and Magnanimity to ſuf- 
fer Execution.— He muſt underſtand Logick, to cheat Men of their Senſes ; 
Phyſick, to cheat 'em of their Lives ; and Law, to cheat 'em of their Eſtates 
in ſhort, a Man ought to be at leaſt a Maſter of Arts but if he is a 
Doctor of Law, tis better. But come, now we have adjuſted Matters, 
we'll live like our ſelves——— A-ha, old Boy! — here's a Bumper, a-dad ! 
and to pretty Kitty, our Landlord's Daughter — Odd ! old Conundram, 
thou haſt been quibbling there There's a young Punſter in Perto, III 
warrant ye, by this Time. Odd ! thou art a very ly, a very cloſe old 
Sinner. Thou do'ſt not wear all thoſe Night-caps for nothing. — Why doſt 
not pledge me ? | | 

Conun. Ha, ha! ſo I will — verily ſhe has a lovely Eye— Ha, ha! O! 'tis 
the ſweeteſt little Rogue, and is ſo fond of me —and then, ſhe has ſuch a 
lovely Eye, that there is no reſiſting —— Omnia Vincit amor, & nos ceda- 
mus amori. | 


Haugb. Well, why doſt not drink then? 


X Conun. 
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Conun. Ha, ha! O 'tis the pleaſanteſt little Rogue, ſhe does ſo prattle, and 
ſo giggle, and ſo ſmile, and ſo look verily, ſhe has a lovely Eye. = 
. Haugh. Why, thou art all on fire, Man, and crackle'ſt like a Buſh of 
withered Briars Come, quench thy ſelf with a Bumper. 


Conun. No more, no -O- more my Brains are all a-float already, and my 
Head -whirls round like a Windmill. 


Hzaugh. Like a Watermill rather, by the noiſe of thy Clack— [Sings.] 


A SONG ſung by Mr. HARPER. 


"On ME, come, come let us Drink, 


And give a Looſe to Pleaſure ; 
Fill, fill, fill to the Brink, 
We know no other Meaſure. 
N hat elſe have we to do, 


In this our eafie Station; 
But what we pleaſe purſue, 


And drink to our Foundation ? 


What Claſs in Life, tho ne er ſo great, 
With à good fat Fellowſhip can compare, 
We ftill dream on at our old rate, 8 
Without perpelexing Care. 

Whillt theſe of Bujineſs, when oppreft, 

Lye down with Thoughts that break their Reft ; 
And then, then, then, | 

Riſe to toil and ſlave again. 

An eafier Round of Life we keep, 

We Eat, we Drink, we Smoak, we Sleep; 
And then, then, then, 

Riſe and do the ſame again. 


Come this Glaſs ———= this one Bumper. | 
Conun. We—we—well—this—this Bumper—and then with Horace, Sub- 
limi feriam fidera Vertice. [ Going to riſe haſtily, tumbles down. 


Enter DRAWER. 


Daſh. Gentlemen, for Heaven's ſake remove ; for the Vice-chancellor's in 
the Houſe, and coming this way. | 


Haugh. Sir, if the Chancellor himſelf was coming, I would not bate him 
an Inch, | 


Enter 
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Enter VICE-CHANCELLOR, with Attendants. 


Cynun. What, my o—o—old Friend Mr. Vice-can—l am glad to ſee ſo ho- 
neſt a Man. 
Vice-chan. ] am ſorry to ſee you, Sir, in this Pickle. 
Haugh. Pickle, Sir | —wh—what do you mean by Pickle, Sir? 
VJice-cban. I mean that you are wonderfully drunk, Sir. 
Conun. I think you are wonderfully miſtaken, Sir—for it's no wonder at 
all for us to be dr-drunk — ergo—we are not wo-wo-wonderfully drunk. 
Haugh. Well ſaid, old Cractentborp. 
Vice-chan. I am ſorry for that, Sir. 
Haugh. For what, Sir—that you are not ſo drunk as we, I ſuppoſe. 
Vice-chan. Come, Come, Gentlemen, ſuch Proceedings as theſe are not 
to be tolerated here ——Tis ſuch as you, who are the Cauſe of any Obloquy 
we lie under In what manner muſt we expect to be talk d of by the 
World, if by permitting ſuch Examples to be ſet the Youth under our Care, 
we pervert the very End and Intention of their coming here? lt muſt 
inevitably be our Ruin, if not ſeaſonably put a Stop to, and this Place, 
which is the daily Parent of ſo many brave and bright Spirits, which can 
boaſt of all the noble Advantages both of Art and Nature, for Education, 
inſtead of being longer a Seminary of Learning and good Manners, would 
degenerate into a Nurſery of Ignorance and Debauchery—But ſome Remedy 
ſhall be apply'd, and that ſpee dily too—depend it ſhall—and for the preſent, 
I defire you'll go about your Buſineſs. 
Conun. Sir, we are about our Buſineſs ; and have very nigh done our Bu- 
ſineſs. | 
Haugb. Ay, and we'll do his Buſineſs too, if a w--will but be eaſy 
Come, Sir, th=this will end all Diſputes. 
Conun, Ay--ay--th--this will make us agree like the no-minative Caſe and 
the Verb Th-this is a true Co-Co-Conjunction e. 
Haugh. He-here — ſup it up. 
Vice- chan. Sir, ſorbear this e or — 
[Strikes the Glaſs out of his Hand. 
Haugh, Now, Sir, with all Reverence to your Authority 
Vice-chan. Come, Sir! I command you and your Companion there in- 
ſtantly to remove; or I ſhall find a Method 
Conun. Sir, you are a ve-very methodical Gentleman ; and therefore that 
we may the better walk according to Method I Pre——— Sequar Te —— 
[Exeunt Vice-chan, Haugh. and Conun. 
Daſh. Well, happy are the young Gentlemen that are bleſt with ſuch 
Tutors as theſe ; for they are in as fair a way to come to Preferment 
X 2 Enter 
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- Kit, As who pray, Sir; 
Daſh. As the Man that marries you, Madam. 
Kit. Hah, Sauce-box! But who is that juſt gone out? 
Daſh. One Mr. Conundrum, Madam, if you know ſuch a Man. 
Kit. What, my old Paramour ? ha, ha! I ſhall make that old Sir Ano- 
rous pay e for ann — you can ſwear that he promiſed me 


Daſs. Um—yes, yes, I believe I may venture to ſwear en 1 
can't poſitively ſay, I remember any thing of the Matter. 

Kit. What, pr, did not 1 tell 2 ſo; and pup do you queſtion my Ve- 
raci 

= No, no, Mrs. * no means If you remember it, I am 
fatisfied —— What you'll ſay, I may ſwear I think, without any ſcrupte—— 
and now, we may be familiar without any Danger, Child for truly, the 
daily Fears I underwent before, took away half the Pleaſure of the thing, 

Kit. Well Buffoon, pr 'ythee truce with thy Grimace ; and tell me inſtant- 
ly what Intelligence you have brought me, from where I ſent you laſt, 

Daſh. Why, my Lady Science, you muſt know, 1s at this inſtant, by 
Mr. Haughty's Recommendation, patching up a Match between her Dau ghter 

and old Mudbrains of Brazen-Neſe. 

Kit. Impoſſible | | 
Daſh. True — and it ſeems the old Granum that Madam Victoria lived 
with in the Country, is lately dead ; and has left her Ten Thouſand: Pounds 
at her own Diſpoſal——but this is a Secret which I ſuck'd from the Lips of 
my Lady's Maid, for tis conceal'd from Victoria, leſt it ſhould make her re- 

fuſe this Match that's on foot; which ſhe has no great liking to, as ĩ t is. 
Kit. Very well — theſe Particulars are worth hearing. But I ſhall have 

another Job for you preſently, ſo be ſure to be in the way. If my Strata- 

gem takes there, my Fortune's made however, if it ſhould fail, I have 


my old Gudgeon pretty ſure. [Sings. 


A SONG ſung by Mr. C LIV E. 


. | 

A*® Archers and Fidlers, who cunningly know 

| The Way to procure tbemſelves Merit, 

Will always provide em tuo Strings to their Bow, 
And follow their Buſineſs with Spirit: 


So 
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II. | 
So likewiſe the providet Damſel ſhould de, 
Who'd make the beſt Uſe of her Beauty; 
If the Mark ſhe would hit, or her Leſſon play thro', 
Tuo Lovers muſt ſtill be on Duty. 


_ | III. | 
Thus arm'd againſt Chance, and ſecure of _ - 
So far our Revenge we may carry : 


One Spark for our Sport we may Filt and ſet 5. 


And t Weg Hou — we _y marry. [Exeunt.. 


SC L N E changes to Lady Screen: s Lodgings. 


Enter TRUMORE #n a Lawyer's Habit. 


Tru. Soh!l——— if J can. now but act my Part well enough to eſcape 
Diſcovery, I ſhall be able to deal with my Hibernian Heroe in his own Way 
| —Nay, in all Probability come off. with Succeſs——for ſurely'a Lawyer at 
any time, is a Match for a Lord 
gure is this) ——1 fancy 'tis the Fellow that Haughty recommended to my 
Lady, to be a Husband for her Daughter If ſo, I may do Gainlove a 


piece of Service, by goading the old Ox a little, and ſending him home to- 


| his Stall again. 


Enter G AINLOVE dreſed like a Fellow of a Colbge. 


Gain. How now, who have we here! I don't like the Looks of 


this Fellow There's ſeldom any Good going forward, where theſe gan- 
green'd Limbs of the Law are employ'd. 

Tru. Your Servant, Friend. 

Gain, Yours, Friend, 
Tru. May I be fo bold as to enquire, Sir, what Bufineſs brings you here? 

Gain, Yes, Sir ——and I'll be ſo bold as not to tell you — only that it is 
no Buſineſs of yours. 

Tru. That's what I want to be ſatisfied of; for if I am not miſtaken, a 
young Lady that lodges here, is the Perſon you would be dealing for. 


Gain. Pr'ythee, Lawyer, don't interpoſe in what does not concern thee ;- 


Thy Province is to ſet People together by the Ears, not to join their Hands. 
Tru. Then thou doſt not know, that joining their Hands is the ſureſt way 
to ſet them together by the Ears 


Gain. It generally proves ſo indeed, where you are the Match-makers—— 


but in the name of wonder, what Fi- 


| 
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When People are jocky'd into one another in your Smithfield manner, tis no 
wonder they often repent of their Bargain; and then, like true Jockies, you 
are ſure to be at hand to foment the Diviſion, that you may have the Ad- 
vantage of a ſecond Diſpoſal. You watch for a Quarrel, as Undertakers do 
for a Corpſe ; and truly, the Man has much better Fortune that falls into 
their Hands, than yours, 

Tru. Good Porpoiſe, don't pretend to Rallery ; for it as little 3 
thee, as to pretend to Dreſs: And Wit, in one of thy Station, is as con- 
trary to the Cuſtoms of a College, as wearing a lac'd Coat is to the Statutes 
of it. 

Gain. Or as Honeſty i is to the Practice of one in thy Station 
you half of you deſerve rather to ſuffer the Law, than practiſe it; for you 
are in Effect guilty of Felony or wilful Murder every Term; and tis ſur- 
prizing to me, why it ſhould be leſs puniſhable for a Fellow openly and wit- 
tingly to plead for Villany, or interrupt the regular Adminiſtration of Ju- 
ſtice, than to be formally forſworn, or acceſſary in a Theft. 

Tru. [ Afide.) S life I ſhall loſe my Cauſe, if I don't take care; I don't find 
that I can make any Reply to theſe Accuſations. 

Gain. What, are you ſilent, Friend? — Sure it muſt be a miſerable Cauſe 
indeed, that a Lawyer has not the Aſſurance enough to defend — Why, 
this Modeſty of thine half perſwades me thou art not what thou appear'ſt 
to be. 

Tru. And this Impudence of thine fully convinces me that thou art what 
thou appear'ſt to be but Hectoring and Diſputing is thy Buſineſs ; and 
therefore to prevent more Words, I tell you at once that you mult forbear 
to think of Victoria, the Right, Title and Claim to her, being veſted in a 
Friend of mine, as ſhall by this I-/frument be made to appear. 

[Showing his Sword, 

Gain, Say you ſo! ——but I have a Sy/logr/m at hand here, which ſhall 
prove your Inſtrument, Sir, to be of no manner of Force ; if you are for 
Joining Iſſue in this manner. 

[Throwing back his Gown to take his Sword, is di Neu e by Trumore. 

Tru. What do I ſee! is it Garnlove all this while? | 

Gain. The very Individual——What, Ned Trumore at laſt ? this is a hu- 
morous Encounter indeed and ſo, like true Lawyers at the Bar, 
we have bcen railing and calling Names, without meaning one another 


any III. 


Tru. So it proves indeed But pr 'ythee, what can'ſt thou mean by 
this Maſquerade ? 

Gain. To make my old Lady believe, if I can, that I am the very Perſon you 
took me for—Having been let into his Name and Manner by Haughty's De- 


ſcription 
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ſcription of him; all my Hopes depend upon being beforehand, and getting 
Poſſeſſion e' re he appears ———and what makes my Stratagem the more 
feaſible is, that I find my Lady is determined to have the Marriage conſum- 
mated this very Night, to prevent any Attempts which might be made to 
thwart her Deſign But what's the Cauſe of thy Metamorphoſis, I beſeech 
thee ? 

Tru. Why, the Match, you muſt know, is ſo nigh concluded between 
Clarinda and this Copy of a Lord, that the Lawyer's Buſineſs, and the Par- 
ſon's, is all that remains to be done; now if I can but get my ſelf employ'd 
about that of the firſt, I don't queſtion but I ſhall find means to prevent 
the laſt being done at all; and ſo have the Merit of delivering her from the 
Claws of that Harpy. 

Gain, But what Proſpect have you of putting this noble Scheme in Exe- 
cution ? 

Tru. A very fair one; for his Lordſhip's Valet de Chambre, whom, by a 
little Skill in Palmiſtry, I have drawn to favour my Deſign, is this e 
to introduce me to him, to receive Orders about the Writings; in which, if 
I don't find a Flaw to my own Advantage — I am no Lawyer. 

Gain. So, fo—— why the very Gown has inſpir'd thee —— But pr'ythee 
what Account can you find in taking all this Pains about ſuch a giddy, inſo- 
lent Creature ? 

Tru. Why, I perceive ſuch an elevated Underſtanding, pregnant Wit, dad 
noble Sweetneſs of Temper, ſhine thro* the Morning Miſt, which Youth 
and a little faſhionable Vanity have rais'd about her, that I am ſtill encou- 
raged to perſevere, by the lovely Proſpect of a glorious Noon, 


Enter Servant, who whiſpers TRUM ORE. 


Tra. I am ready to receive his Lordſhip's Commands, - 
[Exit Servant. 
Well, Charles, Succeſs attend you ; for I muſt to my Poſt. [Exit Tru. 
Gain, And 1 to mine, for here comes my Examiner, 


Enter Lady SCIENCE. 


Sci. Learned Sir, your moſt ſubordinate humble Servant. I am per- 
fectly Planet-ftruck at the recollection of my rude Deportment, in letting 
you wait ſo long; but learning from Mr. Haughty that you was one of but 
| few Words, I have my ſelf been pleading your Cauſe to my Daughter, and 
have prevail d on her to conſent to diſpenſe with the uſual Forms, and re- 
ceive you for a Husband as ſoon as we have agreed upon the neceſſary Pre- 
liminaries; and ſo, Sir — be pleas'd to fit, Sir — we will with all imaginable 
Celerity diſcuſs the Affair. 

Gain. 
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Gain. Bows and fits down. | | £ . 
Sei. In the firſt place, Sir — which Hypothefis are you of, the 11 
or Copernican ? 22 . 15 n 

Gain. Madam !————[ Aide.) I was afraid ſhe was going to ask 
Settlement I could make, and troth I don't know which — pate 
have puzzled me moſt. 

Sci. You may perhaps be ſurpris'd, Sir, at my manner of interrogati 
you ; but as in the Diſpoſal of my Daughter I 8 principally en — 
the Improvement of her Intellectual Faculties, I am willing to be ſatisfy d of 
the Abilities of him I chuſe for her Tutor. | 

Gain. Which Syſtem ? why, the the - 

Sci. The Copernican, I ſuppoſe you mean, Sir. 

Gain. — The Copernican. 

Sci. For the other is egregiouſly repugnant both to Reaſon, and the uſual 
Operations of Nature, | | 

Gain. Egregiouſly! | | 

Sci. Alas, Sir, I have often bewailed my Misfortune, in being condemn'd 
to live on this dirty Planet, the Earth. What immenſe Advantages muſt 
the Inhabitants of Jupiter, Mercury, and Venus, have over us, with regard 
to theſe Celeſtial Contemplations. | 

Gain. Immenſe ! | | 

Sci. [Afide.] I perceive this is a Man of very great Learning, for he thinks 
and faith juſt as I do, But pray, Sir, have you any Skill in Fud:cial Aftro- 
logy——1 think it abſolutely neceſſary, for one who has a Family, to be a 
conſiderable Proficient in that uſeful Science. | 

Gain. Abſolutely. 3 

Sci. Then without queſtion you can ere& Schemes, and calculate Nativi- 
ties, Sir. Vou are acquain ted with the Conjunctions and Oppoſitions of the 
Planets, their Houſes and Signs — There is the Bull, the Bear, the Ram 
the Crab | f 

Gain. Ay, Madam —— and the Crocodile, the Elephant, the Rhi 
the Whale, the e ä 

Sci. How, how, Sir———the Crocodile, the Elephant, the Whale 
I never heard of them before. | 

Gain. | Afide.) So have fairly run my ſelf out of Breath. O, Ma- 
dam, they—they, they are ſome of my own Diſcoveries, Madam —I—I—I 
—, [ Afide.) Sdeath I ſhall make it worſe by and by. 

Sci. [ Afide.] I perceive this Gentleman has a ſmall Imperfection in his 
Speech; that's the reaſon he is ſo much given to Taciturnity.—Well, Sir 
I have but one thing more to ask you, and you ſhall be conducted to your 


Bride. 


Gain. 
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Gain. [Afide.] I wiſh that one thing don't ſpoil all the reſt. 

Sci. Do you think it ever poſſible to find out the Longitude, Sir? It 
is ſuch a vaſt Profundity, that I fear 'tis beyond the reach of any Man to 
fathom it. | 

Gain. A vaſt Profundity! 

Sci. A Man of abundance of Learning! he ſtill faith as I do. Enough, 
Sir, you have got the Aſcendant over all my Doubts and Scruples, and ſhall 
be Lord of my Daughter's A/cendant as ſoon as you pleaſe I wiſh ſhe 
were in better Condition indeed, before I had put her into your Hands—The 
Thing has ſome homogeneal Qualities in her——but alas, ſhe is a Girl——a 
mere Girl However, I don't queſtion, Sir, but you will uſe your utmoſt 
Endeavours to make her more like her Mother. 

Gain. I will uſe my utmoſt Endeavours. 

Sci. But to compenſate, in ſome meaſure, for her Defect in Literature, ſhe 
will bring you, Sir, Ten Thouſand Pounds which a Relation lately left her 
at her own diſpoſal, to which I will add ten more at my diſpoſing of her— 
and fo, Sir, be pleas'd to walk in, for by this time every thing is ready for 
the Nuptial Ceremony ——— 


As they are going out APE-ALL Enters. 


Ape. Is there ſo, i gad; but 1 forbid the Banns tho', old Lady: For I in- 
tend to have your Danghter my ſelf. 
Sci. You have my Daughter, Will O Wiſp ! You ſhall have nothing to ſay 
to my Daughter —— nor any body elſe, but whom this young Gentleman 
leaſes. | | 
; Ape. A hopeful Youth indeed of Threeſcore and Ten ! [Going to him. 
Gain. If the Fool ſhould know me, I'm undone. [ Afide, 
Ape. Why, do you think your Daughter will ever take up with ſuch an 
old, fuſty, bandy-Leg'd Broomſtick as this? when ſhe can have ſuch a young, 
gay, ſtrait-limb'd Fellow as I am ? O Lud, O Lud! here's a Man- 
Tyger to be coupled to a Lamb, here's a Hog in Armour to grunt by a 
young Lady, and ſcrub a ſoft Skin, here's a Budget of =—{ Turns him round; 
His Coat burſts open, and a Pillow drops from him.) ha! of foul Linnen i'gad 
I think — Hey-day ! my Friend Gainlove — why, what's the Meaning of 
this, my Dear? 


Gain. You ſhall find preſently, my Dear. [ Draws his Sword. 
Ape. No, I thank you, my Dear, I have found enough already not to ſtay 
any longer, | [Runs off. 


Sci. O ye Celeſtial Bodies. — A Brazen-Noſe-Fellow indeed Bleſs 
us, how have I been impos'd on, what a Chaos of Confuſion have I nigh 
been immers'd in, by my heedleſs Precipitation! — Ah ! theſe are your 
| Diſ- 
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Diſcoveries——your Elephant and Crocodile, thou P/eudo-magus ! But T'1l go 
and ſecure the Crocodile within — I wonder'd ſhe was fo flexible indeed — 
O my Stars! I am in an univerſal Fermentation at the thoughts of it — 
but I'll ſoon incapacitate her from giving me any more Perturbation. 


[Exit Science. 
Gain. Death and Diſtraction 


Enter TRUMORE in à Hurry. 

Tru. Fire and Furies! | | f 

Gain, To be diſcover'd by an Aſs, an Ideot, a Puppy ! 

Tru, To be out-witted by a Fool, a Coxcomb, 7 Cheat 

Gain. I could eat my Fingers for Madneſs. | 

Tru. I could daſh out my Brains for my Folly. 

Gain, What, Ned! I hope thou haſt had better Succeſs than I. 

Tru. O vaſt Succeſls————S$'death! I am aſham'd to tell thee that 
Fellow | 

Gain. What's the Matter? | 

Tru, Why, tho' I paſs'd on him for what I ſeem'd, was directly bar- 
gain'd with to forge Writings to the value of Five Thouſand a Year, and, 
Clarinda coming in at the ſame time, had the moſt critical Opportunity of 
diſcoyering his Villany ; yet was he Maſter of ſo much Cunning, as to turn 
all to his own Advantage, and my Confuſion. Upon this they both fell up- 
on me, and rallied me, in ſuch a manner, that I was obliged to retreat in 
the utmoſt Diſorder. But come along with me to my Lodgings, and Il 
tell thee the Particulars, for the Coxcomb I ſee is coming this way full of 
Triumph on his Succeſs. [Exeunt Gainlove and Trumore. 


Enter SHAMWELL. 


Sham. Hal ha l— ha! ha! If I don't give a looſe to my Laugh, I ſhall 
burſt — Poor Colonel / iſeacre, ha! ha!——— he durſt not ſtand me, I 
ſee Il have ſent him a packing as Conjurors do a Ghoſt, with a Whirlwind 
i'gad Well, I'm a lucky Fellow hitherto —»| I fail in the Teeth of 
Wind and Tide, and yet have a fair Proſpe& of gaining my Point 
I; hope to paſs. the Line, and then, Safe's the Word: If all muſt come 
out, why ſo let it ſhall not be much diſcompos'd by it Bluſhing 


is an aukward piece of Engh/h Breeding we know nothing of —— tis a 
Maxim with us, 
That Poverty's the greateſt Shame or Sin, 


And thoſe have the moſt right to, Laugh, who Win. Exit. 
D 
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ND 
CT V. SCENE L 
SCENE rhe Walks. 


Enter A PE- A LL with a Letter. 


AN G me, if I was ever ſo tranſported in all my Life! I can 
SE 9 ſcarce believe my own Eyes, — Let me ſee— [Reads. 


SIR, 


* you are the generous Gentleman I take you for, you will 

be ready to deliver a young Lady from the Tyranny of an 
unnatural Mother, who would compel her to marry a Man ſhe deteſts. _— If 
you find you have Reſolution enough for the Enterprize, meet me at Eleven 
on the Walks, where, by the Surrender of my Self and Fortune (which 1s now 


not inconfiderable) into your Hands, I all be ready to prove bow much I am 
your fond Admrer, 


VicTORIA. 


Fond Soul! *tis a pity thou ſhould'ſt loſe thy Longing, indeed: But what's 
this in the Poſtſcript ! 


P. S. It being the Faſhion of late for People of Diſtinction to be married 


in Maſquerade, I don't queſtion but you'll willingly comply with my 
wearing à Veil, till the Rites are over. 


Hum! I don't like that tho' — I ſhould hate to take a Woman, like 
a Hawk, with her Head in a Bag. But hold! *tis the Faſhion, it ſeems— 
nay, then, tho' ſhe had ne'er a Head at all, Ape-all would come into it. 
And now I ſhall be able to deal with Mrs. Kitty, I hope — Ha, ha ! I ſhould 


marry Her! —— nothing would ſerve but I muſt marry her, forſoot j 
I think I ſhall have her now, with a Vengeance. 


Enter TRUMORE. 


Colonel Trumore / — dear Colonel Edward Trumore of the Horſe-Guards ! 
give me thy Hand, and hold me faſt, or I ſhall jump over the Moon for Joy. 

Tru. Ay! pray what is it makes you fo Alert this Morning ? 
S Ape, 
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Ape. As you are a Friend, my Dear, you ſhall know—=then i gad tim — 
ſomething- that's inexpreſſible 75 


Tru. Nay, then I'm ſatisfy d. 
Ape. And ſoam I, Sir—for I am greater than penn wiſer * Ari- 
ſtotle, richer than a Poet i in Imagination, and happier than a Man that has 
buried his Wife-— and, to ſum up all in one Word -— but, hark you, my 
Dear——I'gad I don't know what I was going to ſay ; — this Torrent of 
Joy has ſo broke down the Flood-gates of my Reaſon, and overwhelm'd the 
whole Province of my Imagination, that I ſhall not be able to utter a ſingle 
Syllable to-day. | 
Tru. Not a Syllable to the Purpoſe, I believe, indeed. 
Ape. Where's your Friend Mr. Gainlove, Colonel? Il don't know 
how I ſhall come off with him— He can never forgive me, that's certain. 
Tru. Why, what have you done to provoke his Reſentment? 
Ape. I have done nothing at all, Sir — but am juſt going to do what 
never can be undone, and what he would give his Soul to do himſelf, and 


yet never ſhall do —= In ſhort, I am this Moment going to be married to 
his Miſtreſs Victoria. 


Tru. In Imagination I preſume. 

Ape. Ha, ha No, no, my Dear, in propria Perſona ; really, ſolidly, 
and ſubſtantially, as you may ſee, if you won't take my Word for it 
[Giving him the Letter.) But I'm on the Wings of Love and Expectation, 
and will receive your Congratulation when my Happineſs is compleated. 

[Exit Ape-all. 

Tru. Troth ! T begin to think he has more Wit than I imagined, and is 
mad in earneſt——this may give me ſome Light. [Reading.] Hum ----- it 
doth not look altogether ſo much like Madneſs methinks, neither, now I 
have « examin d it cloſer S'Lite! where's Charles. 


Enter GAINLOVE. 


Gain, Here I am but, O Ned. ſuch a Misfortune ? 

Tru, Hum —— What's the Matter now, Man? 

Gain, Why, Victoria fearing that her Mother would oblige her immedi- 
ately to marry the Fellow which Haugliy recommended, has made her Eſcape 
this Morning, with one Servant, and can no where be found, 

Tru. Then I tell thee, ſhe is a Woman, and not worth finding. 

Gain. "Tis falſe ; ſhe has nothing of a Woman in her Compolition ; ſhe's 
an Angel! — an Angel, Man, 

Lovely, and gay as the enamell'd Valley, 
When blooming Nature firſt ſerenely ſmil'd, 


And | 
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And gave to ev'ry Flower a double Luſtre. 
Rich, and luxurious as the Fruit of Autumn, 
When ripen'd by the Sun's indulgent Warmth, 
It bluſhing yields, reſiſtleſs, to the Touch; 
Yet cold, and chaſte, as is the Northern Ocean, 
When Winter locks its frozen Boſom up, 
Againſt the Mariner's invading Oar, 

Tru, Ha, ha! pray go on Can't you deſcant a little on her Conſtancy 

too Conſtant as Winds 
Gain. Forbear——nothing can equal that. 
Tru. In troth, I believe not. 


Gain, Nature may die, and the fick Sun give o'er its radiant Courſe, 
but — 

Tru. Nay, here's a But will ſtop your Courſe, I believe; [Gives him the 
Letter.) Read that, and inſtead of lamenting her Eſcape, rejoice for your 
Own. 

Gain. ¶ Reading.) Young Lady 
deteſts ! ——-at Eleven in the Walks 
 rable-—-—your fond Admirer 
by this ? 

Tru. The happy Man to whom you ſee it is directed, gave it me to 
convince me of the Truth of what I would not believe upon his own Word, 
and thro' his Ecſtacy and Haſte to embrace the Aſſignation, left it in my 
Hands — I can't tell you how much it amazed me; and I'm half perſwa- 
ded there's ſome Trick in i. Do you know her Hand? 

Gain. No, but the Particulars in the Letter, which no- body elſe could 
be well acquainted with, and her Abſconding at the ſame time, * me 
of all Hopes, that it can be any other than what it appears. 

Tru. What could induce her? 

Gain. Inducements ſufficient, Na- Four Thouſand a Year, and a Fool 
Yet, who would think a Fiend could put on an Angel's Face—— But Wo- 
men, I find, have the Seeds of Diſſimulation in 'em, as naturally as a Flint 
has thoſe of Fi ire, and if they don't appear, tis only for want of being ſtruck. 

Tru. They are all born natural Courtiers, for their Hearts and Tongues 
are in continual Contradiction to each other; and if they ever ſpeak Truth, 
'tis only when they would have you believe they are telling a Lie. 

Gain. But I muſt do ſomething more than prate on the Subject This is 
about the Time of Appointment, as well as the Place ; let us walk this way, 
and watch their Motions, [ Exeunt Gainlove and Trumore. 
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Enter VICTORIA and Maid. 


Vif. Was he gone out, do you ſay? 

Maid. Yes, Madam, but I gave your Ladyſhip's Letter to his Servant, 
with a ſtrict Injunction to deliver it to him as ſoon as poſſible. 

Vie. Well, let me think a little what I am doing May I not juſtly 
tax my ſelf with Raſhneſs in flying from my Relations, without either For- 
tune or Friend to ſupport me ; nothing to encourage me, but the Confidence 
J have in the Fidelity of one Man, who is yet unacquainted with the 
Matter, and who, when he knows it, may poſſibly forſake me? If ſo, 
I am undone——And ſhould not I have been equally ſo, in being forc'd to 
marry contrary to my Inclinations ? — Why yes——But, oh my Stars! I ſee 
him coming this way — Sure, my good Angel has ſent him, for on this In- 
terview depends the Happineſs of all my future Days. 


Enter GAINLOVE. 


O Sir! am heartily glad to ſee you. 
Gain, That's as falſe as ſhe that ſpoke it. 
Vie. What do you mean, Sir ?—Who do you take me for? 
Gain, Take you for hy, a fall'n Angel No, no, I wrong you; for 

a Woman, I mean —A fair, ſmiling, tempting, treacherous Woman ; that, 
like Sodom's Fruit, have a lovely Look, but whoever catches at you, meets a 
bitter Morſel. You are like a Globe, on the Out- ſide of which the Face of 
Heaven is painted, but all within is dark and hollow, 

Vicdt. Your Words and Actions are all a Riddle to me, Sir. 

Gain, Your Words and Actions are all a Riddle to me, Madam. 

Vid. I am as much ſurpriz d, Sir, at the manner of this Treatment, as I 
am ignorant of the Cauſe of it. 

Gain. You know no Cauſe, then! 

Viet. Not any—by all the Truth that is in Woman! 

Gain. You take care not to be forſworn, I ſee — But I am fully ſatisfy'd 
—— This peremptory Denial of your Falſhood, is as ſtrong a Proof of it as 
a thorough Confeſſion; and to acknowledge nothing of your baſe Confede- 
racy to fool me, is to acknowledge it all. | 

Vie. Falſhood !—Confederacy!—to whom? — with whom? — whom do 
you ſuſpect? 

Gain. No one have Conviction— fond Victoria! You e Madam; 
Im amaz'd at that. 

Viet. If I do Sir, tis thro' Indignation, not Guilt No, baſe Man, the 
only Thought which can give me Confuſion, is a Reflection on the too . | 
able ones 1 have had of you; but I deſerve it I might have known you 

| | before. 
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I don't wonder Wretches, like thy ſelf, when diſappointed 


before. 
in their Attempt on a Woman's Virtue, are watchful, out of Revenge, to 


blaſt her Reputation. 
Gain. Don't. ruffle your ſelf too much, Madam you'll not be in a 


proper Diſpoſition to receive your Deliverer, if you do — I'll leave you to 
compoſe your ſelf, that you may meet him as you Ought.— Afae.) But 
I may return to part you again ſooner than you imagine. [Exit Gain. 


Vie; Ruin !——Ruin! infamous, irretrievable Ruin! — No, it is not 
yet too late—T'll return home, Lucy, this Moment, throw my ſelf into my 
Mother's Diſpoſal, and marry the deteſted Creature ſhe has choſe for me 
better that, any thing, than lie at the Mercy of a Wretoh like this O0 
tis nothing but a mean Contrivance to ſhift me off his Hands =— Credulous 
Fool that I was, to expect any other. But ſee, we are interrupted ;- let us 
take a turn in this Walk, and conſider what to Fe [Exeunt. 


Enter APE-ALL, and KITTY in a Peil. 
Kitty. Is every thing ready, Sir ? 


Ape. Yes, yes, my Dear, every thing's ad the Ring and Licence in 


my Pocket, and the Parſon will be there as ſoon as we. 


Re-enter GAINLOVE. 


Gain. And may be ſooner, Sir for you have ſome Buſineſs with me, 
before you go there ou muſt make a Lane thro me before you can run 
away with my Miſtreſs and ſo, draw, Sir. 

Ape. T'gad, this is very odd, Mr. Gainlove, that a Lady may not marry” 
whom ſhe pleaſes, for all you But if I muſt fight, Sir, it ſhall be in a 
faſhionable manner ; Sword and Piſtol, Sir; and we'll fire our Piſtols in the 
Air, as other Gentlemen do; [Hide] that the Noiſe of them may bring 
People to part us. | 

Gain, With all my Heart, Sir am prepar'd for you that way ; here, 
take your Choice [Showtng a Brace of Piſtols. 

Ape. Hum! I did not think he had 'em ſo ready tho' [ Afide.) You'll let 
me take my Choice, you ſay — you'll ſlick to chat Hey ? 

Gain. Ay, ay! 

Ape. Then I don't chuſe e' er a one of em, i'gad! —— and ſo you may 
keep your Shot to clean your empty Bottles, Sir. 

Gain, Come, no Fooling———cither take this, or reſign the Lady. 

Ape. Nay, if I muſt do one Pll refign, i'gad — for I had always 
a natural Antipathy to being ſhot thro' the Gizzard, or run thro' the Guts 


and as my reſcuing the Lady was at her own Requeſt ———Hhnce ſhe hay 


got another Champion Il am her moſt devoted humble Servant. 5 
7. 


_ 
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Kitty. [Afide.] Humble enough; but J muſt ſoon interpoſe, or all will 
be loſt [To Gainlove.] Pray, Sir, what's the Reaſon you uſurp the - 
Authority of diſputing my Choice? If you muſt bluſter, let it be at me; 
here, ſpit your Venom in my Face. ¶ Turns him round, and diſcovers herſelf. 

Gain. Hah! — nay, then I'll ſpoil no Sport——But hear me, was it you 
that wrote the Letter to him, ſign'd Victoria? | 

Kitty. It was, 

Gain. Enough — Obſerve me a little, and I'll bring all off. Your Choice, 
do you ſay, is that Thing your Choice? 

Kitty. Yes, Sir, he is——what have you to object to it ? 

Ape. Right, Madam pray what have you to object to that, Sir? 

Gain. Not a tittle ; you are at free Liberty, Sir, to take her, when you 
pleaſe—for I ſhall never think a Woman worth conteiting for, who can a- 
yow ſuch Weakneſs in her Judgment. [Aſide.] But I muſt fly to find the 
wrong'd Victoria. [ Exit Gainlove, 

Ape. Very well very well, Sir, "Twas well you went as you did. 

Kitty. For you it was -— you are a fine Guardian, o' my word, to forſaxe 
your Charge, at the firſt glimpſe of Danger e find to what a one I fled 
for Protection. 

Ape. O, Madam, you are deceiv'd in me you don't know me, I ſee 
twas all Stratagem keen Stratagem, Madam. I knew very well, if I 
refus'd to fight, he had nothing more to ſay ; Twas not the Pleaſure of en- 
joying your Ladyſhip, but the Honour of ſhooting me thro' the Head, that 
he wanted No, no, He's one of your raking Bullies, that are more de- 
firous of ſending a Man out of the World, than bringing one into it. 

Kitty. Well, Sir, if you aſſure me it was only a Stratagem 

Ape. Nothing elſe nothing elſe in the World; and therefore, my 
Dove, let us loſe no Time. [Exeunt Ape-all and Kitty, 


Enter Old APE-ALL diſzuisd, and TIMOTHY. 


Old Ap. Well, Timothy, will it do, doſt think, hey? —— won't the 
Rogue know me, doſt think? : 

Tim, Twill do, twill do, Sir — Know you! ——— I don't know you 
my ſelf | 

Old Ape. I fear I ſhall never be able to go thro' with it I ſhall knock 
the Dog on the Head, inſtead of joining his Hands——An unnatural Puppy! 
—=— to rejoice ſo openly at the News of my Death He might have put 
on a black Coat and a Hatband howeyer, tho' he had been no more con- 
cern'd than an Undertaker And yet I don't know any Reaſon he had 
to be glad at my Death; I never ſtinted him in any thing, but have often 
ſtinted my ſelf for his 8 contriv'd for him, ſerap'd for him, liv'd for 
him, breath'd for him. Tim, 


* 
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Tim, Ay, Sir, that was your Fault, you breath'd too long for him 
But may I be ſo bold as to ask, what made you chuſe to be dead to him 
now ? | 

Old Ape. Why, you muſt know, Timothy, he is lately come of Age ; 
upon which, out of Fatherly Fondneſs, and that he might have no Cauſe 
to with me gone, I reſolv'd to let him have a Thouſand Pounds a Year at his 
own diſpoſal ; but being deſirous, before I ſettled it on him, to know which 
way his Inclinations would lead him to ſpend it, I thought his Belief of my 
Death would be the beſt means of letting me into the Secret. 

Jim. Tis an old Saying, Maſter, that Hearkners hear no Good of them- 
ſelves. 

Old Ape. J have prov'd the Truth on't——I have prov'd the Truth on't 
indeed; and I heartily wiſh I had continued in the Dark. Tho' I muſt 
confeſs, Timothy, tis a Judgment on me for my Uſage of his elder Brother; 
ah ! poor Charles would not have ſervd me ſo — No, he would not have 
ſerv'd me ſo- and yet I never us'd him with the Tenderneſs I did this 
thankleſs Bloſſom but I deſerve it An unnatural Father, Timothy, de- 
ſerves an unnatural Son, | 


Tim. Well, Sir, but it ſignifies nothing to grieve for what's paſt Recall. 

Maſter Charles is dead now, it ſeems. | 

d Ape. Ay, he's dead indeed and I with this were ſo too. But 
couldſt not thou learn, Timothy, who it is that the Rantipole is going 
to marry? 
Jim. No, Sir,. He came home in a ſtrange Hurry, and his own Man 
being out of the way, bid me run and bring him the firſt Parſon I could 
meet —— upon which I came to acquaint your Worthip with it, as 
I was order'd to do every thing that paſs d. 

Old Ape. What if the Raſcal ſhould have ſnapp'd up ſome Woman of 

Virtue and Fortune, Timothy, hey ? If he ſhould after all —— hey? Adad I 
ſhall be ready to forgive him every thing. 
Tim, What! in Oxford, Sir? I tell you, Maſter, you might ſooner 
find a Virtuous Woman in Drury-Lane, or a Fortune in Rag-Fair——No, 
no, I know this Place too well for that ——I was forc'd to run away from 
it my ſelf, for fear of being raviſh'd. 

Old Ape. Thou art ſevere on them, Sirrah —— but come along, let us be 
punctual to the Time appointed, [ Exeunt. 


Enter GAINLOVE ond VICTORIA. 


Gain, Dear Vicloria, I can expreſs my Gratitude only by Silence: no 


Words can equal the Goodneſs of ſo kindly pardoning a Raſhneſs which 1 
thall never forgive my ſelf, | 
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Vie. Oh, Sir! I think Miſtakes of this nature merit a Pardon, for I 
look upon Jealouſy, if it has but any Foundation, as only a Mark of a 
more violent Affection; and therefore all we have to do, is to laugh at the 
Occaſion of it 

Gain. — And prevent any ſuch for the future, by putting it out of the 


reach of human Force to ſeparate us more. 


Vict. 1 doubt that would be making ſuch a Miſtake, as we ſhould never 
have Reaſon to laugh at. 

Gain, Ne'er fear, my Angel —— if our Appetites are keen, let us e'en 
feaſt on what we love; and not, like timorous Fools, ſtarve ourſelves, for 
fear there ſhould be Poiſon i in the Diſh. | 

Vi. Ay, but Matrimony is a very inſipid Diſh, when there i is. no Sauce 
to it. 

Gain. Love, Love, Madam, like Hunger is the only Sauce 

Viet. Which you muſt expect with me Fortune I have none, 
but what my Lady pleaſes ; and after what is paſt, my Dependance 
there's but ſmall I would. have you therefore to confider cooly of 


this Deficiency, and if you find your ſtock of Love. ſufficient to balance 
it 


Gain. We may ſay Grace, 14 fall on.. 

Vict. Perhaps we may. 

Gain. But I muſt firſt let you into ſome Circumſtances, Madam, which 
J perceive you are not yet appriz'd of, and which may probably give a turn 
to your preſent Diſpoſition, however I cannot in Honour conceal them from 
you. To begin then tho I appear to you, and the reſt of the World, 
as a Gentleman of Fortune, I am nothing but a Beggarly Prodigal, not worth 
a Groat. I came indeed of a good Family, and was Heir to a good Eſtate, 
but on ſome Miſunderſtanding, I run away from my Father, and He 
diſinherited me.——[ fide.) Hah! ſhe changes Colour. 

Vids. Then, Sir, Farewel ; for now I cannot conſent. 

Gain. I perceive, Madam, this Declaration has the Effect on you that tis 
reaſonable it ſhould - much more, when you know you are abſolute Miſ- 
treſs of Ten Thouſand Pounds, which was left you by a Relation who. lately 
dy'd in the Country, as I learnt from my Lady, when I convers'd with her 
in Diſguiſe. 

Vit. Then, Sir, I am yours again for the only Reaſon of my declin- 
ing juſt now, was, that I reſolv'd never to make a man, whom I eſteem'd, 
miſerable, which "muſt have been the Conſequence of Poverty on both 
ſides, 


Gain. Generous Creature! I bluſh to think how far I'm diſtanc'd by you: 
But my whole Life to come | 


Vit. 
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Vid. Ceaſe complimenting, Sir, and ſhow your Approbation of my Offer, 
by letting the Gentleman who is coming towards us ratify it. 

| [Old Ape-all Croſſes the Stage. 

Gain. Hah! the very Perſon, o'my Conſcience, that has been coupling 

Squire Ape-al/l and his Nun — Come then, my Charmer, and fix me yours 

for ever. [Exeunt. 


Enter CLARINDA and SHAMWELL. 


Clar. Where would you have me go, my Lord ? 

Sham. To the next Church, my Angel. 

Clar. O fye upon you. You would not have one be guilty of ſo much Raſh- 
neſs ſure——ooHow bravely the World would babble, on ſuch an Occaſion. 

Sham, The World! I thank my Stars, I am ſuperior either to its Cenſure 
or Applauſe ; and I think there is nothing ſo peculiar to People of Condition, 
as to deſpiſe the impotent Talk of the envious Populace. | 

Clar. Say you ſo? why then———here comes the Colonel bien a propos, to 
give me his advice in the Caſe. 


Enter TRUMORE. 


Vou muſt know, Mr. Trumore, that my Lord here inſiſts on a whimſical 

kind of a Promiſe, I made him Yeſterday — to — to — to marry him, I 
think he will have it, this Morning. Now ſhall I do it or ſhall I 
not do it ? | 

Tru. Really, Madam, tis a thing ſo very indifferent to me, that ——— 

Clar. O ay, I would not for the World but think it was; for where Peo- 
ple are prejudic'd any way, you know, one ought to be cautious how one 
relies on their Judgment. 

Tru. True, Madam and when People are prejudic'd againſt any one, 
that Man, you know, has very little reaſon to imagine his Counſel will be 
treated with more Reſpect than his Perſon, and therefore ought in Prudence 
to be as cautious how he gives it. 

Clar. Do you hear him now! — was there ever ſuch an unreaſonable 
Wretch ? when I am deſiring to be determin'd by him, in one of the moſt 
important Paſſages of Life, to accuſe one of Diſreſpect. 

Sham. Let him alone, give him over, Madam ; you find 'tis in vain to 
expect to pleaſe him, 

Clar. O! he never is to be pleas d; the more Pains one takes about 
him, ſtill the more diſcontented he is. 

Sham. Stupid Mortal | 

Clar. Inſenſible Creature! ha]! ha how monſtrous uncomplaiſant it is 
now in him, to be ſo inflexibly grave, when every body elſe is diſpos'd 5 
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be merry —It makes him look like a Country Maypole, that's motionleſs and 


mute, tho' never ſo many dance about it, ha! ha! 

Sham. Hal ha! ha! Dear Colonel, you'll pardon my being ſo merry; but 
I can't help it, I have an inſuperable Inclination to laugh this inſtant, 
ha ! ha! 

Tru. I don't wonder at it, Sir; —But for you, Madam, I fear your Gaie- 
ty will ſoon be quaſh'd, and you'll be convinc'd, when it's perhaps too late, 
that you have plac'd your Fame and Fortune in the Hands of a beggarly Im- 
poſtor, who is Bankrupt of Both. 

Clar. What is all this buſtle about ? what would the Creature. be at ? — 
May not I take a Man I like, tho' he were never ſo Indigent ? — Have not I 
Thirty Thouſand Pounds ? and won't Thirty Thouſand Pounds keep a Cou- 
ple alive, that have Love to help ſupport 'em ? 

Sham. Ah, Madam, Love is all in all; That would ſupply the want of 
almoſt every thing elſe. 

Clar. O, tis Nectar and Ambrofia ! and therefore, my Lord, if there be 
any thing in this, which he peſters one about, why frankly let us into the 
truth of the matter your generouſly acknowledging that you are not 
Maſter of the Fortune you would willingly be thought, will ſtrengthen, ra- 
ther than otherways, the Opinion I have of you already; and ſhould be fo 
far, I give you my Honour, from retarding in the leaſt my preſent Intenti- 
on, that I would inſtantly put it in Execution, on purpoſe to be reveng'd 
on that Refractory Thing there. 

Tru. O brave Woman ! ——Good-nature is ſo very powerful in that Sex, 
that they would hang or drown themſelves with Pleaſure, only to' give ano- 
ther an Hour's Uneaſineſs. 

Sbam. [ Afide.) As it muſt be known——why it will look more genorous 

on my Side to confeſs before-hand———and ſhe is ſo ſmitten with my Per- 
ſon, that there is no Danger of her receding—— Well, Madam, I will ſhow 
you then the Exceſs of my Paſſion for you, by the Hazard I run to comply 
with your Requeſt, and therefore, frankly acknowledge that I am but a 
younger Brother, and have hitherto play'd the Counterfeit, with regard to 
my Title and Eſtate ; tho' I have been fincere in my Love, 

Clar. Why that's honourable and open now ; and inſtead of altering my 
Opinion of you, as I told you before it convinces me . you are what 
I then took you for——a Villain. 

Sham. How ! 

Tru. Hah! 


Clar. I from the firſt ſaw thro' your Cobweb Artifice ; but not being able 
to prove your Villany on you, I took this Method to draw a Confeſſion of it 
am your own. Mouth; and that you may be recompenced according to 


your 
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your Merit, — come in there [ Enter two Servants] here, take this Raſcal in- 
to Cuſtody, that he may be puniſhed with the utmoſt Severity for a notori- 
ous Impoſtor. 

Sham, Soh! I have made a pretty Expedition of it indeed — I ſhall have 
a lovely Account to give my Owners of my Voyage. 

[ Exit, led out by the Servants. 

Clar. And for you, Sir ——- ſince you have plagu'd me to that prodigious 
degree ——- ſince you have perſecuted me with ſuch unreaſonable and un- 

merited Accuſations — that I may be as inveterate in my Revenge I 
here poſitively declare, and give you my Hand on it, that I'll ——— marry 
you as ſoon as poſſible And now, pray Sir, what have you to ſay for 
your ſelf? | | 

Tru, I cannot ſpeak, Madam, for Aſtoniſhment. 

Clar. Nay, then I muſt leave you, for I would no ſooner chuſe to con- 
verſe with the Dumb, than the Dead and when you are come to your 
ſelf —— if you are not too much afraid of what may follow, why then you 


may come to me. LExit. 
Tru. Nay, when I have ſo favourable an Opportunity, if I failed to join 
Iſſue I ought to be nonſuited. [Exit Trumore. 


SCENE Lach SciztNncEes's Lodgings. 


Enter Lad) SCIENCE, HAUGHTY, and CONUNDRUM in a 
| Parſon's Habit, 


Sci. Your Reaſons, Sir, for concealing our Nuptials are ponderous enough; 
and if you are ſure of your Friend here, I believe you will meet with no 
Difficulty, but what may be ſurmounted with Facility. 

Conun, Verily, . nothing ſhall extort the minuteſt Syllable of it 
from me. 

Haugb. No, no, I dare ſwear not. 

Sci. But, Jens Sir, what Courſe can I take to recover my Daughter — I 
am in a Labyrinth of Perplexities about that abortive Gipſy l am in 
ſuch a Miſt of Diſtractions, I know not which way to turn me. 


Enter APE-ALL lading KITTY mas#d. 


Ape. O! I'll find a Clue to your Labyrinth, old Lady —— Here's a dark 
Lanthorn to light you out of your Perplexities—— Here's a Sun under a 
Cloud, that will clear away your Miſt for you. 

« Why, haſt thou then deluded my Daughter, thou Ignis Fatuws ? haſt 
thou run away with her at laſt, thou Fack with the Lanthorn ? 


__ — —— 
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Ape. No, no l But ſhe deluded me — She has run away with me, that's 
the ſame thing. 
Sci. Hah! 1 "5 me Huſly, haſt thou been fuch an irrational Maukin— 
Pull off your Gipſy's Face, you Slut you! do. 
Ape. Heark you, Madam, don't abuſe my Wife Slut, quotha ! gad 


let me tell you, ſhe has done a cleaner thing than you'll ever do while your 
Bellows blow, old Lady. 


Kit. [Throwing off her Veil.) As for Example. 

Ape. Ay, ay, as for — hey! a Gipſy's Face indeed 

Haugh. Who's this = Mrs. Kitty, my Landlord's Daughter? 

Kit. Even ſo, Sir. 

Conun. | Afide.) Verily, I am glad ſhe's ſo well off my Hands. 

Ape. I am ſtruck dumb! — I am hang'd, I am drawn, I am quarter'd. 


Conun. Tis enough indeed to make a Man cry out ſtoutly, to be ſtruck 
dumb. 


Abe. Now if drowning and ſhooting one's ſelf was not out of Faſhion, I 
would go directly and cut my Throat——Look ye, Mrs. Grape- Juice, you 


had better been eaſy as you were; for I ſhall lead you a plaguy Life, a "vary 
{curvy Life, Jaſſure you. 


Kit. Then we ſhall live the more like Man and Wife, my Dear, 
Haugh. I thought what your turning Rake and Fop would come to, 
Voungſter; and your Inſolence to your Seniors, Sirrah ! 


Sci. Nothing better could be expected from ſuch a flagitious Contemner 


of the divine Sciences. 
Conun. In Amore omnia hac inſunt Vitia ! But who are theſe ? 


Enter GAINLOVE and VICTORIA, and kneel to Lady 
SCIENCE. 


Gain, Your Bleſſing, Madam. 
Sci. Get up, Si. What would you be at Who are 8 


Gain. Your Son-in-law, Madam, by Marriage with this Lady, who I 
preſume is your Daughter. 


Sci. I preſume, not, Sir, if ſhe has married you. 
Vi#. The Dread of being forc'd into the Arms of that loathſome Mon- 
ſter you deſign'd me, Madam, has drove me to do what I ſhould never elſe 


have done, without your Approbation and which, fince tis paſt Recall, I 
hope you'll pardon, 


Sci, Pardon ! No, I diſown you, Huſſy ! —— you are no Child 
of mine. I profeſs, Mr. Haughty, I have often thought ſhe was no Off- 
ſpring of mine ; for. notwithſtanding all the Lectures I have given her in 
Aſtronomy and Philoſophy, ſhe was never a INI the wiſer for em 


but 
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but ſhe'll be glad to turn Philoſopher now, I warrant her— Yes, you muſt 
turn Peripatetick, Hufly ! and beg for your Subſiſtance. Your Damon there 
will ſoon forfake you, when he finds there is nothing to be had. 

Gain. Not while the Ten Thouſand Pound Legacy lafts, Madam. 

Ape. Ah, Poiſon ! that ſhould have been mine by right. 

Gain. O! Mr. Ape-all—you'll give me leave to mann you, now 
your Happineſs is compleated, Sir? ha, ha! a 
Did. You have finifh'd your Studies now, Sir, indeed you may leave 

the Univerfity as ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Ape. Ay, I have ſtudy' d to ſome Purpoſe, T'gad——1T have got a lovely 
Body of Learning to carry off with me A whole Folio of delicate Ro- 
mance |! ——=Pray, Madam Cafſandra, how often have you been tent out to 
read ? —you have been gloriouſly turr'd over and thumb'd, I warrant you! — 
If ſhe had been but well bound and gilt, ſhe might have paſs'd Muſter ; but 
Trumpery without and within both is horrible. I ſhall certainly run mad 
with the Thoughts of it — I'll go ſhut my ſelf up in a Library, and ſtudy 
this Fortnight, to mortify me for my Folly. 

Kit. T'll go along with you, Child — and I warrant you'll ſtand in need of 


no other Mortification. Going out, they meet Old Ape-all Entring. 
Ape. Oh! a Ghoſt! a Ghoſt! [Runs backward, and falls down. 
Old Ape. [Standing over him with a Cane.) No, Sirrah! 'tis no Ghoſt, as 
you ſhall feel, you Dog [Striking him. 


Gain. Hold, Sir ! — By what Authority do you do this ? 

Old Ape. By the Authority of a Father, Sir, 
Gain. This is amazing why, I thought Mr. Ape-alPs Father had 
been dead ? 
Abe. Ay, ay, ſo he is [getting up.] Pray call a Parſon, for tis a Ghoſt 
indeed 

Old Ape. No, no, there's no need of a Parſon Il can ſerve you in that 
Capacity my ſelf, on Occaſion, as I did when I married you to your Queen 
of Trumps there but the Lady may go behind the Bar to ſcoring again, 
if ſhe pleaſes; for as I intend you ſhall travel, Sir, you'll ſcarce have any 
occaſion to carry ſuch a Jilting Baggage as that with you. 

Conun. Why, truly, when a Gentleman travels, the leſs Baggage he is 
troubl'd with, the better. 

Old Ape. And there's your Licence, Madam, which, by a little Alteration, 
will ſerve for another Husband, when you can get him. 

Ape. Nay, be it Father or Bugbear, ſo he rids me of my Wife I ſhall be 
very well contented, 1 'gad. 

Kit. Soh ! One String is ſnapp'd, but I'll ſecure the other. Exit Kitty. 

Gain. S'life, Victoria, what will become of us ? 


Vit. 
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Vie. I am dying with Apprehenſion. 

Old Ape. O! here's another Couple, I ſee, that would preſs me to „ the 
Service to-day, contrary to my Inclination, but notwithſtanding the great 
Haſte, Sir, you was then in, I imagine by this Time you are e willing enough 
to be releaſed. 

Gain. Your Imagination, Sir, is as ridiculous as your Declaih } is imper- 
tinent, for I am not, nor never will. 

Sci. [Dragging away ber Daughter.) By the ſeven Stars, but you ſhall, 
Sir! — come here, Huſſy — I'll take care you ſhall not make ſuch a Devia- 
tion any more— Well, Mr. Haughty, I am quite overcome by the Super- 
abundancy of my Joy——Dear Sir, I am your Slave from the Zenith to the 
Nadir What Retaliation can I make you for this Act of Superorogation ? 
Pray, Sir, favour me with your Name, and Place of Reſidence, that I may 
inveſtigate ſome way to make you a Requital, 

Old Ape. My Name, Madam, if it will be any Satisfaction to you to 
know it, 1s, Marmatch Ape-all ; and my Place of Abode, Hart-Hall in the 
County of Wiles. 

Gain. Ha! aſtoniſhing ! 
ways Ape-all ? 

Old Ape. No, Sir; my Name was Charles Mawr; but by the Will of 
a Relation, whe on that Condition left ine Three Thouſand Pounds a Year, 
I was oblig'd to change it. 

Gain. Thus proſtrate, Sir, I ask your Bleſſing and Forgiveneſs, 

Old Ape. Hah, what is't I feel affects me ſo——Riſe, Sir O Heav'ns, 
who do I ſee! 

Gain. Your undutiful Son, Charles Marmatch, Sir -—- Who left your 
Houſe, and diſcarded your Name— But if ſincere Contrition for my Folly— 

Old Ape. No more no more — it is, it is my Boy my Charles, my 
Charles—my eldeſt, only Boy! [Embracing him eagerly, 

Ape. Hey, my Brother nay, then I don't wonder he had ſuch an 
Inclination to ſhoot me thro' the Head. 

Old Ape. My Joy and Surprize together, will ſcarce let me ſpeak to thee---- 
But what——why art thou like one from the Grave to me, my Boy 
I heard you was dead and buried, Years ago. 

Gain. That was my own Contrivance, Sir; for I chang'd my Name, and 
at the ſame time ſpread a Report that I was dead, in order to diſappoint any 
Inquiry which might be made concerning me, concluding, after what I 
bad done, you could never forgive me. 

Old Ape. Forgive thee !——Why, I could never forgive my ſelf for uſing 
thee as I did—but I am too flow in beginning to make thee ſome amends— 
Hark you, my Boy, doſt love that young Lady ? 


Pray anſwer me, Sir: Was your Name al- 


Gain. 
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Gain. More than my Health, my Life, or Happineſs. 

Old Ape. Then thou ſhalt have her, Charles, here, take her, Boy, take her. 

Sci. Why, you won't raviſh my Daughter, from me, will you, Sir? 

Old Ape. Not raviſh her !—yes but he ſnall for I'll give him this Mo- 
ment Two Thouſand Pounds a Year———and I think that's enough to raviſh 
any Body's Daughter, 

Sci. I muſt acknowledge, Sir, your Offer has a conſiderable Attraction, 
but I have already betroth'd her to a Friend of this Gentleman's, without 
whoſe Conſent | 
Haugb. True, Madam, true——— Conſent No, I ſhall never con- 
ſent to that —— I inſiſt on her for my Friend — But what does this 
Fellow do here? 


Enter OFFICER. 


Oi. By your Leave, Gentlemen, is there not one Mr. Haughty here? 

Haugh. Yes, Sir, there is——and not ſo ſmall, but that he may be ſeen 
too; My Name, Sir, is Haughty. 

O. Then I arreſt you, Sir, by the Vice-Chancellor's Warrant for Perjury. 

Haugh. What does the Scoundrel mean? 

Offi. You'll ſoon find what's my meaning, Sir—come in there. 


Enter WIFE to HAUGHTY. 


Haugh. Furies! Iam ruin'd and betray'd. 

Wife. Oh Husband! was not you a baſe Fellow, to make me conceal our 
Marriage, under Pretence of ſecuring your Fellowſhip, only that you might 
have the Opportunity of following other Women ! but I heard of yourTricks, 
and have put a ſtop to them now, I hope. 

Conun. Here's a Storm, I perceive, approaching, therefore I had beſt make 
to Shelter, to ſave my ſelf a Scouring. 

Offi. Stay, Sir, you muſt go along with me likewiſe if you pleaſe, to an- 
ſwer for acting in a Habit that does not belong to you. 

Conun. Nemo Mortalium omnibus Horis ſapit. 

Sci. Ruin'd and undone! — Oh Victoria — I was this Morning, deluded 
by his fair Appearance, married to that Prince of Villains Oh! [She faints. 

Wife. Art thou then married to another ? 

Haugh. Pr'ythee, Officer, lead along, for my Ears won't ſuffer half fo 
much in the Pillory, as they do here. 

[Exeunt Haughty, Conundrum, Officer and Wife. 

Gain. Come, Madam, as it appears he had a Wife before, and you was 
married by one who had no Authority to do it, you are entirely clear from 
him therefore be compos'd 
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Sci. I am indebted to you, Sir, for your kind Conſolation — tho I muſt 


confeſs, I merit not the leaſt Compaſſion l am juſtly made a Fool of, for 
aiming to be a Philoſopher I ought to ſuffer like Phaeton, for affecting 
to move in a Sphere that did not belong to me. 

Gain. Why, People of either Sex, Madam, are ——_ impoſed on, 
when they concern themſel ves with what is properly the Buſineſs of the o- 
ther. The Dreſſing-Room, not the Study, is the Lady's Province, and a 
Woman makes as ridiculous a Figure, poring over Globes, or thro' a Tele- 
ſcope, as a Man would with a Pair of Preſervers mending Lace. | 

Sci. You ſpeak, Sir, like an Oracle. I have Demonſtration of my Error, 
and will incontinently-renounce it I will deſtroy all my Globes, Quad- 
rants, Spheres, Priſms, Microſcopes, and Magick-Lanthorns III throw 
out all my Lumber of Load-ftones, Pebles, and Petrified Shells, to pave my 
Door I'll convert my Air-Pump into a Water-Pump, ſend all my Ser- 
pent's Teeth, Mummy's-Bones, and monſtrous Births, to the Oxford Muſzum ; 
and then I will immediately fly from this Place ut ſtay, let me firſt 
do one thing here, which may make up, in ſome meaſure, for the many 
Follies I have committed—Come hither, Daughter; I'Il now join your Hands 
my ſelf, and may your kind Stars Predeminate and ſhed their moſt benign In- 
fluence on this happy Cosjunction. [Giving Victoria's Hand to Gainlove, 

Gain. Thus, thus, with double Ecſtaſy I take it. 

Vif. And I with double Satisfaction give it. 

Old Ape. And I — and I — — Gadsbudakins! 1 don't know what to do— 
Il have a Dance, tho' I ſhould be laid up with the Gout for a Twelve- 
month after. Where are the Fidlers? gads my Life, I'll run and call 


em my ſelf———But here's another Couple coming, that look as if they 
could dance too. 


Enter TRU MORE and CLARINDA, 


Tru. Dear Charles, wiſh me Joy——and you Ladies——all, all muſt Con- 
gratulate me ; for this Lady, at laſt, has rewarded my Conſtancy, and 
crown'd my Love. 

Vie. And may I then give you Joy on this Account, my Dear? 

Clar. Why ay, my Dear, don't you plainly perceive that you may ? 
las not Matrimony made a viſible Alteration in our Features? Don't we 
look as if we were half aſham'd of one another already ? 

Vit. No, no, my Dear, it agrees extremely well with your Com- 
plexion. 

Clar. Why, fo methinks it does with yours too for you muſt know, 
I have over-heard all that's paſt, and congratulate you on the ſame, 

Tru. And, dear Charles, I do the like to thee, 


Old 
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Old Ape. So, ſo! Why now all Parties are pleas d I hope, and therefore, 
Fidlers, ſtrike up. 


I | [After a Dance, Gainlove and Victoria come forwards. 
Gain. And now, Dear Victoria, to you I not only owe my Happineſs, 
but the Senſe of it likewiſe. I us'd to look on Matrimony, from whence 
I now date my Birth of Pleaſure, as the Grave of it: Expecting no o- 
ther Charms in a Woman but what were perſonal, and which I con- 
cluded muſt ſoon grow taſteleſs by Enjoyment, I thought it the utmoſt Mis- 
fortune to have always before one, a thing one was ſurfeited with but 
you have made me a Convert from my falſe Judgment of your Sex — 1 
have here found thoſe laſting Beauties of the Mind, which can never give 
Satiety. | 
* Whilſt Wit, Youth, Beauty fade, thro' Time, away, 
Virtue's bright Charms have one eternal Day, 


25 . 


Spoken by Miß E O B IT V S OMN 


UR Oxford Bard, an humble Ye 0 fee, 


Has choſe an 2 1 Advocate in me: 
An Emblem, he would tell you, of his Merit; 
But, faith, you'll find I have a ſwinging Spirit | 
And tho' I want a Woman's Airs, and Stature, 
I have a double Share of their Ill nature. 


Firſt, Criticks, then, for you-—D'ye like this Play? 


> wondrous well | your ſneering Faces ſay ; 
0 leaſe our Taſte, that Author ne er can fail, 
Who gives us ſuch a World of Room to.— Rail. 
But hold, Sirs, you're excepted, I aſſure ye, 
As Butchers are from fitting on a Fury. 


Mert in the Rank I ſee the Beaux appearing, 
Triflers --who, tho they lool ſo very Taring, 

Are neither Fiſh, nor Fleſh, nor good Red-Herring. 
A Beau is ſuch a ſupple al F m, Creature, 

He ban t one Manly contradicting Feature. | 
Juſt as the Ladies do—why ſo do they, 

M biſper tale Snuff-—applaud-—or Damn the Play; 


Laſt, but not leaft of the tremendous Train, 
Are thoſe who've Wrote themſelves, but Wrote in vain; 
And fince they fail d as Poets to prevail, 
Uſurp the Criticks Privilege, to Rail : 
Well, they may Rail---our Author's only Care, 
Is to che Brave, the Wiſe, the Fair : 
To their Protection he ſubmits his Cauſe, 


Aud fears no Frowns, if grac'd with their Applauſe. 
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To the RIGHT HonovurasBLes the 


CounTEss of HERT FORD. 


ren 


HAVE now the Honour of preſenting a Courpy 
& to Your Ladyſhip, which has not in it one inde- 
1 cent Expreſſion, nor one immoral Thought. This 
| IV was the Occaſion in ſome meaſure I hope, of the 
bind Reception it met with from the Town, and 
will, Tm certain, be the moſt powerful Recommendation to the 
Favour and Protection of Your Ladyſhip. You have too diſ- 
cerning and juſt a Taſte to approve even of the moſt witty 
Performances, if they have the leaſt Tendency to corrupt the 
Mind ; and Your Candor is ſufficient to excuſe a great many 
Defects in an Entertainment which employs no Arts to pleaſe, 
but ſuch as are honeſt and innocent. 

That amiable Goodneſs and Humility, in the midſt of Courts 
and Grandeur, for which Your Ladyſhip is ſo deſervedly re- 
markable, have embolden'd me to ſeek for Shelter under Your 
Name. Whither ſhould the Muſes fly, but to Thoſe who 
know Wann; ; and love them becauſe they know them? Few, 

indecd, 
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indeed, have a Taſte ſufficiently delicate to find a Pleaſure in 
their Acquaintance, or Greatneſs of Mind enough to give them 
Protection; But a thoſe Few, how juſtly do You ſtand 
the foremolt | 

Titles, Riches, Dignities, are poſſeſsd by many; but to wear 
them gracefully, to enjoy them truly, unenvy'd, and belov'd by 
all, is the peculiar Happineſs of Lady Hz RTPFORD, who, ſupe- 
rior as ſhe is in Honours and Perſonal Qualities, is ſtill more 
ſuperior in the Embelliſhments of the Mind, and in the Practice 
of every eminent and graceful Virtue. 

That Heaven may long bleſs Mankind with ſo bright a pattern 
of real Worth and true Greatneſs, is the ſincere Wiſh of, 


MAD AM, 
Your Ladyſbips moſt Obedient 


ond moſt Humble Servant. 
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Spoken by Mr. MIL L S, Senior. 
IN fome fair Garden, where the vernal Showers 


Have bleſs d the Soil, and rais'd the blooming Flowers, 


The anxious Lover walks with curious Eye, 

And marks and culls em as he paſſes by; 

From each gay Border he ſelefts the bet, 

And forms a IVoſegay for his Flora's Breaſt. 
With equal Phaſure, and with equal Care, 

From the rich Treaſures of the great Moliere, 
The Author of To-night has bore a way 

Thoſe Parts which moſt adorn the following Play; 
But Oh! tis bold, in this cenſorious Age, 

To dare to bring pure Mature on the 17 71 
When Taſte and Writing both are ſunk ſo low 

That Nowught's produc'd or lil d but Song and Shew, 


In Johnſon”; s, Fletcher's, and great Shakeſpear's Days, 


To Senſe and Virtue Poets tun'd their Lays, 
For Senſe and Virtue then were ſure of Praiſe : 
Genius was then the Soul of Poeſy ; 

Mature the Miſtreſs, always in its Eye; 

And Wit the Maid, whom it addreſs d her by. 
But in this ſcribling, Monfter-breeding Age, 
Nature and, Senſe are baniſh'd from the Stage; 
To charm the Eye or Ear is made the whole, 
And none or aims, or dares to touch the Soul: 
For this, our Bard aſſumes the Doctors Part, 
In hopes to reach that Gangrene of the Heart : 
A Doſe he brings, where every Drug finds Place, 


That's judg'd of Service in the deſp rate Caſe. 
B b 
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In 


PRO L O G U E. 
In fhort, good Sirs, To-night we act a Play, 
That's far, far diff rent from the modern Way ; 
So very different, it has not got 
One ſingle fimile, and but one Plot; 
Mo courtly Phraſe to hide the want of Thought, 
Wor dubious Feſt, with meanleſs Meanings fraught ; 
Chaſte Wit and ſolid Senſe alone are join d, 
Fit for the modeſt Ear, and manly Mind. 
Let others pleaſe at Modęys Expence, 
And barter Virtue for the Toys of Senſe; 
Such mean, pernicious Arts, we ſcorn, nor dare 
Corrupt the Heart to gratify the Ear : 
"To make Infirufttion Partner with Delight, 
Shall be our Care by Day, our Thoughts by ight, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Sir Credulous Hippiſo, " Mr. Griffin. 
Heartwell, Mr. Hewitt. 
Beaumont, Mr. Vm. Mills, 
Dr. Mummy, Mr. Johnſon. 
* Diaſcordium, Mr. Miller. 
oby Headpiece, Eſq; Mr. Cibber, 
Mr. Galleypot, Mr, Harper. 
Mr. Cranny, Mr. Shepphard. 
oſeph, Mr. Hallam, 
oct, Mr. Oates. 
, | Mr. Winſtone. 
| Mrs. Butler. 
Mrs. P ritchar d. 
Miſs Cole. 


SCENE, Grofvenor-Square. 


Mrs. Clive. 


THE 


MOTHER-IN-LA W. 


OR, THE 
DOCTOR the DISEASE. 


ACLs 
S C E N E, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 
BELINA, PRIMROSE. 


BELINA. 
RY PIMROSE! 
1 Ro Rel Prin. Madam, 
Belina. Loook on me a little. 
Prim, Well, I do look on you. 
Belina. Primroſe ! 
Prim. Well, what would you have with Primroſe? 
| Belina, Can't you gueſs? 
Prim. Some Talk, I ſuppoſe, of our new Acqueintiince, Mr. Beaumont. 
Belina. Since you knew that, Primroſe, why did not you begin to talk 
of him firſt, and ſpare me the pains of forcing thee upon it? 
Prim. Vou don't give me Time to do it: Vou are ſo very induſtrious in 
that Point, tis a hard Matter to be beforehand with you. 
Belina. I own, that I can never be tir'd of ſuch an agreeable Subject; 
and, as you are the only Perſon I dare diſcover my Inclinations to 
Prim. True: Come then, you ſhall have a' breathing Bout —— begin 
preſently tho, and be as mort as poſſible, for your Father, you know, at 
this time of Day, is wanting ſome Slop or other every Moment; and if he 
'" »— WW M were 
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were to take but a Baſon of Gruel leſs than his Doctors preſcribe him, the 
very Thoughts of it would kill him. Come, what would you fay ? 

Beling. Tell me, Primroſe, doſt thou blame me for the good Opinion I 
have of him? 
Prim. No, no, d'ye think I'm a Fool? 

Belina. Would you have me in * to all his Vows as Proteſtations 
of Affection? 5 
Prim. Lack-a-day! No. 


Belina. Pr'ythee tell me now, don't you really think there was ſomething 
of Deſtiny in the odd Adventure that brought us acquainted ? 

Prim. Certainly. 

Belina, Was there not e uncommonly genteel and brave in that 
Action of reſcuing me, without knowing any thing of me? 

Prim. True. 


Belina. And was it poſſible for any one to make a more generous Uſe of it? 
Prim. Agreed. 


Belina. Then you can't but think him very handſom, Primroſe? 

Prim. Moſt certainly. 

Belina. Then he talks, Primroſe, he talks like an Angel. 

Prim. Good. But come, have you nothing new to ſay of him? I've 
had all this fifty times over already. 


Belina. But, my dear Primroſe, doſt thou believe he is ſo much in love 
with me as he pretends to be? 

Prim. Um! Troth that's not abſolutely to be depended upon; The Shew 
of Love is very like the Reality; and I've ſeen Actors of that Part who 
have perform'd it to a Miracle. 

Belina. Well, I can't poſſibly ſuſpect him of the leaſt Deceit in the Man- 
ner he ſpeaks. 

Prim, In the Manner you hear, I believe not. But this Queſtion will 
ſoon be clear'd up. The Reſolution he hath taken, as he writ you Yeſter- 
day, to ask your Father's Conſent, will ſoon diſcover if his Proteſtations are 
real or not. That will be a Proof indeed. 

Belina. My Father can certainly have no Objection to the Propoſal ; he 
can never be againſt it, ſure. 

Prim. That's not as he will himſelf. You know how finely he's ma- 
nag'd by his old Doctor, and young Wife. — Oh! that Mother of yours, 
Madam! that Mother-in-law, I mean, of yours, is a ſad Jade, with Reve- 
rence be it ſpoken; her daily Buſineſs, e ever ſince ſhe came into the Houſe, 
has been to wheedle and cheat the fond old Gentleman of all that he has; 


and her daily Prayers, that, as wan as ſhe has got all, the cm tumble him 
info K his Londa. 


Beling, 
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Belina. Tm as well convinced of her Prejudice to me, as of her Power 
over my Father; all my Hopes, therefore, are placed in you, Primroſe. 
Prim. We'll do our beſt. Her fawning Ladyſhip tries all ways to gain 
me over to her Intereſt, but ſhe may ſpare her Pains; I don't care for 
cheating, except in Love and at Cards. — But we have ſtaid tattling here 

too long, I ſhall be knock'd o' the Head. 

Belina. But hold, Primroſe, can't you by ſome means or other ſound 
my Father, to find whether Beaumont has made any Application to him 
or not? | = : 

Prim. Bleſs me! what Haſte you are in! Why you had better ſend bim 
word to come and do it immediately, if you can't live another Day with- 
out him. 
| Belina, Sure, Primroſe, you have never known what it is to be in Love! 

Prim, Yes, Yes, I have; and I know what 'tis to pity poor Souls that 
are 80 come along with me into ſome Room where we may hear 
your Father's Bell, and there we'll talk a little more about him, Ha, ha, 
ha! [ Exeunt. 


$ .C.E:N.EKE 1K 


Sir Credulous diſcover'd in an Eaſy-Chair, by a Table, on which are Phials, 
Galleypots, Bolus's, &c. and a large File of Apothecaries Bulls. Sir 
Credulous having a long Apothecary's Bill in bis Hand, which he is caſting up. 


Sir Cred. Three and two's Five, and five's Ten; Three and two's Five. 
[Taking off his Spectacles, and fighing.) O lack! O lack! I profeſs it is a 
grievous Fatigue to examine and caſt up one's Apothecary's Bills. It does 
one almoſt as much harm as all the Phyſick in em did one good, and yet 
this is but of a moderate Length But I've juſt got thro' it. [Putting on 
his Spectacles again.] Item the 2gth, an Aperient, Stomatick, Corro- 
borative Bolus, compos d ſecundum Artem, to expel, diſſipate and evacuate 
his Worſhip's ill Humours, Six Shillings and Six Pence. There's one thing 
in my Apothecary which pleaſes me much, and that is, his Bills are always 
mighty civil: His Worſhip's ill Humours, Six Shillings and Six Pence. 
Ay, but Mr. Galleypot, it is not enough to be civil, you ſhould be a little 
reaſonable too, and not flea your poor Patients— Six Shillings and Six Pence, 
for a Bolus! your Servant for that; you never reckon'd me more in your 
other Bills than Five Shillings, and Five Shillings in the Language of an 
Apothecary, is as much as to ſay half a Crown there it is then, half 
a Crown. Item the ſaid Day at Night, an Hepatick, Soporifick, Somnife- 


rous Julep, compos'd to make his Worſhip ſleep, Two Shillings and Six pence, 
I don't complain of that, for it made me fleep well. Item the 3oth, 
5 | a good 


5 
h 
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a good deterſive Clyſter, compos d of double Catholicon, Rhubarb, Mel Ro- 
ſatum, &c. according to Dr. Mummy's Preſcription, to waſh, ſcour, cleanſe, 
and deterge his Worſhip's Abdomen, four Shillings and Sixpence.— What! 
four Shillings and Sixpence for a Clyſter! You jeſt, you jeſt, Mr. Galleypot; 
you ſhould uſe your Patients with ſome Humanity: If this be your way of 
treating People, one would be ſick no longer: Put down, put down three 
Shillings if you pleaſe, Three and two's five, and five's ten, and ten's 
twenty; twenty and ten's thirty, and five's thirty-five..——Sum Total for 
the Month of December is Thirty-five Pounds ſeven Shillings and Sixpence.— 
I'm glad we are ſo moderate. Let me ſee then, in this Month I have ta- 
ken but one, two, three, four, five, ſix, ſeven, eight Purgative Medicines ; 
and one, two, three, four, five, ſix, ſeven, eight, nine, ten, Eleven, twelve 
Bottles of Cordial Julep; and laſt Month I took Twelve of the one, and 
Twenty of the other, I don't wonder that I'm not ſo well this Month as 
I was the laſt, Hah! I feel the Effects of my Omiſſion already; I'm ſeiz'd 
all over with a ſhivering Fit. Where's Primroſe ? Where are they all? My 
ſpeaking's to no Purpoſe, I'm always left alone. [Rings à Bell.] They are 
deaf: Primroſe ! | Rings.] My Bell's not loud enough. [Rings.] Is it poſſible 
they could leave a poor ſick Creature all alone in this manner? Oh miſera- 


ble! O Heavens! they'll let me die 3 here. [Rings louder.) Why, Primroſe! 
I ſay. 


Enter PRIMROSE. 


Prim. Here I am, Sir, | 

Sir Cred. Ah, you Slut! Ah, you Baggage! 

Prim. | Pretending to have hurt her Head.) The Duce had your Impatience 
for me, ringing at ſuch a rate——you have made me break my Head thre 


the Window-ſhutter, I'm ſure, hurrying one ſo, 


Sir Cred. Ah, Traitreſs! — 
Prim. Oh! Oh! [ Crying, to provent his Scolding. 
Sir Cred. Tis a | | 

Prim. Oh! oh! 

Sir Cred. Tis an Hour 
Prim. Oh! Oh! | 
Sir Cred. Hold your ſaucy Tongue, that T may ſcold at thee, or Ill 
Prim. I like that indeed, after what I have done to my ſelf. 

Sir Cred. Thou haſt made me bawl my Throat ſore, Gipſy. 


Prim. And you have made me _—_— my Head; ſo ſet one againſt pms, 


and we are quit. 
Sir Cred. How, Confidence 
Prim. If you ſcold, VIl cry: 
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Sir Cred. To leave me, you Jade 

Prim. Oh! Oh! 

Sir Cred. Again! I ſhall run mad! Why, you pert, braſen, abominable, 
provoking Monſter, ſhan't I have the Pleaſure of ſcolding at thee neither ? 

Prim, If you have the Pleaſure of Scolding, tis but fair that I ſhould 
have the Pleaſure of crying; one's as reaſonable a Pleaſure as Yother. 

Sir Cred. Well, well, ha' done Take n theſe things here, and 
ſee you get me my Gruel ready. 

Prim. Ay, this Dr. Mummy and Mr. Galleypot divert themſelves finely, at 
the Expence of your Carcaſe. They have a rare Milch- cow of you; and 


I'd gladly know what Diſtemper you have, that your Maw muſt be thus 
perpetually ſtuff d with Phyſick. 


Sir Cred. Peace, Ignorance. Tisn't for you to contradict the Preſcrip- 
tions of Art, Go, call my Daughter Belina here, I've ſomething to ſay to 


"nn She's here already, Sir, 


Enter BELINA. 


Sir Cred. Come here, Belina, I want to ſpeak with you. 

Belina. I wait your Pleaſure, Sir, 

Sir Cred. Why, I've a Piece of News to tell you, that perhaps you little 
expect, Girl, Here's a Match, you muſt know, propos d to me for you 
You ſmile at but naming Matrimony ——— Ah, Nature, Nature! By what 
I perceive. then, Girl, I need not ask you if you are willing or not. 

Belina. I'm ready, Sir, to ſubmit to any thing that you ſhall command 
me, I find Beaumont has been with him. [ Afide to Primroſe, 

Sir Cred. I'm glad to hear I've ſuch a dutiful Daughter; for I have re- 
ſolved on the thing, and given my Word for it. 


Prim. Ay, this is ſomething like now; tis the wiſeſt Action you ever 
did in your Life. 


Sir Cred. I have not ſeen the Gentleman yet, but I'm told that he'll be 
every way to the Satisfaction of us both. 

Belina. That, Sir, I'm certain of; for I have ſeen him already. 

Sir Cred. Seen him! why, I did not know he was come to Town yet. 

Belina. Since your Conſent, Sir, encourages me to diſcover my Inclina- 
tions, you muſt know that good Fortune hath lately brought us acquainted, 
and that the Propoſal which has heen made to you, is the Effet of that 
Efteem which at the firſt Interview we conceiv'd for one another. 

Sir Cred. That's more than I knew; but I'm glad on't: ſo much the 


better that things go ſo r s a {trapping jolly Youth, I'm told. 
Belina. He's well made, Sir. 


Sir 
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Sir Cred. Agreeable in his Perſon. 

Belina. Moſt agreeable. 

Sir Cred. Well accompliſh'd. 

Belina. In the higheſt Degree. 

Sir Cred. Um! Why, that's ſurpriſing in one that has "UA born and bred 
at the Land's End. 
 Belina. Born and bred at the Land's End, Sir! 

Sir Cred. Ay, ſo Dr. Mummy tells me. 

Belina. Does Dr. Mummy know him, Sir ? 

Sir Cred. A pretty Queſtion indeed ! He may well know him, I think, 
when he's his Nephew. | 

Belina. Beaumont Dr. Mummy's Nephew ! | 

Sir Cred. Beaumont! I'm talking of the Perſon you are to marry. 

Belina. Very well. 

Sir Cred. And that's the Nephew of Dr. Mummy, the young Corniſh 
Squire ; his Name is Headpiece, not Beaumont, Dr, Mummy, Mr. Galleypor, 
and my ſelf, made up the Match; and this Afternoon he's expected in Town, 
vrhen he will be introduced to me by his Uncle. D0-< Hah ! What's the Mat- 
ter ? Why, you are ſurpriz'd! 

Belina. Why, to ſay the Truth, Sir, you have all this while been talking 
of one Perſon, and I of another. 

Prim. Sure, Sir, you have no ſuch ridiculous Intention. A Lady of her 
Education and Fortune, to be tied to a Corniſo Numps ! 

Sir Cred. What Buſineſs have you to be meddling, Impudence ? 

Prim. Dear, Sir, don't fall immediately into your Invectives; can't we 
reaſon the Thing together without being in a Paſſion ? Let us talk about it in 
cool Blood. What Reaſon can you give for this prepoſterous Match, pray ? 

Sir Cred. My Reaſon's this; That finding my ſelf infirm and fickly, as 
J am, I would gladly have ſo able a Phyſician as Dr. Mummy, related to 
me, that I might have in my own Family ſome Aſſiſtance againſt my Mala- 
dies, and now and then make one at a Conſultation my ſelf. 

Prim. Very well——But, Sir, tell me, are you upon Honour really hck ? 

Sir Cred. How Huſly! am I fick! am 1 really ſick, Impudence ! 

Prim. Well, well, Sir, you are ſick then; we won't quarrel about that. 
Yes, you are very lick, and more ſo than you think for, that's granted, But 
your Daughter is to marry for her ſelf, and ſhe not being ſick, wants no 
Dr. Mummy for her Relation. 

Sir Cred. But I do, Miſtreſs; are you anſwer'd now? Beſides, This Mr. 
Headpiece is Dr. Mummy's only Heir, who'll ſettle his whole Eſtate on him, 
in conſideration of this Marriage, and Dr. Mummy has a good Five Thouſand 
a Year. 


Prim. 
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Prim, Mercy on us! what a world of People muſt he have kill'd to get 
ſuch an Eſtate! 

Sir Cred. Why you horrible, impudent——hold your Peace. I'm re- 
ſolv'd on this Match, and 

Belina. But, Sir, you won't ſurely —— 

Prim. O! don't mind it, Madam; your Father is but in jeſt. 

Sir Cred. I am not in jeſt, Minx : I am reſfoly'd upon it. 

Prim. O fy! don't talk ſo. 

Sir Cred. Not talk ſo! 

Prim. No. 

Sir Cred. Why ſo, Huſſy? 

Prim. They'll ſay you don't know what you talk. 

Sir Cred. They may ſay what they pleaſe, but I'll make her obey. 

Prim. You won't indeed. 

Sir Cred. Hey-day! this is pleaſant enough! I ſhan't diſpoſe of my own 
| Daughter as I pleaſe! 

Prim. No, I tell you. 

Sir Cred. Who ſhall hinder me, Huffy | 

Prim. Your ſelf, Sir; you won't have the Heart to do it; your fatherly 
Tenderneſs won't let you. 

Sir Cred. Don't let her depend upon that. 

Prim. Ah! dear Sir; Tis but her ſhedding a few mollifying Tears, 
throwing her pretty Arms about your Neck, a dear Papa, with a Sigh, a 
Sob, and a Kiſs and the Buſineſs is done. 

Sir Cred, I tell you I'm not to be mov'd. 

Prim. Lack-a-day! don't I know you; you are naturally good-humour'd ? 

Sir Cred. I'm not -humour'd, I'm ill-humour'd when I have a mind 
to't, and 

Prim. Softly, ſoftly, Sir; you are ſick, and ſhould not be in a Paſſion, 

Sir Cred. I command her abſolutely to prepare to take the Husband I de- 
ſign for her. 

Prim, And I abſolutely forbid her to do any ſuch thing. 
Sir Cred. Why you inſolent Baggage, I'll cane you heartily. 
[Running after her. 
Prim. Tis my Duty to oppoſe a thing that would make you ridiculous. 
Running from him, 
Sir Cred. Come hither, come hither ; I'll teach you to prate, 
| | Running round the Chair with his Cane in his Hand. 
Prim. No, ſhe ſhan't marry this Squire Headpiece ; ſhe was never made 
for a Corniſh Hug. 

Sir Cred. Belina, hold that Jade for me. 

Cc Belina, 


i 
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Belina. Dear Sir, don't diſorder your ſelf, you'll increaſe your Ilinefs. 
Sir Cred. If you don't hold her, I'll not give you my Bleſſing. 
Prim. And I'll diſinherit Her, if ſhe does, 
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! I can hold no longer I ſhall faint, T ſhall die. 


[Throwing himſelf into his Eafy-C bai r. 


Enter Lady HIPPISH. 
Ah! my Dear ; come hither, come hither. 
Laay Hip. What ails my poor Dear ? 
Sir Cred. Ah! my Love, come hither and help me. 
Lady Hip. What's the matter, my dear Child ? 
Sir Cred, Love? 
Lady Hip, Well, my Love. | 
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! they have been teizing a poor infitm and weakly 
Creature here, out of the ſmall matter of Life and Spirits he has left. 
Lady Hip. Alas! my poor dear Chucky; and how pray, my Dove? 
Sir Cred. Vour Jade, Primroſe, is grown more impudent than ever. 
Lady Hip. Don't put your ſelf into a Paſſion, my Life. 
Sir Cred. She has made me mad, my Dear. 
Lady Hip. Softly, my Child. 
Sir Cred. She has been contradicting me this Hour about things that=—— 
Lady Hip. So, ſo, ſoftly, ſoftly. 


Sir Cred. And has had the Impudence to tell me that Tm not TRAN 
when you know, my Heart, how it is with me. 

Lady Hip. Yes, my Heart, I know that you are very ſick and weak. 

Sir Cred. That Jade will Kill me ; ſhe's the Cauſe of all the Choler I 
breed; and I have deſired, I know not how often, that ſhe 23 be turn d 
away. 

Lady Hip. Alas! Child, there are no Servants but have their Faults ; we 
muſt endure their bad Qualities that we may have the Uſe of their good 
ones, Primroſe, come here; What's the Reaſon that you put your Maſter 
in ſuch a Paſſion? 


Prim. I Madam! alas! I don't know what you mean; I'm ſure I think 
of nothing but to pleaſe him. 


Sir Cred. Ay, my Dear, doſt thou believe her? She's a diſſembling Devil, 
ſhe has ſaid a thouſand inſolent things to me. 

Lady Hip. I believe you, my Soul; but compoſe your ſelf a little, Hark'e, 
Primroſe, if you ever provoke your Maſter thus : again, I'll turn you out of 
Doors. Here, give me his Fur Gown and his Pillows, that I may ſet him 
eaſy in his Chair, You fit I don't know how. Pull your Nightcap well 


over your Ears. There's nothing gives People cold ſo much as letting the 
Wind in at their Ears, Str 
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Sir Cred. Ay, my Love; I'm greatly oblig'd to you for the Care you take 
of 3 
Lady Hip. Raiſe your ſelf a little, that I may put this under you. 
[ Adjuſting the Pillows.) Let me put one to ſupport you on this Side, 
and one on t'other This behind your Back, and this to ſupport your 
Head. 
Prim. And this to comfort your Brains a little, 
[ Clapping à Pillow bard on his Head. 

Sir Cred. Thou Fury would'ſt thou ſtifle me ? 

[Getting up in a Paſſion, throwing the Pillows at her, and driving 
her out of the Room. 

Lody Hip. Hold, hold, what's the Matter now ? 

Sir Cred. Ay, my Love: you don't know the Malice of that Wretch, ſhe 
has quite put me beſide my ſelf; and 'tis more than a Dozen Juleps can do 
to recover me. Oh!] Oh! Tm faint! I die! [Sinking in his Chair. 

Lady Hip. There, there, my Jewel, compoſe your ſelf a little. 

Sir Cred. My Sweeting, you are the only Comfort I have ; and that I 
may make ſome Requital for all this Goodneſs, I'm determin'd, = Heart, 
as I told you before, to make my Will. 

Lady Hip. O my Precious! let's not talk on't I intreat you; I can't ſup- 
port the Thoughts of it: the very Name of Will makes me leap for 
Grief. 

Sir Cred. 1 deſired you would ſpeak to your Attorney about. it. 

ULaqh Hip. Why——why——-l can't ſpeak to him about it; twould cut 

me to the Heart to mention any ſuch thing But—but you might have been 
diſpleas'd perhaps, and diſcompos'd, if I had not in ſome way complied with 
your Requeſt; ſo— ſo I have ſent for him; and then you may ſpeak to him 
your ſelf, my Joy——O! here he comes, 


Enter CRANNY. 


Sir Cred. Come in, Mr. Cranny, come in. Take a Chair, if you pleaſe: 
My Wife has told me, Sir, that you are a very honeſt Man, and one of her 
ee Friends; and I have order'd her to ſpeak to you about making my 

ill 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Love, when one's ſo fond of a Husband, as I am 
of my Jewel, one's but in a poor Condition to think of ſuch things. 

Sir Cred. Be pleaſed, Sir, to inform me by what Method I may cut off 
my Children, and leave all to my Wife. II have conſulted Counſel about 
it, but they 

Cranny. The worſt Perſons you could have gone to: They are generally 
mighty rigid in theſe Points, and are for keeping cloſe to the Letter of the 

GEES Law, 
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Law. Your Attorneys are the only People to have recourſe to in ſuch Caſes. 
We are always provided with expedients to paſs gently over the Law, and 
make that legal which is not juſt; we know how to ſmooth the Difficulties 
of an Affair; and ſtudy the Law for no other purpoſe, but to elude it. 
Without this, alas! where ſhould we be? If we were not to make uſe of a 
little Dexterity now and then, our Profeſſion would not be worth a Groat. 

Sir Cred. Why truly, my Wife told me, Sir, that you was a very ingeni- 
ous honeſt Man. 

Cranny. Ay, ay, Sir, I am acquainted with the Back-Door of the Law; 
I know the By-ways there are of leading a Conſcience ; leave it to me, and 
I'll diſpoſe Matters for you, any way you'd have em. 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Dear, don't torment your ſelf any more about it, 
If you ſhould be taken away, my Child, I'll no longer ſtay in this bad World. 

Sir Cred. My poor Dear! 

Lady Hip. Life will be nothing worth to me then. 

Sir Gel My Soul! 

Lady Hip. I'll follow thee to let thee ſee the Tenderneſs I have for thee, 

[Wiping her Eyes. 

Sir Cred. My Dove, thou breakeſt my Heart. Pr'ythee be comforted. 

Cranny. Theſe Tears are unſeaſonable, Madam; things are not yet come 
to that. 

Sir Cred. All that grieves me if I die, my Joy, is that I never had a Child 
by thee Dr. Mummy promis'd me that I ſhould have one. 

Lady Hip. Oh! 

Sir Cred. Come, Mr. Cranny, let us proceed to Buſineſs. But by way of 
Precaution, my Love, I'll put into your Hands Five Thouſand Guineas, and 
. as much more in Notes, which I have hid behind the Wainſcot. 

Lady Hip. Oh! Oh! I'll have nothing to do with them. All the Goods 
in the World are nothing to me in compariſon of thee, my Love. —How 
much didſt thou ſay there was hid behind the Wainſcot? 

Sir Cred. Five Thouſand Guineas, my Life. ; 

Lady Hip. Oh! don't talk to me about Money, I beſeech you — How 
much in Notes didſt thou ſay, my Soul? 

Sir Cred. As much more, my Precious. But come, let us go into my little 
Cloſet, and there we'll ſettle every thing. Come, my Love, pr'ythee ſupport me. 

Lady Hip. Come then, my poor little dear Child, [ Exeunt. 


Enter BELINA, follow'd by PRIMROSE. 


Prim. 1 tell you, I'll have nothing more to ſay to you. What, ſtand 
as it you had loſt your Tongue! and hear ſuch a foolith Propoſal, without 
making any Anſwer! Muſt I be obliged to play your Part for you? 


Be l, ina. 
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Belina. What could I have ſaid, Primroſe, when I found him ſo abſolute ? 

Prim. Said! That you was to marry for your ſelf, and not for him; 
that you being principally concerned, your Inclinations ought to be princi- 
pally conſulted; and that if he was ſo fond of his Headprece, he might mar- 
ry him himſelf. 

Belina. A Father has ſo much Power over one, that I could not ſay a 
Word. 

Prim. Nay, you was in the right of it; I ſee you have a mind to be Mr. 
Headjpiece's, and why ſhould I oppoſe your Inclinations, I was much in 
the wrong, now I think better of it; the Match will be very advantageous 
to be ſure. Madam H adprece is a genteel Name, and the Land's End a fine 
Place to live at, that's certain. 

Belina. Pray, Primroſe, give over this Talk, and T'll do whatever you'll 
have me. 

Prim. No, a Daughter muſt obey her Father; and indeed I know no- 
thing you have to complain of; you'll be but too happy with ſuch a 


Husband. 
Belina. You kill me, Primroſe; you ought rather to give me your Advice. 


Prim. I'm your Servant for that No, no, the Affair muſt go on. 

Belina. Dear Girl! 

Prim. No. Headpiece is your Man, and have him you ſhall, 

Belina. Pray, Primroſe——You know I always confided in you. 

Prim. No, no, you ſhall be Headpiec'd. 

Belina, Well, ſince I can't move you, henceforth leave me to my Deſpair; 
I ſhall find a Remedy againſt this Match. 

Prim. Why, what's your Deſign then? 

Belina. To kill my ſelf if I am forc'd to it. 

Prim. The Remedy's certainly wonderful Bleſs me! how I hate to 
hear People talk at ſuch a rate! 

Belina. Take Pity on me then, Primroſe, and lend me your helping Hand 
in the Affair. 

Prim. Well, I am a compaſſionate Fool, and can't forbear aſſiſting you, 
I find that. But let me tell you, I fear there's another ſcurvy Buſineſs on 
the Carpet; they are got together yonder, with a Rogue of an Attorney, 
and I heard 'em talk ſomething about a Will: Your Mother-in-law is not 
idle ; ſhe's certainly putting your Father upon ſomething againſt your Intereſt, 

B-lina. Let him diſpoſe of my Fortune, as he thinks proper, provided 
he'll leave my Heart at command, Thou ſeeſt, Primroſe, the violent Deſigns 
they have againſt me, and if thou ſhould'ſt abandon me in this Extre- 
mity 

Prim. Abandon you! I'll die firſt, However, that I may be able to ſerve 

you 
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you the more effectually, Iintend to change my Battery, diſguiſe my Aﬀec- 
tion for you, and counterfeit a Compliance with their Opinions. 

Belina. But be ſure you ſome way or other give Beaumont Advice of this 
Match that's on foot. 

Prim. I muſt employ your Uncle, Mr. Heartly, in that Affair; He's a 
great Crony of your Galant's, and loves you as much as he hates my Lady. 
Our next Buſineſs muſt be to make your Father fall out with his Doctor, 
ſo as to break off this Treaty with his Nephew. 

Belina. That I doubt, Primroſe, will be too great a Difficulty for all thy 
Wit and Cunning to maſter. 

Prim, And what's as difficult as that, we muſt put him out of conceit 
with his Wife too, that ſhe mayn't be able to break off our Treaty with 
Beaumont; and then 

Belina. And what then? | 

Prim. Why then it ſhall have its nown dear Love to it ſelf, Ha, ha, hal 
Well, ſure if People knew beforehand the Plague of being in Love, they 
would be choaked before they'd have any thing to do with it. Pray, Madam, 
is there moſt of the Sweet or the Bitter in that ſame Paſſion? 

Belina. Don't you remember, Primroſe, what our laſt new Song ſays on 
that Subject? 

Prim. True Come let's have it then to chear up our Spirits, and fit 
us for the crabbed Buſineſs we have to go thro”, 

Belina, With all my Heart. 


A DIALOGUE $ONG, 


Belina. Tell me, Chloe, is Love Foy or Pain in the Breaſt? 
Prim. Nay, do you tell me, Phillis, for you can tell beſt. 

Belina. I have heard Cupid's Arrows dire Venom impart. 

Prim. And I, a ſweet Tranſport that thrills thro' the Heart. 
Belina. What Way ſhall we take this Diſpute to decide? 

Prim. What Clue in this Labyrinth chooſe for our Guide? 

Both, Why, let's both love, my Dear, and we quickly ſhall find, 
If the God gives moſt Anguiſh or Foy to the Mind. 


| Belina, Gay Florimel /oudly proclaims that Love's ſweet ; 

Prim. But Celia's ſad Silence betrays the Deceit. 

Belina. If the God to his Followers gives ſo much Pain, 
Why are any ſuch Fools as to ſuffer his Chain? 

Prim. ut if the ſoft Conqueſt yields nothing but Joy, 
Pr'ythee who would rejiſt the dear amorous Boy? 
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C Then let us no longer unwiſely decline 
Both. So gentle a Yoke, and a Flame ſo divine : 
But let Sighs and ſoft Ardors our Moments employ, 
For i, Love has ſome Torture, it ftill bas more Fey. 
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BEAUMONT fetus. 


a MAN, I find, can't lie under a greater Misfortune, than 

a having the Reputation of being a Wit or a Favourite; it 
WM makes him always ſurrounded with Fools and Scoundrels, and 
his Intereſt at Court gives him an Opportunity of doing every 
Body's Buſineſs but his own. This whole Morning, my dear 
Belina, have I been forc'd to throw away upon a Parcel of 
impertinent Puppies ; which ſhould have been employ'd in ſoliciting your 
Father's Conſent —But=—rmy Hat and Sword there. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman 
Beau. Sdeath, Sir, I'm not at home Il ſee no body 


Enter Poet. 


Poet. I beg pardon, Sir, for this Intruſion; this is not a proper Hour to 
wait on you I muſt confeſs, the Morning is the fitteſt Time to perform that 
Duty ; but, I find, Sir, 'tis not eaſy to come at you, unleſs by Surpriſe ; 
for you are always either afleep or abroad at leaſt your People are pleay'd 
to tell me ſo. 

Beau. Sir, have you any thing particular to ſay to me? 

" Poet. I came, Sir, to pay my Reſpects to yu Excuſe, Sir, the 

Boldneſs that inſpires me i. 
Beau. Dear Sir, without any Ceremony be pleay'd to inform me what 
you would have with me. | 
Poet. As the Rank, Wit, and Generoſity, which you are every where 
famous for —— i 
Beau, 
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Beau. Yes, I am very famous ſo let that Fa 5 | 
Poet, "Tis an extreme Pain, Sir, to a Man of Modeſty, to be obliged to 
put himſelf forward, and acquaint People what he is. One ought always 
to be introduc'd to the Great by thoſe who could give ſome Account of one's 
Character and Talents, and make one's little Merit ſeriouſly conſider'd: For 
my part, Sir, I ſhould have been glad if ſome Perſon of Taſte and Under- 

ſtanding had told you what I am. 


Beau. O Sir! that's viſible in your Dreſs and Behaviour; you are a Poet I 
preſume, Sir. 

Poet. Yes, Sir, I am a Poet; but not a common Poet, let me tell you, 
Sir; I'm none of your Operatical, Farcical, Sing- ſong Scriblers; none of 
your little pitiful Rhymemongers, that peſter the Town with occaſional 
Poems, and live themſelves by writing Elegies on the Dead. No, Sir; I 
am, in the genuine and ſublime Senſe of the Term, a Dramatick Poet. 

Beau. Um you are a Writer of Tragedy then. 

Poet. True, Sir.— Ves, I wear the Buskin, and to ſome purpoſe, as you'll 
find, if you'll permit me to read you a Portion of my Piece. Here's a 
Scene, Sir, will make you melancholy for a F ortnight; my Grandmother 
has cry'd at it many a time. 

Beau. 1 don't queſtion, Sir, but 'tis extremely tragical ; however, you'll 
excuſe me at preſent, I'm a little in haſte, and—— 

Poet, But, Sir, as I was ſaying before, Sir — you being a Perſon of 
Rank, Generoſity, and Intereſt in the Drawing-Room, a few Tickets, Sir— 
a very few, Sir—lie in your Pocket, Sir. 

Beau. Enough, enough, Sir; my Pockets won 't hold ſo many. Very 
well, I ſhall take care——to return them clean as they came. [Afde. 

Poet. [To Beaumont's Servant.) Sir, be pleas'd to accept of a Ticket to 
| ſee my Piece. To Beaumont.] In ſhort, Sir, there's ſo much Traſh daily 
brought upon the Stage, that a good Thing is ſtifled, if not properly ſup- 
ported; I hope therefore, dear Sir, you'll prevail on your Friends to do my 
Piece Juſtice, Sir—and lo, Sir, I'm your very humble obſequious Slave —I 
ſhall do you Juſtice, Sir, in my Dedication. [ Going, 

Beau. No, no, 'Slife ! hold, Sir, no Dedication to me, I charge you. 

Poet. O dear, Sir, that's your abundant Modeſty, Sir, but 

Beau. No, indeed, 'tis my Pride, Sir; and therefore at the Peril of your 
Play don't think on't, 

Poet. No, Sir! Why then let me ſee —— why then, ſuppoſe I was to 
write a Copy of Commendatory Verſes in your Name, and prefix to my 
Tra edy. 

Wh That would be more Scandal 3 t'other. Look you, Sir, you ſhall 
make uſe of my Intereſt only on condition that you make no uſe of my Name. 


Poet, 
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Poet. Lack-a-day! Sir, you'd have no reaſon to repent of permitting your 
Name to be prefix'd to my Piece, it will be follow'd by the whole World, I 
aſſure you, Sir; and I ſhall make at leaſt a Thouſand Pounds of it. 

Beau. So much the better, Sir. But-- 

Poet. But Sir—if you could lend me a couple of Pieces for the preſent— 
you may repay yourſelf, you know, Sir. out of my Tickets. 

Beau. With all my Heart, Sir and glad to get rid of thee at ſo 


cheap a rate. [ Aide. 
Poet. Sir, I'm your moſt obedient, moſt ſubmiſſive, and moſt devoted 
humble Servant. Exit. 


Beau. How ſupple this buskin'd Thunder-monger is; at another Time J 
ſhould have diverted myſelf with the Fool, but no W 


Aner HE ARILY. 


Dear Heartly! J am as glad to ſee thee, as to get rid of the Coxcomb that's 
juſt gone out. 

Heart. To find you at home at this time o' Day, is no ſmall Miracle, 
Ned; as 'tis no ſmall Happineſs to find you alone at any time. 

Beau. Troth, Sir, I'm very ſorry you do find me at home, tis much 
againſt either Inclination or Intention ; but I have been hemm'd in with 
ſuch Shoals of impertinent Raſcals | 

Heart. Heark ye, Sir, don't you pretend to have ſome Affection for my 
Niece ? 

Beau. Yes, Sir, and hadn't I heen maliciouſly detain'd, I ſhould have 
prov'd it ſomething more than a pretended Affection, by applying to your 
Brother for his Approbation. 

Heart, Why then, Sir, I deſire that from this W you will look upon 
thoſe impertinent Raſcals, as you call em, to have been the beſt Friends you 


ever met with. 


Beau. Why ſo, pr'ythee ? 
Heart. Becauſe if you had gone to make the Propoſal you talk of, or I 


had fail'd finding you here, Belina had been irrecoverably loſt But there's 
no Time to be ſpent in talking : In ſhort, Sir Credulous has fix'd on a Huſ- 
band for his Daughter, and is determin'd to marry her this very Evening. 

Beau. Confuſion! to whom ? This Evening ! impoſſible! 

Heart, To a Corniſh Squire, one Headpiece, a very great Fool, with a 
very great Eſtate, Nephew to Doctor Mummy his Phyſician, who has made 
up this Match, it ſeems, and brought his Squire from the Laud's End to 
conſummate, 

Beau. 'Slife, Heartly ! what's to be done ? Can't you prevent, at leaſt de- 


fer this prepoſterous Buſineſs? Your Intereſt with your Brother 
D d Heart. 
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Heart. Will do nothing at all, I fear. A Man that's rode by his Doctor, 
muſt go as he ſpurs. Beſides, he's naturally poſitive, and is ſo bent on this 
Project, that his Daughter's oppoſing it in favour of you, was ks Cauſe of 
his reſolving to have it executed this Evening. 

Beau. This Squire Headpiece is in Town then? 

Heart. Juſt arrived. I luckily ſaw him as he enter'd the Inn, and gueſſing 
at him by his Equipage, had the Curioſity to follow him, and make a few Ob- 
ſervations on him as he was cating his Afternoon's Luncheon in the Kitchen. 
As for his Figure, you may have an Opportunity of ſeeing him in puris 
Naturalibus ; and the Fancy of his Dreſs you'll find every way anſwerable. 
Then for his Wit, I could ſee nothing at all of it; tis ſo cloſe ſhut up in 
his incommunicable Skull, that his Tongue is never a Jot the wiſer for't. 


So that if your Brains can invent any Stratagem to ſnare him with, his won't 
be able to find the way of oppoſing it. 


Beau. Say'ſt thou So, Heartly ? 

Heart. If I have any Skill in Men | | 

Beau. Why, that's ſome Comfort. I'll warrant thee we find ſome Trick 
or other to trap the Woodcock. 

Heart. But you muſt be ſpeedy then, and ſet about him before 'tis nn 
that he's in Town, | 
Beau. Come, ſhew me quickly where he's hous'd, and Tl tell you as we 
go what way I've hit on to diſpoſe of him at preſent; While I'm engag'd 
there, I muſt depend on you, dear Heartly, to do what you can for me with 
your Brother, and to contrive ſome way of letting me fee Belina, that we 

may conſult together on this Exigency. 

Heart. That Particular I muſt leave to her Maid Primroſe; tis a crafty 
Gipſy, and will be a uſeful Inſtrument in this Buſineſs. 

Beau. She ſhall not want Encouragement. But now to Aion. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Square. 


Enter HEAPIECE and his Man JOSEPH. 


Head. [Turning back to ſome People who ſeem to follow him and laugh 
at him.) Hey-day| what's here to do? What would they be at? A 
Murrain take the fooliſh Town, and all the Fools that live in't. Can't a 


Man walk the Street without having a Pack of Simpletons ſtaring and 
gigling at him? 


Je. Why, what the Deauce can theſe Volk vind to laugh at now in my 
Maiſter ? 


Head, True, Jo. 
9, 


The Doftor the Diſeaſe. 211 


Fo. There's noathing ridiculous zure in his Worſhip ! 

Head. Right——am I crooked ? am I hump-back'd ? 

Fo. T'facks! you ha need of better Monners here; his Worſhip is hugely 
reſpected i in the Weſt. 

Head. Why true, Jo; S' bud, we do em too much Honour to come into 
their City. 

Foſ. My Maiſter is not a Mon to be jok'd upon. 

Head. No indeed. | 

Fof. Odzooks ! the next that ſhews his Teeth, I'll fairly knock em down 
his Throat, | 

Head. Well ſaid, Fo. 


Enter BEAUMONT and HEARTLY, bebind. 


Beau. This is our Chap then? 

Heart. The ſame. 

Beau. And a pretty Stick of Logwood it looks like. 

| Heart, Go to work upon it then, whilſt I prepare Matters a little at home. 
[Exit Heartly. 

Beau. [ Making up to Headpiece, and pretending to know him.) Hah! who 
do I ſee? Squire Headpiece ! Sir, I'm you very humble Servant; I'm ſorry 
to ſee a Perſon of your Appearance, Sir, fo ſcurvily receiv d; and I ask 
your Pardon in behalf of the Town. 

Head. Sir, I'm your Servant, ——Mayhap then, Sir, you may be of Kin 
to my Lord-Mayor. 

Beau. Bleſs me, Sir! is't poſlible that you ſhould not know me ? Can five 
or ſix Years Abſence make you forget the beſt Friend to the Family of the 
Headpieces? 

Head. I beg Pardon, Sir. 8 bud! I don't know him. [ Afge. 

Beau, There's not a Headpiece in Cornwal but I know em, from the 
higheſt to the loweſt ; I viſited no body elſe all the time I was at the Land: 
End, and had the Honour of ſeeing you, Sir, almoſt every Day. 

Head. The Honour was mine, Sir. 

Beau, Can't you recolle& my Face ? 

Head, Oh !-—Oh!-—I don't know him, Fo. [ Afide. 

Beau. Don't you remember I had the Pleaſure of drinking with you at 
our jolly Landlady's at Penſanze ? What was her Name? 

Head. Dame Blouze. 


Beau. Ay, ay, the ſame.— Ah! we hum'd it off, half Seas over, I'faith— 


Don't you remember me yet ? 
Head. Yes, yes, I remember you now. Ihe Duce take me if I do 


tho”, IAac. 
Dd 2 Beau. 
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Beau. My dear Friend, let us embrace chen, and renew the Ties of our 
former Friendſhip. 

of. Odd, Maiſter, this Gentleman loves your Worſhip mightily. 
Beau. Come, let us have ſome News of our Friends. How does the good 

Gentleman your he that the honeſteſt Man in the World? * | 

Head. My Brother the Counſellor you mean. 
Beau. Ay, the ſame. 
Head. Well and luſty, as jolly and 4 as ever. 


Beau. I'm ſincerely glad of it. — And your Uncle, how does he do? 
Head. Sir, I have no Uncle; I have only an Aunt. 


Beau. Your Aunt, I mean——a good Woman as ever liv d; ſo pious A h 
devout ! 

Head. Ah! ſhe has been dead this long while; and my Couſin the Vicar 
has been nigh his Departure too, with a Brandy-Fever, as we call it. 

Beau. That's a Pity ; he was a brave, jolly 

Head. No, no, not jolly. 

Beau. Well made, I would ſay. S'life I have ſmok'd many a Score good 
Pipes with him. He was Vicar of ——what d'ye call it 

Head. St. Stephens. 

Beau, Right, right, St. Stephens. 

Head. He names all the whole Family, you find, Fo. 

Yo/. He knows your Worſhip better than you think for, 17 

Beau. Well, Sir, as 'tis plain we're old Acquaintance, I hope you'll make 
my Houſe your Home, while you continue in Town. 

Head. Sir, I'm your Servant but I— 

Beau. Not a Word, I beſeech you; I inſiſt upon it. 

7% Why, zince the Gentleman zeems ſo zet upon't, e'en vrankly ac- 
cept of his Kindneſs, Maiſter. 
Beau. Where's your Baggage? I'll ſend my Servants. 
Richard ! Thomas ! 

Head. No, no, I forewarn'd the Inn-keeper not to let them go till I call'd 
for em my ſelf, for fear of ſome Roguery in this waundy Town, you know. 

Beau, Twas prudently caution'd Well, Sir, I ſhall only give a few ne- 
ceſſary Orders, and then expect you at that corner Houſe yonder. 

Je. We'll be wi'ye out o Hond, Sir, 

Head, This is an Acquaintance I did not dream of, 

Je Why fecks, Maiſter, no more did not I, but a alk like a mighty 
honeſt Centlemon. [Exe unt Headpiece and Joſeph. 

Beau. Vtaith, Squire Headpic ce, we hall ſhew you ſomething of the 
Town very quickly ur ſhall not be wanting in our Civilities to you. 


—— —— |) — 


Here 2 / 


Faber 
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Enter GALLEYPOT, 
Oh, Sir! I believe you are the Doctor I ſent to ſpeak with, Don't you live 


at yon corner Houle? | 

Gall. No, Sir, I have not the Honour to be a Doctor, I'm only his Apo- 
thecary; an unworthy Apothecary, at your Service, Sir. 

Beau. Isn't the Doctor at home then? 

Gall. Yes, Sir, he's a little buſy at preſent, diſpatching : a few Patients, 
but will be ready to wait on you inttantaneouſly, | 

Beau, J want to put a certain Relation of mine into his Hands, who la- 
bours under a melancholy Indiſpoſition, which we would willingly have him 
cur'd of before he were married. 

Gall. O' my Word, Sir, you could not have apply'd to a more able Phy- 
ſician; he's a Man that underſtands the Fundamentals of his Art, the 
whole Chriſtcroſs-Row of Phyſick then he does every thing by Form 
and Method ; he'd ſooner let a Patient die than cure him with any other 
Medicine than the College preſcribes, 

Beau. That's very right; a Patient ſhould not deſire to be cur'd, if 'tis 
not agreeable to the College. 

Gall. O Sir! there's a Pleaſure in being his Patient, and I'd rather die of 
his Phyſick, than be cur'd of another's; for come what will, you are ſure that 
things have gone on methodically ; and that if you die under his Directions, 
your Heirs could not poſlibly have any thing to find fault with. 

Beau, Why, that's a great Comfort to a dead Man, 

Gall. Then he's not a Man like ſome, who makes the moſt of Diſeaſes 
he's expeditious, very expeditious ; and if his Patients are to die, 'tis over 
with them in a Trice, But, Sir, I hope you don't think that I ſay this out 
of any Principle of Intereſt; or that I recommend him for a Do&tor, becauſe 
he recommends me for an Apothecary ; not in the leaſt, upon my Credit, 
Sir; but if you pleaſe to ſtep to him, Sir, you'll be bitter convinc'd. 

Beau. Sir, your Servant, I'll wait on you. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. A Room in the Doctor's Houſe. 
Enter Doctor MUMMY, follow'd by a Countryman, and Countrywoman. 


Countryman. Zir, my Father can hold it no longer, his Head rages at the 
moſt grievous r: et 
Mummy. The Patient's a Fool; the Diſtemper, according to Galen, does 
not lic in his Head, bit in his Spleen. 
Countryman. Howſomever that may be, Zir, I'm zure a has a violent 
Purging upon him. 
Mummy. 
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Mummy. Good, that's a ſign his Body's open. Well, TIl viſit him 
in two or three Days time, but if he ſhould die before, be ſure you ſend 
me word of it, for tis not proper that a Phyſician ſhould viſit the Dead. 

[Exit Countryman. 

Countrywoman. What ſhall I do, Maiſter? my poor Husband grows worſe 
and worſe, 

Mummy. That's not my Fault, good Woman, I give him Medicines, why 
won't he be cur'd? why won't he be cur'd? How often has he been blooded? 

Countrywoman. Fifteen times, Zir, within this Fortnight. 

Mummy. Fifteen times blooded within this * 

Countrywoman, Yes. | 

Mummy. And doesn't he mend ? 

Countrywoman. No, Sir, 

Mummy. Um— that's a ſign his Diſtemper is not in his Blood; we'll 
purge him as many times ; 'to ſee if 'tis not in his Humours; and at laſt, 
if nothing will do————why, we'll ſend him to the Bath. 

[Exit Countrywoman. 


Enter BEAUMONT and GALLEYPOT. 


Mummy. Mr, Galleypot, your Servant. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 


; | [Jo Beaumont. 
Beau, I have a Relation, Sir, a little diſorder'd in Mind, whom I would 


be glad to lodge in your Houle, that he might be the more convenicatly 
cur'd, and with the greater Secrecy. 


Mummy. I ſhall take all the Care imaginable, Sir. 
Beau. I defire above all that you'll not let him eſcape, for he will often 


be endeavouring at it. 


Gall. Oh! you may truſt Dr. Mummy for that, Sir; tisn't an eaſy matter 
to get out of his Hands. 


Beau. [ Afide.) Dr. Mummy! Tm thunderſtruck! why this is his Uncle; 
here's a fine Trick of Fortune, truly We are all blown up i' faith. 
Pray, Sir, is your name Mummy? 

Mummy. Dr. Mummy, at your Service, Sir, 

Beau. And is not one Squire Headpiece of Penſanze, in the County of 
Cornwal, your Nephew ? 

Mummy. He is, Sir, and I expect him in Town this very Evening, to con- 
ſummate a Match which I have concluded for him ? | 

Beau. So!\——Pray, Sir, what Sort of a Gentleman is he, for if I'm not 
decciv'd, I had once ſome Acquaintance with him. 

Mummy. In bona fide, Sir, | can't tell you; I have not ſeen him this 
Fifteen Year, and then he was but a mere Stripling. I don't in the leaſt ex- 
pect to know him when I ſce him. 


Beau. 
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Beau. So much the better, troth; it may do yet then, for a little while: 
[Afde.]——O! here comes the Gentleman I ſpoke to you of. But take 
care your Name is not mention'd before him, for if he knows you are a 
Phyſician, we ſhan't get him to ſtay. And another Caution I muſt give 
you, never to ask his Name neither, for it throws him into ſuch violent 
Diſorders, that he may do you ſome Miſchief. | 

Mummy. 1 ſhall regularly obſerve all Precautions, Sir; and it fortunately 
falls out, that I have an ancient Friend of the Faculty within, with whom 
I ſhall be glad to conſult on this Diſtemper. 


Enter HEADPIECE. 


Beau. My dear Friend, I'm glad you're come; here's a little Buſineſs 
fallen out, which obliges me to leave you for to-night ; but I have appointed 
this Perſon to attend you, who has Orders to treat you in the beſt manner 

ſſible. | 
"Head This is his Steward, to be ſure; he's certainly ſome Lord or other. 

Mummy. You may be affur'd, Sir, I ſhall treat the Gentleman methodi- 
cally, and with all the Nicety and Regularity of Art. 

Head. S'nigs, Sir! there's no Occaſion for ſo much Ceremony. I hope, 
Sir, you'll uſe me with all Freedom, 

Beau. I intend it, upon my Honour, Sir.,——l beg you'll pardon my In- 
civility in leaving you; but Buſineſs, Sir——and ſo your moſt obedient. 

| [Exit Beaumont. 

Head. You do me too much Honour, Sir.—Well, Mr. Steward, we'll 
take a Cruſt and a Bottle together, and then I'll een go look out my Uncle, 
and hear when this ſame Match is to be made up. 

Mummy. Tam very much honour'd, Sir, in being made choice of to ſerve you. 

Head. Your Servant, Sir. | 

Mummy. Brother Diaſcordium, will you walk this way? 


Enter DIASCORDIUM. 


Here's a learn'd Brother of the Faculty, with whom I ſhall conſult in what 
manner to treat you, Sir, 

Head. No Ceremony, Gentlemen, pray now. I'm one that am eaſily ſatisfied, 

Mummy. Chairs here. | 

Head. Theſe are ſorrowful kind of Domeſticks for a young Gentleman, tho”, 

Mummy. Come, Sir, take your Place, Sir. 

[The two Phyficians fit down on each fide of Headpiece, and 
take bold of his Hands to feel bis Pulſe. 

Head. Your very humble Servant. [Giving bis Hands.) What does this 

mean now? I ſuppoſe 'tis the Faſhion here, ld. 


Mummy. 
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Mummy. Do you eat well, Sir? 

Head. Yes, and drink better, | 

Diaſ. So much the worſe; that great Appetition of Frigid and Humid, 
is an Indication of Heat and Aridity within. Do you ſleep much? 

Head. Yes, when I have made a good Supper. 

Mummy. Do you dream? | 

Head. Sometimes. 

Diaſ. Of what Nature are thoſe Dreams! 

Head. Of the Nature of all Dreams, I think Sbud I'm in a Dream 
now, by what I can find. [ A/ide. 

| [All thro this Scene Headpiece looks with Amazement and Terror, 

; | fir/t on one Doctor, then on t'other. 

Mummy. Is your Body open, Sir? 

Head. Hoop, hoop! the Men are mad, I think my Body's empty, 
Sir, and I want a little Victuals and Drink, with your Leave. 

Diaſ. A little Patience, Sir, we are going to reaſon upon your Caſe, and 
then 
Head. Hoity, toity! there does not want much Reaſoning to cat a Bit. 

Mummy, As it ſo is, that no Malady can be cur'd, unleſs we are acquain- 
ted with it; and as we cannot be acquainted with it without eſtabliſhing an 
Idea of it, by Symptoms Diagnoſtick and Prognoſtick; permit me, my an- 
cient Friend and Brother, to obſerve, that our Patient here preſent is unfor- 
tunately affected, poſſeſs'd, and oppreſs'd with that ſort of Madneſs which 
we juſtly term Hypochondriack Melancholy; ſo call'd not only by the La- 
tins, but alſo by the Greeks, which is very neceſſary to be taken notice of 
in this Caſe, | 

Head. Sir! What! How! | 

Mummy. No Interruption, Sir, I crave, Now the Cauſe of this Diſtem- 
per lies chiefly in the Spleen; the Heat and Inflammation of which conveys 
to the Brain abundance of craſs and fuliginous Efiuvia, whoſe black and 
malignant Vapours obſcurify, mudify, and infeſt the Animal Spirits, and 
cauſe a Depravation of the Functions of the cogitant Faculty. And for 
an inconteſtable Symptom that our Patient here is tainted with that Diſtem- 
per, you may only obſerve that Sadneſs of Countenance with which he be- 
holds us; that Sorrowfulneſs of Face, accompanied with Fear and Diſtruſt; 
that hagged Phyſiognomy, and thoſe rolling Eyeballs: All this being pre- 


mis d, and taken for granted, let us proceed to the Remedies neceſſary to 
Curation. 


Head. Where am I! and what the Plague are they going to do to me ! 

Mummy. Good Sir, be ſilent, ———Firſt of all then, I'm of opinion that 
be ſhould be co; iouſly Phebo:omis'd, eſpecially in the Jaguar, where the 

| | | | Orifice 
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Orifice ought to be ſufficiently large; in the next Place, ſome potent Ca- 
tharticks may ſafely be adminiſter'd; and laſtly, an Emetick or two of the 
rougheſt kind may rationally take — — Brother. 

Dia/. Heaven forbid, Brother, that I ſhould add any thing to what you 
have ſaid. The Arguments you have us'd are ſo weighty and learned, that 
'tis impoſſible but his Diſtemper muſt be what you have pronounced; or 
if it were not, it muſt neceſſarily become ſo for the Beauty and Juſtneſs 
of your Ratiocination. Nothing therefore remains to be done by me, but 
to compliment the Gentleman upon being ſo happy as to be out of his Wits, 
that he may experience the Efficacy and Gentleneſs of your Medicines. 

Head. Gentlemen, tis an Hour ſince you began, and ſo long I have 
hearken'd to you; be pleas'd to ſatisfy me if you ben't acting a Comedy 
here ? 


Mummy. No, no, we are not in jeſt, No body ever found us ſo yet, 


nor is Phyſick a thing to be jeſted with. 
Head, What d'ye mean by all this then? And what the Duce would you 
be at with your Hognoſticks and Dognoſticks ? 

Mummy. Good, Injurious Language; this is a Symptom we wanted for a 
Confirmation of his Malady. This may turn to Phrenzy. 

Head. Who have they put me among here? 

Dia /. Another Diagnoſtick, frequent Soliloquy. 

Head. No more of this but let's be gone. 

Mummy. Another Inquietude to change Place. 

Head. In one Word, Friend, what's the Meaning of this Affair? What 
would you have of me? 

Mummy. We would make a Cure of you, as we were deſired to do. 

Head. Cure me! | 

Diaſ. Yes. 

Head. S'Death I an't ſick. 

Mummy. A bad Symptom——A Patient not to be ſenſible of his Illneſs. 
Look ye, Sir, we know how ye are, better than you do your ſelf; we are 
Phyficians that can ſee clearly into your Conſtitution, 

Head. If you are Phyficians, avant! I abominate all Doctors and . 
thecaries. | 

Mummy. Um!——- the Man's more mad than we imagin'd. 

Head. I never took ſo much as a ſingle Pill in my Life. My Father and 
Mother were o' the ſame Mind, and died both o'em without the help of 
a Doctor. 

Mummy. I don't wonder then they got ſuch a Fool of a Son. 

Head. No, no, the Family of the Headpieces had always more Senſe than 
to deal in Drugs. 
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Mummy. What do I hear! 

Diaſ. Brother Mummy, you have the Symptoms of Amazement upon you! 

Head. Who! Brother Mummy! this is not my Uncle, ſure! 

Mummy. Mercy o' me! is it my Couſin Headpiece that I have been treating 
as a Madman all this while? 

Head. Yes, Yes, tis your Couſin Headbiece indeed. 

Mummy. Nephew, I beg your Pardon ſincerely.— How did this come ? 
How did this happen? 

Head. Why, it happen'd that that pretended Friend of mine, who would 
needs ſcrape an Acquaintance with me, is a little, naſty, raſcally Dog, and 
brought me here on purpoſe to abuſe me. But with your Leave, Uncle, 
I'd rather tell you the Story over a Bottle, for I'm plaguy thirſty with being 
ſo horribly frightned. 

Mummy. This is aſtoniſhing, Brother Diaſcordium. It muſt certainly have 
been ſome Contrivance to balk the Match I have concluded for the Squire, 
with my Patient Sir Credulous Hipprſh's Daughter; but we'll probe it to the 
bottom, However, Nephew, for the preſent, be pleas'd to walk in and take 
ſome Repaſt; you ſhall repoſe in my Houſe to-night, and early in the 
Morning I'll introduce you to your Miſtreſs, and have the Nuptials ſolem- 
niz'd at once, 

Head. Ay, ay, Uncle, no Nuptials to-night, I beg of you. I have more 
Stomach for Repaſt and Repoſe, as you call 'em, 

Mummy, "Tis prudently ſaid, Nephew. T'll wait on you, Brother Dra/- 
cordium. Exeunt Mummy and Headpiece. 

Diaſ. In verity, I don't underſtand this Proceeding. It is by no means 
agreeable to Practice and Form, to let a Patient flip thro' one's Fingers at this 


rate, When once we get any one under our Regimen, we never fail either 
to kill him or cure him. 


When Skill we want to conquer the Diſeaſe, 
We're ſure by Death to give the Patient Eaſe: 
For Save, or Slay, this Privilege we claim, 
Tho' Credit ſuffers, {till the Fee's the ſame. 


ACT 
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ACT SCERTES 


SCENE, Part of the Square before Sir Credulous Hippiſh's 
Houſe. 


BEAUMONT and HEARTLY. 


BEAUMONT. 


k As ever ſo fair a Project ſo fooliſhly baffled? Had there 
77 been any Counterplot in the Caſe, or any Oppoſition on his 
X Part, it would not have vex'd one ſo much; but when the 
MA 1 fe Bl Booby perfectly prevented us in our Deſign, and jump'd into 
che Net before twas well ſpread for him, then to have all 
| blaſted by a ſcurvy Accident, to be outwitted by mere Chance, 
was inſupportable. | 
Heart. "Twas provoking enough. However, -it did not prove alto- 
gether in vain, we have gained another Day by it, which we muſt take. care 


to make uſe of. 


Beau. True; but did not you give me Hopes, Heartly, that I ſhould ſee 
the dear Girl? 


Heart. Yes, and there wants only a little of your own Dexterity to bring 
it about immediately. | 

Beau. How? which way? tell me quickly, dear Heartly. 

Heart, Why, my Brother you muſt know, ſuffers no Male Creature to 
come nigh her, but her Muſick-Maſter who teaches her to ſing, whom 
Primroſe has prevail'd on to ſend you as his Deputy, under Pretence of be- 
- ing ill himſelf, She's now waiting for you in the Hall, in order to give you 
your proper Credentials; and then you have nothing more to do than to 
be cautious how you play your Part, and to take great care that your Paſſion 
docs not run away with your Reaſon, 

Beau. Dear Heartly, thou beſt of Friends, let me embrace thee for this 
Goodneſs. | 

Heart, Nay, pr'ythee keep thy Raptures for thy Miſtreſs. Have your 
Wits about you a little at preſent, and let's go in and ſet to Buſineſs. 

Beau. With all my Heart-—-lcad the way then. [Exeunt, 


Ee 2 SCENE 
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J CENE II. Sir Credulous's Chamber. 


Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy order'd me every Morning to take twelve Turns in 
my Chamber ; but I profeſs I forgot if I was to take 'em the long way, or 
the broad way of the Room ; that was forgetting a material Point——Um— 
Um— What ſhall I do in this doubtful Caſe ?——lI believe I had beſt ev'n 
keep to my Chair till farther Orders, for the Doctor is. mighty rigid in theſe 
things; and if I ſhould take but one Turn more or leſs than he preſcrib'd, I 
ſhould be ſeverely reproy 'd A very punctual able honeſt Man in truth. 
I am mighty happy in a Phyſician, I muſt needs *. and have one that 
knows how to manage ine to a Hair. 


Enter PRIMROSE. 


Prim. Sir, there is 


Sir Cred. Speak ſoftly, you Slut, thou ſtun'ſt my very Brains; doſtn't 
conſider that ſick People are not to be bawl'd to at ſuch a rate? 
Prim. I came to tell you, Sir. 


Sir Cred. Speak ſoftly, I tell thee, 


Prim. Sir. [Whiſpering very low. 
Sir Cred. Hey! 
Prim. I came to tell you, Sir. [YWhiſpering. 


Sir Cred. Hey Speak a little louder, Huſſy. 
Prim, Here's one wants to ſpeak with you. 
Sir Cred. Let him come in. 


Enter BEAUMONT. 
Beau, Sifo—— 
Prim. Don't ſpeak ſo loud, you'll ſtun my Maſter's Brain, 


Beau. I'm glad, Sir, to find you out of Bed, and to ſee that you're ſo 
much better than you was. 


Prim, Better ! 'tis falſe, my Maſter's always ill. 


Beau. I beg pardon, I only judg'd from the Gentleman's LoOkS He 
looks very well. 

Prim. What do you mean with your Looks well ? He looks very ill; he 
never was worſe in his Life I tell you. 

Sir Cred. She's in the right. 


Prim. He walks, ſleeps, cats, and drinks indeed, like other Folks; but 


that does not hinder him from being very ill, 
Sir Cred. She ſays true. 
. I'm very ſorry for' t———I come, Sir, from Miſs Belina's Mu- 
fick- 
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ſick-Maſter; he was ſuddenly taken very ill, and has ſent me to practiſe over 
ſome Leſſons with the young Lady in his Abſence. | : 
Sir Cred. Very well —Call Belina. 
| Prim. I believe, Sir, 'twill be better to ſhew the Gentleman into her 
Chamber. | | 
Sir Cred. No, no, bid her come hither. 
Prim. He can't teach her as he ought to do unleſs they are alone, 
Sir Cred. Go call her hither, I tell thee, 
Prim. Why, Sir, you are not in a Condition to be diſturb'd at preſent, 
They'll only ſtun your Brains. : 
Str Cred. No, no, I love Muſick, and I ſhall be glad to hear my Daughter 
ſing. —O, here ſhe comes! Go you and ſee if my Lady's dreſt. [Exit Prim. 


Enter BELINA. 


Sir Cred. Come here, Child. Your Muſick-Maſter, it ſeems, is taken 
ill, and has ſent this Gentleman to teach you in his ſtead. 

Belina. 'Tis he indeed. [ Afide.] If the Gentleman, Sir, will be fo 
kind as to ſhew me what he'd have me do, I'll comply with his Inſtructions 
as well as I can. | | 

Beau. Charming Creature! [ Afde. —— My good Fortune would be ex- 
traordinary, Madam, if I could inform you of any thing that might be of 
the leaſt Advantage; and I'll ſpare no pain. 

Sir Cred. Very well, Sir, but will you be pleas d to let me hear my Daugh- 
ter ſing? 

Beau. I waited your Commands, Sir. I have juſt recollected the Scene 
of a little Opera, lately compos'd, which the Lady and I will ſing together. 
Here, Madam, is your Part. | 

Belina. My Part, Sir? 

Beau. Pray make no Difficulty, Madam, but permit me to inſtruct you 
in the Nature of the Scene we are going to ſing. I have a very indifferent 
Voice, but 'twill be ſufficient if I can make my ſelf underſtood ; Sir Cre- 
dulous will have the Goodneſs to pardon mex 

Sir Cred. Ay, ay; are the Verſes fine? | 

Beau. Tis a little Extempore Opera; ſo that what you hear ſung will be a 
kind of numerous Proſe, ſuch as the Paſſion and Exigency the two Perſons 
were in, inſpir'd em with oft-hand. 

Sir Cred. Very well, begin then. | 

Beau. The Subject of the Scene is this. A young Shepherd being de- 
bar'd the Sight of the Fair he ador'd, by the Confinement ſhe was under 
from the Moroſeneſs of a Father, the Violence of his Paſſion made him 
ſpecdily reſolve to apply for Conſent, which he obtain'd her Permiſſion to 


do; 
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do; but at the ſame time is inform'd that another Match was concluded on 
for his Charmer, and all things prepar'd to celebrate the Ceremony; thus 


ſtung with Anguiſh and Deſpair, he reſolves on a Stratagem to introduce 
himſelf into the Houſe of his Shepherdeſs, that he might learn from her 


own Mouth, Her Sentiments, and His Deſtiny. There he meets with Pre- 


parations for all that he fears. Judge you, Sir, judge you, Madam, what a 
cruel Stroke this muſt be to the Heart of our Shepherd. He caſts the moſt 


languiſhing Looks on the Beauty he adores, till the Tranſport of his Paſſion 
makes him break thro all Conſtraint, and addreſs her in this manner. LSings. 


DAL OGS UE SONG. 
Beau. Ob! Silvia, is too much to bear ; | 
Break cruel Silence, and reply ; 
Your Love, or your Diſdain declare; 
Say, muſt I live, or muſt I die? 
Belina, In this Extremity of Pain, 
When Looks and Sighs my Paſſion prove, 
To ſtrive to hide it is but vain, 
Ab Thyrfis! need T ſay I love? 


Beau. Ob / what tranſporting Words ] hear ! 
Once 'more, and all my Doubts remove : 
Ab Silvia, I but dreamt J fear. 
Belina. Yes, Thyrſis, I muſt own T love. 


Beau. A thouſand times thoſe Words repeat, 
Belina. Yes, Thyrſis, thee alone T love. 


Beau. Did ever Muſick ſound jo ſweet ! 
| Again. | 
Belina. — es, Thyrſis, thee I love. 


Belina. But, Shepherd, ſay, may I believe 
That you will ne er m Heart decrive? 
Beau. No, let Experience be the Teſt, 


: Which loves the longeſt und the beſt. 
Both Ts done and may the Powers above 
" 2-Blaſt thoſe who firſt prove falſe to Love. 
Sir red. And what ſays the Father to all this? 
Beau. Nothing at all. 

Sir Cred. Why then, let me tell yon, Sir, the Father was a Fool to bear 
with ſuch Impertinence, and ſay nothing. In ſhort, your Play is of very 
ill 
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ill Example. The Shepherd Thyr/is is an impertinent Coxcomb, and the 
Shepherdeſs Silvia a faucy Minx, to talk at that rate before her Father : — 
Let me ſee that Paper there? Heyday ! where are the Words you have 
been ſinging all this time? Here's nothing but Notes! 

Beau. Oh Sir——as for that they they have lately invented a way 
of writing down the Words in the Notes themſelves. 

Sir Cred. O! have they ſo? Your Servant for that, Si 


Enter PRIMROSE. 


Prim, Troth, Sir, I'm o' your Side now, and renounce all that I ſaid 
Yeſterday. Here's Squire Headþiece come with his Uncle to make you a 
Viſit. You'll have a charming Son-in-Law ! tis one of the genteeleſt wit- 
tieſt Mortals that ever was ſeen, He ſpoke but two Words, and they quite 
tranſported me. Oh! Madam, you'll be in love with him at once. 

Sir Cred. [To Beaumont, who is going.] Won't you ſtay and ſee the Gen- 
tleman that is to marry my Daughter, Sir? He's the Nephew of my Phy- 
fician, and a very wealthy Gentleman of Cornwal. 

Beau. My Company, Sir, mayn't be ſo proper at preſent ; ſo I'll wait in 
the Hall to give the young Lady another Leſſon when the Interview is over. 

[Exit Beaumont- 


Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir O! here they are. Come, put your 
ſelves in Order. | 


Enter Dr. MUMMY and HEADPIECE. 


Sir Cred. You'll excuſe me, Gentlemen, from uncovering my Head; you 
know the Conſequence, Sir, 'tis by your own Orders. 

Mum. We are in all our Viſits to conſult the Welfare of our Patients.— 
My Nephew and I, Sir, are come here to expreſs the Ecſtaſy we are in for 
the Favour you deſign us, of admitting us into your Alliance. 

Sir Cred. I receive the Honour you do me, Sir, with a great deal of Sa- 
tisfaction; and nothing which a poor ſick Man can do to return the Obliga- 
tion, ſhall be ever omitted. | 

Mum. Come, Nephew, advance, and make your Compliments. 

Head. Mutt not I begin with the Father? | 

Mum. Yes, | 

Head. 1 with I may remember all my Speeches. [ Afide.] —— Sir, I fa- 
lute, acknowledge, cheriſh, and revere you as a ſecond Father; but a Second 
Father to whom I may jultly ſay, that I'm more indebted than to the firſt : 
I was his Son by Necellity, but am yours by your own Free-will, And as 
much ſuperior as the Faculties of the Mind are to thoſe of the Body, ſo 
much more valuable do I eſtecm this future Filiation. 


Mum. 


2 24 | The Mother-in-Law ; or, 


Mum. My Nephew, Sir Credulous, has been at Oxford. 

Prim. Ay, Heavens bleſs him! he talks as if he had. 

Head. I think that was pretty well done, now. 

Mum. Optime ! to the Lady, to the Lady, 

Head. Madam, tis with much Juſtice that Heaven has beſtow'd on you 
the Name of Mother-in-Law—— 

Sir Cred. Hold, hold, Sir, that's not my Wife ; 'tis my Daughter you are 
talking to. 

Head. Say you ſo? Where's my Lady then ? 

Sir Cred. She'll wait on you preſently. 

Head. Shall I ſtay till ſhe come, Uncle ? 

Mum. No, no, make your Compliments to the young Lady firſt. 

Head. Madam, I feel my ſelf animated and enliven'd by the Sunſhine 
of your Beauty. Permit me therefore, Madam, at the Altar of your Charms, 
to make an Offering of my Heart, which aſpires to no other Glory than 
that of being your moſt humble, moſt obedient, and moſt faithful Servant, 
Slave and Husband. 

Sir Cred. Well, Madam, and what ſay you to this now? 

Belina. I ſay, Sir, that the Gentleman does Miracles. 

Prim. Ay, if he proves but as good a Lover as he is an Orator, and makes 
as handſom Preſents to me as he does Speeches to my Lady. —— He's a 
wonderful Galant, that's all. 

Sir Cred. My Eaſy-Chair here, quickly—and Chairs for the Company.— 
Sit you there, Daughter PT hear, Sir, how every body admires your 
Nephew. | 

Mun. Sir, 'tis not blcauſs he's my Nephew, but I think I may ſay that 
I've Reaſon to be ſatisfied with him; and all that ſee him ſpeak of him as 
a Perſon that has no Unluckineſs in I] He never indeed had ſuch a Live- 
lineſs of Imagination, or Readineſs of Wit, as may be obſerv'd in ſome Peo- 
ple; for which Reaſon I would have had his Father made him o' the Fa- 
culty. When he was little, he never was what they call Roguiſh or Wag- 
giſh, but was always cloſe, quiet, and taciturn, Twas with the utmoſt 
Difficulty they taught him to read, for he was nine Years old before he 
knew his Alphabet. Good, ſaid I to my ſelf, your Trees that grow the 
ſloweſt, bear the beſt Fruit; that Backwardneſs to comprehend, that Hea- 
vineſs of Imagination, are ſure Preſages of a future good Judgment. He 
was then ſent to the College, ſince which I have never ſeen him till laſt 
Night; but I find, to my Comfort, that he's turn'd out according to what 
he promis'd. 

Head. Yes, Madam, for you muſt know I'm a Juſtice of Peace in my 
own Country. 


Prim. 
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Prim. That's charming indeed, Madam. Why, you have met with a 
Benefit-Ticket here, truly What, to be the Juſtice's Lady, and be 
coach'd down to his Worſhip's Borough Town, which you'll find moſt fruit- 
ful in Aunts and Couſins, Then to be introduc'd into the Beau Monde, ard 
viſit the Bailiff's Lady and the Exciſeman's Wife, who will do you the Ho- 
nour of the Elbow-Chair, and Upper-end of the Table. Then at Chri/t- 
mas- time you'll have a Ball in his Worſhip's great free-ſtone Hall, accompa- 
ny'd with a fine Concert of a Dulcimer, a Baſs-Viol, and two Pair of Bag- 


Head. Ay, ay, ay, ay, ſhe'll want for no kind of Recreation for that 
matter, for we have the Players there too in the Summer-time, and the 
Merry- Andrews, and your Leatherdeman Folk. And ——— Whu ! let us 
alone for jovial Doings, I warrant ye, 

Prim. That's pure, III ſwear. There's no ing ſuch a Match, 
Madam. 

Sir Cred. But ſee, here comes my Wife. 


Enter Lady HIPPIS H. 
My Love, this is Dr. Mummy's Nephew. 
Head. Madam, tis with great Juſtice that Heaven has beſtow'd on you 
the Name of Mother-in-law, for by all Laws, both Divine and Human, 


you are 


Lady Hip. You are welcome to Town, Sir, and I'm glad we have the 
Honour of ſeeing you here, 

Head. Becauſe by all Laws, both Divine and "a Divine and 
Human, you are Madam, you interrupted me in the middle of my 
Speech, and made me quite forget what I had to ſay, 

Mummy. Reſerve it, Nephew, for another Opportunity, 

Sir Cred. I wiſh, my Life, you had been here juſt now. 

Prim. Ab, Madam! you don't know what you have loſt by not being 
here at the Second Father, the future Filiation, and the Offering up of the 
Heart. | 

Sir Cred. Come, Belins, give the Gentleman your Hand, and plight your 
Troth to him, 

Belina. Sir 

Sir Cred. Sir — dye mean by that? 

Belina. I beg, Sir, you won't think of hurry ing things at this rate; give 
us time at leaſt to know one another, and ſee if our Inclinations are mutual 
or nat. 

Head. Look e, Madam, for my Part, I've no Occaſion for waiting any 
longer, I'm ready, if you are and ſo let's ſee your Hand. 
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Belina. But I am not, Sir; your Merit, tho' tis very extraordinary, has 
not made ſufficient Impreſſion on me yet. 

Head. S'nigs! why ſo waundy coy now | ==—| fide.) Theſe Londoners 
have a power of Modeſty, I find tat. | 

Prim. Lack-a-day ! Madam, why ſhould you make ſo much Reſiſtance? 
Sure, tis a moſt deſirable Alliance—Law and Phyſick—Phyfick and Law— 
they are both ſuch honourable honeſt Profeſſions, that I don't know which 
ought to ſtand firſt, 

Lady Hip. Why, Miſs has fix'd her Inclination perhaps ſomewhere elſe, 
and modeſtly made a Choice for herſelf. 

Belina. If I had, Madam, it ſhould be ſuch a one as might be warranted 
both by Reaſon andi Honour. 

Sir Cred. Hey-day ! I make a very pleaſant Figure here! 

Lady Hip. If I were in your Place, Child, I ſhould be apt to diſpute the 
Election with her tho', and either make her take the Perſon I thought pro- 

r, or——I know what I'd do, | 

Belina. Oh, Madam! I'm ſenſible of your Affection for me; but perhaps 
your kind Endeavours may not be fortunate enough to ſucceed. 

Lady Hip. Perhaps not, for ſuch prudent well-bred Daughters as you, 
Madam, whoſe Actions are all warranted by Reaſon and Honour, make a 
Jeſt of the Obedience they owe to a Father, and ſcorn to take Counſel from 
any but their own Heart. 

Belina. The Duty of a Daughter is not unlimited, Madam, and neither 
Law nor Reaſon makes it extend to ſome Caſes. 

Lady Hip. That's to ſay, you are very willing to be married, but you are 
not willing your Father ſhould have any hand in the Match. The young 


Lady, you find, my Dear, has a mind to chooſe for her ſelf, ſo you muſt 


not preſume to interpoſe; to ſay the Truth, you have no Occaſion, Miſs is 
certainly come to Years of Diſcretion. | 

Belina. If my Father can't approve of the Perſon I like, I conjure him 
at leaſt not to force me to take one that I never can like. 

Sir Cred. Gentlemen, I beg your Pardon for all this. 

Belina. Every one, Madam, has their End in marrying. As mine is to 
give my Heart where I give my Hand, I think there's great Precaution re- 
quir'd in the Choice, There are ſome who marry only to be free from 
their Parents Reſtraint; then there are others, you know, Madam, who 
make Wedlock a Trade, who marry only to get good Jointures, and paſs 
without Scruple from Husband to Husband, with no other View but to 
bury them all, and make up a Fortune out of the Ruin of their Families; 


ſuch indeed ſtand little on Ceremony, the Perſon of the Man is the leaſt 
thing they conſider, | 


Lady 
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Lady Hip. Good lack! Miſs, why, you harangue finely to-day ; but I 
would willingly know, methinks, what you mean by all this? 

Belina. I, Madam! I mean what I ſay. 

Lady Hip. You are ſuch a Fool, Child, that poſitively there's no enduring 
of you. Vou have a lovely forward Girl, here, my Dear; nay, her 
Modeſty is remarkable every where; for when we were at the Play laſt, 
there was ſome beaſtly Speeches which made all the reſt of us cover our 
Faces, and ſtop our Ears; but Miſs ſat as calm and barefac'd all the while, 
as if ſhe had been at a Sermon, and did not ſo much as bluſh at the abomi- 
nable Leudneſs. A 

Belina. You perhaps, Madam, are better skill'd in Leudneſs than I am; 
for my Part, I ſaw none atall in it. I always conſider things on the Side 
they are ſhewn me, and never turn 'em to look for what's not fit to be ſeen. 

Lady Hip. But a Woman's Modeſty and Virtue——— 

Belina. A Woman's Modeſty and Virtue don't lie in Grimace, Madam; 
that affected Niceneſs which is ſo much ſhock'd at the Shadow of things, 
will often bear with the Reality. Don't you remember, Madam, that the 
very Footmen cry'd out, That your Ears were more chaſte than all the ret 
of your Perſon ? 

Lady Hip. Your Inſolence is not to be equall'd, Child——— 

Belina. J know, Madam, you want to provoke me to make you ſome im- 
pertinent Anſwer; but I tell you beforchand you ſhall not have that Ad- 
vantage over me, | 

Lady Hip. You don't know, my Dear, how filly you are. 

Belina. No, no, Madam, tis to no purpoſe. | 

Lady Hip. You have a ridiculous Pride, an impertinent Preſumption, 
which make you odious to every Creature. 

Belina, That won't do; I'll be diſcreet in ſpite of you; and to deprive 
you of the Hopes of ſuccceding in your Deſign, I'll inſtantly remove my 
ſelf out of your Sight — and ſo, Madam, your moſt obedient. 

| [Exit Belina. 

Sir Cred. Hark'e, Belina, there's no Medium in this; either reſolve within 
theſe ſix Hours to marry this Gentleman, or go ſeek your Fortune, which 
you pleaſe. | | 

Mum. Well, Sir, my Nephew and I will take leave of you for the 

reſent. 
: Sir Cred. But ſtay, Sir, and tell me a little how I am firſt. 

Mum. | Feeling his Pulſe.) Um all is not right here, we are a little 
too much upon the Hurry ſtill, This capricious Pulſation ſhews the Ma- 
chine to be much out of order, and indicates a Defect in the Parenchyma 


Splenicum, that's to ſay, the Spleen. 
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Sir Cred. Hah! Dr. Opium was with me this Morning, and told me my 
Diſtemper lay in my Liver. 

Mum. Ay, ay, when you ſay the Parenchyma, you mean both one and 
the other, becauſe of the ſtrict Sympathy there is between em, by means 
of the Vas breve; he ordered you no doubt to eat all your Meat roaſted. 

Sir Cred. No! all boild. 


Mum. Ay, ay, roaſted, boil'd - tis the ſame thing he or- 
der'd right. 


Sir Cred. But Sir, be pleas'd to tell me how many Grains of Salt 1 may 
put into an Egg. 


Mum. Six, eight, ten, by equal Numbers, as we preſcribe in Medicines 
by unequal Numbers, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, there are two more Gentlemen coming up Stairs, who call 
one another Doctor. 

Sir Cred. Ohl I am glad of that, tis Dr. Opium and Dr. Diaſcordium. 
Shew them into my Cloſet. Dr. Mummy, will you be fo good as to go 
there to them, and have a Conſultation upon my Caſe ? 


Mummy. I will, Sir Credulous; and we'll conſult upon it in the moſt re- 

lar and ſolemn manner, 

Sir Cred. Gentlemen, your Servant, [Exeunt Mummy and Headpiece. 

Sir Cred. My Life, what ails thee? Why doſt thou look ſo concern'd, 
my Dear? I pr'ythee give thy ſelf no Uneaſineſs for the Behaviour of that 
Minx. I'll humble her, I warrant thee. 


Lady Hip. Oh | my Dear, you little know what Anguiſh I feel. 

Sir Cred. Lack! lack! 

Lady Hip. To be accus'd of Ingratitude and want of Love for than; my 
Soul —— Oh! —— the bare Thought of it is Horror inconceivable. My 
Heart is ſo ſwol'n that I cannot ſpeak, and I believe twill kill me. 

| [Cries aloud. 

Sir Cred. [Running towards the Door his Daughter went out at.) Oh! 
Baggage, I would I had thee here, I'm forry I kept my Hands off the Gipſy, 
and did not break her Bones on the Spot. Come, my Chuck, dry thy Eyes, 
dry thy Eyes. Ods heart! I'm ready to weep my ſelf to ſee thee take on 
ſo. I have a good mind to turn the Slut out of my Doors. 

Lady Hip. No, no, Sir Credulous, tis I that muſt put an end to theſe 
unhappy Diſſenſions. I ſee what Uneaſineſs I occaſion here, and find there's 
a Neceſſity for my leaving the Houſe. 

Sir Cred. How, my Life ! what's that thou ſay'ſt ? 


Lady Hip. Im envy'd and hated, and all Endeavours us'd, I tee, to 
make you ſuſpect me. Sir 
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Sir Cred. But you find, my Love, what heed I give to em. 

Lady Hip. They'll not ſtop here, you may be ſure; and thoſe very Stories 
which you now rejet, may one Day poſſibly meet with Credit; and 
then ——Oh! 

Sir Cred. Never, my Soul, never, | 

Lady Hip. Ah! my Dear, a Daughter may eaſily miſlead her Father. We 
had better therefore part at once, my Soul, which will remove the Cauſe of 
theſe Family Diſcords, and prevent any farther Aſſaults on my Reputation 
nnd yet tis Death to me to think of parting from thee too. [Cries. 

Sir Cred. Oh! dear! Oh! dear! if thou talkſt at this rate any longer, thou 
wilt break my Heart. Part from thee! No; but I'll part from the Huſſy 
that's the Occaſion of this; and if ſhe makes the leaſt Difficulty to marry 
the Gentleman to-aight, I'll ſend her into the Country to-morrow, and con- 
fine her there for Life, 3. 5 | 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Heart, not on my Account; I forgive her every thing, 
bear her no Ill-will, nor lay any thing to her Charge; I wiſh I could do her 
any Service, with all my Soul. 

Sir Cred. Generous Creature ! 

Lady Hip. But to live with her after this, is what I can't Heaven 
knows what the malicious World would immediately think on't ; they'd ſay 
that I did it out of nothing but Policy; and, becauſe I knew my ſelf guilty, 
pretended a charitable Zeal for my Accuſer. 

Sir Cred. No, no, my Life, ſhe ſhall be kept at a diſtance, I promiſe 
thee. | 

Lady Hip. Well, my Dear, I muſt leave thee for the preſent, I have a 
little Buſineſs in the City which muſt not be neglected; and I ſhall go by 
Mr. Cranny's, if you have any thing to ſay to him. 

Str Cred. Yes, my Heart, call on hun then be ſure, and bid him make 
haſte with you know what, for I'll ſign and ſeal this very Night. 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Soul, all the Riches in the world have no Charms 
for me, unleſs I enjoy them with my Jewel; and if I do receive of you the 
Gift you deſign me, tis only becauſe I'm afraid the Eſtate will fall into 
Hands that will make an ill uſe of it, 


Str Cred. I know it, my Dear, I know it very well. Going our. 
Lady Hip. Stay, my Love, you forget, you can't walk without your Cane. 
| [Going for his Cane. 


Sir Cred. That's true indeed, my Life, — This Woman loves me ſtrangely! 
'tis incredible how much ſhe loves me. 
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SCENE, 4 back Room. 
MUMMY, DIASCORDIUM, «nd OPIUM. 


Mummy. Well, Gentlemen, you ſaw the Patient Yeſterday, and there's 
no Alteration either one way or the other. 
Opium. Yes, yes, we had a ſufficient Sight of kim ſo let us immediately | 


enter upon Conſultation. Chairs here. 

[They fit down and continue filent for ſome time; Diaſcordium fakes 
Snuff; Opium hawks and ſpits; Mummy takes a Cockleſhell out of his 
Pocket, and looks at it with his Spectac les. 

Opium. This Town is grown wonderful large, and a Man that's in good 
#27 wah is jolted to a Jelly, by continually hoiſting from one end to t'other 
of it. 

Dia/. True, Brother Oium.—— But, well thought on! What ſide are 
you of in this Diſpute betwixe Dr. Scurvygra/ſs and Dr. Bull bead? Tis an 
Affair that divides the whole Faculty. 

Opium. O] I am for Dr. Scurvygraſs. 

Diaſ. Very well, and ſo am I. 

Opium. Not but that Dr. Scurvygraſs's Advice kill'd the Patient; and the 
other was certainly in the right, but he ought not to have been of a diffe- 
rent Opinion to his Senior. 

Diaſ. True, very true; Formalities ſhould always be obſery'd, come 
what will. 

Opium. O! I am rigid in that Point, except among Friends; a Man 
dead is but a Dead Man, and of no you Conſequence; but one For- 


mality neglected is of prejudice to us all. 


Mummy. Brother Opium, this Cockleſhell is of ineſtimable Value; it was 
thrown up by an Earthquake in the Empire of Morrocco, and has un- 
doubtedly lain buried there ever ſince the Flood; ſo that its. antiquity is 
not to be diſputed. 


Enter Sir CREDULOUS. 
Sir Cred. Well, Gentlemen, are you come to any Reſolution? for I find 


my Diſtemper increaſe upon me ſtrangely. 


Mummy. Come, Sir, 

Opium. No, dear Sir, do you ſpeak firſt. 

Mummy. No, do you. 

Opium, Good Sir! 

Mummy. Sir! 

Opium. Well, Sir, we have argu'd upon your Caſe, My Opinion 1s, that 
it 
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it proceeds from too great a Repletion; and therefore would have you bleed 


as ſoon as you can. 

Diaſ. And I ſay the Diſeaſe is a Putrefaction of Humours; therefore I'd 
have you take an Emetick. 

Opium. I maintain that an Emetick will kill him. 

Diaſ. And I, that Bleeding will be the Death of him. 

Opium. It mightily becomes you, indeed, Monſieur, to pretend to Skill. 
Do you remember the Man you diſpatch d with your Pill, other Day? 

Diaſ. And do you remember the Lady you ſent a packing with your 
Bolus ? 

Opium. I have given you my Opinion, Sir,——If you are not let Blood 
preſently, you are a dead Man. 

Diaſ. If you are blooded, you won't live a quarter of an hour. 

Sir Cred, Good lack! good lack! what Reſolution muſt I take upon two 
ſuch contrary Opinions? Here ſhall I die, Gentlemen, while you are diſ- 
puting what will keep me alive. Pray, let me do one thing or t'other; that 
if I muſt die, I may at leaſt die phyſically, as I ſhould do. 

Mummy. For Heaven's ſake, Gentlemen, let there be no Diſſenſion 
amongſt us. I'll ſet this Matter to rights at once. Brother Opium, the 
Patient ſhall undergo your Bleeding to night. And to-morrow, Brother 
Diaſcordium, he ſhall take your Emetick. 

Opium. I conſent; let him but be blooded to-alght, and do what you will 
with him to-morrow Morning. 

Sir Cred. Ay, ay, the more the better; the more things I try the better; 
and I'll go and begin upon one of them immediately. [Exit. 


Enter PRIMROSE. 


Prim. What, Gentlemen, do you fit here, and not go and revenge the 
Wrong that is done to Phyſick | 

Opium, How! Wrong done to Phyſick! 

Prim. Yes, There's an impudent Fellow has incroach'd upon your Pro- 
vince, and without your leave, has juſt now kill'd a Man, by running him 
thro' the Body. 

Opium. Very well, Miſtreſs; you'll come under dur Hands in time. 

Prim. T'll give you leave to kill me, when I do. 

Opium. But pray, how docs the Coachman do that we ſat upon t'other 
Day? 

Prim. Very well. He's dead. 

Opium, Dead! tis impoſſible ! 

Prim. May be ſo. But he's bury'd however. 

Opium. Hippocrates ſays, that that kind of Diſtemper does not terminat: 
till the thirteenth Day; and he has been ſick but ſix Days. Prim, 


232 The Mother-in-Law ; or, 


Prim. Hippocrates may ſay what he will, but the Choachman's dead. 

Mummy. Um! 'Tis ſtrange! very ſtrange !-—But come, brother Opium, 
I'll wait upon you. | 

Opium. Sir 

Diaſ. Sir 

Mummy. Sit ——— [ Exeunt with great Ceremony. 

Prim. Ha, ha, ha! But I must go now and part the Turtles, for there's 
no time to be loſt in Cooing and Billing; and Lovers are ſuch ſilly Creatures, 
they never know when to have done. [Exit Primroſe. 


SCENE II. BELINA's Chamber. 
BEAUMONT, BELINA, and AGNES. 


Belina. For Heaven's ſake, let us take care we are not ſurpris d; if we 
ſhould be ſeen together now, all would be ruin d. Dear Naggy, have an 
Eye, and tell us if you ſee any body. 

Agnes. Yes, Siſter, I have look d in every Corner, there's not a Mouſe 
ſtirring. 

Beau. Dear Belina, how great is my Pleaſure! and what a Loſs am I at 
to expreſs my Affection]! Whilſt I had nothing but the Language of Looks 
in my Power, I thought I had a thouſand things to ſay; but now I've ob- 
tain'd the wiſh'd-for Liberty, Joy ſtifles my Words, and I'm filent. 

Belina. But tell me, Beaumont, have you thought of any thing to favour 
our deſigns ? Shall we be able to ſet aſide this hateful Match? 

Agnes. Siſter, Siſter, here's my Mama! 

Belina. Undone! you that way, and I this, quick, quick. 

Agnes. No, no, ſtay, ſhe's gone down another way. 

Belina. I wiſh ſhe has not ſeen or overheard us. 

Beau. Yes, Belina, we have ſeveral Stratagems in hand, all ready to pro- 
duce upon occaſion, which your Uncle and Primroſe have engag'd to execute: 
But as in Comedies 'tis goed to defer the Pleaſure of a Surpriſe, and not an- 
ticipate what will be afterwards ſeen, ſo yours be the Diverſion, without 
inquiring into the Springs we ſhall cauſe to play. 


Enter PRIMROSE, 
Prim. Come, han't you done yet? 
Beau. But, dear Belina, ſuppoſe all our Endeavours ſhould fail? which 
Heaven forbid! 
Belina. What ſhall I ſay to you? 


Beau. What ſhall you ſay to me! 
Belina. Ay. 
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Beau. What any one would fay who really loves That in ſpite of 
of all your Father's Power you'll reſolve to be mine. 

Belina. Oh! Beaumont, tempt not my Duty with the Propoſals of a ter- 
rible Extremity, which I hope we never ſhall come to; but this be affured 
of, That as I'll never be forc'd to give my Hand againſt my Inclinations, fo 
I will never give it againſt the Obedience which is due to a Father. . 

Beau. How, Belina 

Belina. No, ſo well as I love Beaumont, I would not even for him throw 
off my Sex's Modeſty, and a Daughter's Duty. 

Beau. Very well, Madam, I perceive what your Affection is by your Re- 
ſolution, 

Belina. Why, what would you have me to do, Beaumont ? 

Beau. Do, Madam ! why accept of this Husband by all means. 

Belina. You adviſe me to it ? 

Beau. Yes, the Choice is glorious, I think. 

Belina. Very well, Sir, I'll follow your Advice. 

Beau. Very readily, I don't queſtion, Madam. 

Belina. As readily as you gave it, Sir. 

Beau, I gave it to pleaſe you, Madam. 

Belina. And to pleaſe you I take it, Sir. 

Prim, So! what will this come to? 

Beau. Is this your Love then, Belina ? 

Belina. Pray let us talk no more of that; you told me freely, that J 
ought to accept of the Man my Father propos'd, and I declare I intend to 
follow your wholſom Advice. 

Beau, Don't excuſe your ſelf, Madam, upon my Intentions ; that's only 
catching at a frivolous Pretence to authorize your Infidelity. 

Belina. You may think ſo, if you pleaſe. 

Beau. Yes, yes, I know I may. 

Belina. The Loſs is not great, you'll ſoon make your ſelf eaſy under it, 

Beau. If I can, I will, you may be ſure of it, Madam; if I can't effect 
it, I'll at leaſt feign it; * tis an unpardonable Baſeneſs to teſtify Love for 
one that abandons us. f 

Belina. The Sentiment is certainly noble and ſublime, and I would have 
you follow it by all means. 

Beau. I am ſufficiently inſulted, Madam, and will immediately content 
you. | Going. 

Belina. Very well. | 

Beau. [ Returning.) Remember, however, that I only follow your own 
Example. 

Belina. My Example !——Þe it fo. 


Gg Bear. 


1 
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Beau. Enough; you ſhall be punctually obey d. [Going to the Door. 
Belina. So much the better. | 
Beau. | Returning.) Hey? 
Belina. What? 
Beau. Did not you call me ? 
Belina. I\-——you dream ſure ! 
Beau. Well, I'll be gone then. ——Farewel, Madam. 
Belina. F, arowel, Sir. 
Prim. O' my Conſcience, inen bach of you raving mad! I had only a 
mind to ſee how far it would go. — Hark'e, Sir, 
Taking Beaumont by the Hand. 
Beau. What would you have, Primroſe ? 
Prim. Come hither. 
Beau. No, I'm reſolv'd 
Prim. How 
Belina. My Preſence drives him away, I'll leave the Place. [ Going. 
Prim. Where are you running? [Leaving Beaumont, and running to Belina. 
Belina. Let me go. 


Prim. Vou muſt come back, I tell you. [Bringing rel. 
Beau. The Sight of me, I find, diſturbs her; I had better make her eaſy. 
Going. 


Prim. [Leaving Belina, and running again to Beaumont,] Again! give 
over this Folly, and come here both of you. Are you mad to have this 
Quarrel, when you ought to be conſulting your mutual Safety ? 

Beau. Did not you hear how ſhe talk'd to me? 

Prim. Are you turn'd Fool ? 

Belina. Did not you ſee how he us'd me? 

Prim. Fools alike! She has no other Deſire than to keep herſelf for you. 
He loves you alone, and wiſhes only to be yours. Come, give me both 


your Hands. Yours, 
Beau. What does this ſignify ? [Giving his Hand. 
Prim. Oh Come, yours. 
Belina. To what End is all this? [Giving ber Hand. 


Prim, Come, come, quickly...--You both of you love more than you 
imagine. 

Beau. Don't do things with Uncaſineſs. Look on me without Hatred, 
Madam. [Belina turns her Eyes on Beaumont, and ſiniles.] That Look 
has ſtung me to the Soul! Oh, Belina, forgive the Raſhneſs of my Paſ- 
ſion , twas nothing but Exceſs of jealous Fondneſs. 

Prim. Come, none of your ſilly Excuſes to waſte more time; 'twould be 
mighty proper you ſhould be ſeen together now. Go you immediately 

and 
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a nd inform Mr. Heartly of the Part he's to play. Get you into your Cloſet, 
and be ready to fall fick at a Moment's Warning if it ſhould be neceſſary, 
whilſt-I play the Duce and all below Stairs. 
Beau. Whatever may be the Conſequence, Belina, my greateſt Hope is 
in your Conſtancy. 
Prim. Lud! what filly Creatures Lovers are ! I. Mall now have more Dif- 
culty to part em, than I had juſt now to bring em together. 0, I ſay. 

Belina. You may depend, Sir—— -_ 

Prim. What a Clack yours is! — Be gone, I ſay; this way, this way. 

[Puſhes off Belina. 

Beau. Well, Primroſe, 1 don't know how we ſhall reward thee for this 
Induſtry. 

Prim. Oh, Sirl I deſire no other Return but the Pleaſure I take in doing 
it; Virtue, you know, is its own Reward, 

Beau. Yes, a Chambermaid's Virtue is moſt literally ſo ; for if he can get 
nothing by keeping it, ſhe'll be ſure to part with it for ſome 

Prim, Ay, Mr. Breumont. but the World's to blame in placing all Virtue 
in one fooliſh Thing. Why, there's my Lady Hippiſh, now, is a perfect 
She-Devil in every thing elſe, but till ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. She robs 
her Husband, and ruins his Children ; but ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. 
Defames her Friends, and pays her Servants no Wages ; but becauſe ſhe has 
not Good-nature enough to give any Satisfaction to another, ſhe's a Woman 
of moſt ſtrict Virtue, forſooth, When ſuch an honeſt Gipſy as I, muſt be 
viliſy'd and deſpis'd, only for having too much Humanity to let a young 
Fellow die at one's Feet; well, tis not right, I ſay ; tis my Opinion; 


Who ſpares no Pains to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 


That ſhe's with moſt kick Virtue bleſt, | | 
Nor ſpares no Coſt to heal the Love- ſick Breaſt. 
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s C E N E, Hir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 


Str en in his Eaß- Chair. 


ERC on us! why does not this Mr. Galleypot come ? 
X77 9 [Looking on his Watch.) Oh ſhameful ! Here's a whole Morn- 
ing has been thrown away, without ſo much as taking one 
PY , 1 ſingle Medicine. Theſe Apothecaries are bewitch'd ſure! 

Lis a horrible thing that a poor Creature muſt be left to dic 
for want of a Bolus. Oh here. No, tis my Wife, —. 
I thought, my Love, you had been gone into the City. | 


Enter Lacy HIPPISH. 


Lady Hip. 1 was prevented, my Life, by an Accident which I thought 
it my Duty to inform you of before I went. As I paſs'd by Belina's Cham- 
ber, juſt now, I ſaw a young Fellow in earneſt Conference with her. 

Sir Cred. How! a young Fellow with my Daughter ! 

Lady Hip. Yes. The Regard I have for you and your Family, my Dear, 
made me endeavour to learn what they were talking of, but I could hear 
nothing to the purpoſe——only a few luſcious Expreſſions, and a Contri- 
vance how to cheat the old Gentleman, as they call'd him. 

Sir Cred. Luſcious Expreſſions, d'ye ſay ?——The old Gentleman ! What 
old Gentleman ?—— Who? | 

Lady Hip. I can't gueſs, Child: Not you, to be ſure, my Dear one 
mould think not. But your little Daughter, Agnes, was with 'em, and can 
tell you all. 

Sir Cred. Send her to me here, my Love; ſend her to me here. 

Lady Hip. I will. — Goodby t'ye, my Love, for a little while ; I'll 
ſce thee again as ſoon as poſſible. 

Sir Cred. Goodby t'ye, my Life, [Exit Lady Hippiſh.] Ah, that © im- 
pudent Minx, Belina! J don't wonder now at her Obſtinacy. 


Enter 


*. 
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Enter A G NES. 


Agnes. What would you have, Papa? My Mama told me that you wanted 
to ſpeak with me. 
Sir Cred. Yes, come here nearer turn this way lock up 
look upon me. | 
Agnes, Well, Papa. 
Sir Cred. So! © 
Agnes, What So, Papa? 
Sir Cred. Have you nothing to tell me? 
Agnes. Yes. Tl tell you the Story of the As Skin, or the Fable of the 
Crow and the Fox. 
Sir Cred. That's not what I ask you. 
Agnes. What then ? 
Sir Cred. Ah! you cunning Gipſy you know well enough witat I mean. 
Agnes, Indeed, Papa, but I don't. 
Sir Cred. Is this the way of doing what you was bid? Did not I order. 
you to come and tell me immediately every thing that you ſaw ?. 
Agnes. Yes, Papa. 
Sir Cred. And have you done ſo, pray ? 
Agnes. Yes, I am come to tell you every thing I 1 ſeen. 
Sir Cred. Very well ; and what have 47 ſeen r then? 
Agnes. Nothing, Papa. 
Sir Cred. Nothing ! 
Agnes. Nothing art all. 
Sir Cred. O! 1 ſhall make you ſee ſomething preſently. 
[Shaking his Cane, 
" O Y Sour Papa! 
Sir Cred. You little Counterfeit, you did not tell me you ſaw a Man in 
your Siſter's Chamber. 
Agnes, Why, my Siſter forbad me, Papa; but TI tell you every thing. 
Sir Cred. Take care you tell me the Truth then ; for here's a little Fa- 
miliar in my Watch that knows all, will tell me if you lye. 
Agnes. But pray, Papa, don't let my Siſter know that I told you. 
Sir Cred. No, no. 
Agnes, Why then, Papa, there came a Man into my Siſter's Chamber as 
I was there; I ask'd him what he wanted; and he told me that he was her 
Muſick-Nlaſter. | 
Sir Cred. Oho! the Matter's out now. This is the Opera-monger, with 
his Shepherd and Shepherdeſs! Well, and what then! 


— My Sitter came in after, and cry'd, Be bone, be gone ; for Hea-- 
ven's- 
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ven's ſake, be gone; I'm in Pain for you; and we ſhall certainly be 
catch'd. 
Sir Cred. What then? 
Agnes. Why, he would not be gone. 
Sir Cred. What did he ſay to her? | 
Agnes, He ſaid I don't — how many things to he. 
Sir Cred. Ay, but what? 
Agnes. He ſaid This, and That, and T'other ; that he lov'd her mightily; 
and that ſhe was the prettieſt Creature in the World. 
Sir Cred. And then? 
Agnes. Why, and then he fell upon his Knees to her. 
Sir Cred. And then? 
Agnes. Why, and then he kiſs'd her Hands, 
Sir Cred. And then? 
Agnes. Why, and then he race, to be true to D her, and ſhe ſwore to be 
true to him. 
Sir Cred. And then ? 
Agnes. Why, and then they quarrell'd a little. 
Sir Cred. Quarrell'd, did you ſay? 
Agnes. Yes, Papa. 
Sir Cred. Very well, I like that. And what then ? 
Agnes. Why then they grew more loving than ever, 
Sir Cred. How | and what then, Huſly ? and what then? 


Agnes. Why, and then they parted, 
Sir Cred. And this is all ? 


Agnes. Yes, indeed, and indeed, Papa. 
Sir Cred, Ay, but my Watch here mutters as if there was ſomething 
elſe. Hold, ay, ay, ſo, fo; ay, my Watch tells me that you've ſeen 
ſomething you've not yet told me of. [Putting his Watch to bis . 
Agnes. Ah, Papa, your Watch is a Story- teller. 
Sir Cred. Have a care what you ſay. 
Agnes, Pray don't believe it, Papa, for it tells Fibs, upon my Word. 
Sir Cred. Very well, very well, we ſhall find that. Get you gone, 
and be ſure you take notice of every thing you ſee, 


Agnes. Yes, yes, Papa, I'll be ſure to mind what you ſay. [Exit Agnes. 
Sir Cred, Lack-a-day! how do theſe Buſineſſes diſtradt me! I have not 
ſo much as Leiſure to mind my Indiſpoſition. In truth, this is inſupportable, 
| [Sitting down in his Chair, 

Enter HE ART L V. 


Heart. Brother, how is it? How d'ye do? 
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ir Cred. Very ill, Brother, very ill. | 

Heart. Very ill! | 

Sir Cred. Yes, I'm ſo very faint, you'd hardly think it; J have not Strength 
ſo much as to ſpeak. 

:Heart. Good lack! that's hard indeed. am come hither, Brother, 
to propoſe a Match for my Niece Belina. 

Sir Cred. ¶ Niſing cut ef his Chair in a Paſſon.] Brother, don't ſpeak to 
me of that Baggage; ſhe's a baſe impertinent, ſaucy Quean, and I'll make 
her know that I am her Father. 3 
Heart. So, ſo, this is mighty well; I'm glad to find your Strength return 
a little, and that my Viſit has done you ſo much good. But now, Brother, 
I deſire you'd inform me, for what Reaſon you would force your Daughter 
upon this Match, which ſhe's ſo averſe to? : 
Sir Cred. For what Reaſon, Brother, am I Maſter of my own Family, 
but to do what I pleaſe in't? ö 

Heart. My Lady, I ſuppoſe, does not fail adviſing you to get rid of your- 
Children at any rate. M4 

Sir Cred. Ah, there's the Thing. My Lady, poor Woman, is ſure to 
be brought on the Stage; tis ſhe that does all the Miſchief, for certain; and 
all the World will have it ſo, I ſuppoſe. | 

Heart. No, no, Brother, we'll leave her out of the Queſtion then. She's 
2 good Woman, that has the beſt Intentions in the World for your Family; 
is free from all manner of Self-Intereſt; has a marvellous Tenderneſs for 
you; and ſhews an inconceivable Affection to your Children, that's cer- 
tain,——We'll ſay no more therefore of her, but return to your Daughter, 

With what View would you marry her to this Nephew of Dr. Mummy's ? 
Sir Cred. With a View of having ſo skilful a Phyſician as Dr. Mummy, 
related to me, | 

Heart. Is it poſſible you ſhould always be ſo bewitch'd with your Doctors 
and Apothecaries, and reſolve to be ſick, in ſpite of the World, and Nature 

it ſelf? 
Sir Cred. What d'ye mean by that, Brother? I have been under the 
Doctor's Hands here, and taking Phyſick, for theſe Twenty Years, and yet 
I'm not ſick, I warrant, 

Heart. I mean, Brother, that 'tis a plain Sign you have a ſtrong Conſti. 
tution, when, with all the Phyſick you have taken, you've not been able to, 
deſtroy it. | 

Sir Cred. But do you know, Brother, tis That keeps me alive? Dr. Mummy 
has aſſur'd me that I ſhould abſolutely go off, if I were but three Days from 
under his Hands; but this Dr. Mummy knows nothing, I ſuppoſe, in your 


Opinion. 


Heart. 
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Heart, Oh! yes, he can talk good Latin; call all Diſtempers by their 
Names, in Greek; knows how to define em and nn em. But 
how to cure em, is what he does not know. | 

Sir Cred. But, Sir, with Submiſſion ; there are People as wiſe and clear- 
ſighted as your Worlhip, that in caſe of Sickneſs have recourſe to him for 
Cure. 

Heart. There are a great many Trades, you know, that take Advantage of 
the Frailty of Mankind, and get their Bread from the lucky Prepoſſeſſion of 
Error. And as the greateſt Weakneſs Men have, is the Fear of Death, upon 
That the Quack builds his Fortune and Reputation. 

Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, but Dr. Mummy is no Quack; He's a regular Phyſician, 
and one that has not the leaſt Artifice or Craft, but deals ſincerely and con- 
ſcientiouſly by his Patients. 

Heart. Right; ſo far from meaning ill in what he preſcribes, that he diſ- 
patches you out of pure Principle; and does no more in killing you, than 
what he has done by his Wife and Children, and what W occaſion he 
would do by himſelf. 

Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, ſay no more againſt Dr. — intreat you 
for it raiſes my Choler, and will bring my Diſtemper upon me. 

Heart. I've done, Brother; and to change the Diſcourſe, I muſt tell you, 


that you ought not to take ſuch a barbarous Reſolution with regard to your 
Daughter. Fg 


Enter GALLEYPOT, with a Bolus and Draught in his Hand. 


Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, a little, with your Leave. 

Heart. What are you going to do? 

Sir Cred. To take this Bolus and Draught from Mr. Galleypot, I mall have 
. done it preſently, 

Heart. You jeſt ſure! Can't you be one Moment without ſwallowing 
ſome Drug or other? Put it off till another time, and let Nature have a little 
Reſpite now. 

Sir Cred. Well then, to-night, Mr. Galleypot, or to-morrow Morning. 

Galley. What Buſineſs have you, Sir, to oppoſe the Preſcriptions of the 
Faculty? The Phyſick is prepar'd, and won't keep, Sir. And ſince you 
hinder his Worſhip from taking my Bolus, Ill come upon you, and you 
ſhall take it for him. 

Heart. Be gone, Sir. 
Faces. 

Galley. Medicines are not to be jeſted with, Sir, nor my time to be loſt, 
I came here by Dr. Mummy's Order, and ſhall acquaint him how I have 
been hinder'd in the Performance of my Function. [Exit Galleypot. 


Str Cred. 


You are not us'd, I ſee, to talk to People's 
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Sir Cred. Brother, you'll be the Cauſe here of ſome Miſchief. 

Heart. A great Miſchief indeed! ſpoiling a Bolus of Dr. Mummy's pre- 
ſcription, Once more, Brother, Is it impoſſible to cure you of the Doctor, 
for that's your Diſeaſe and nothing elſe? 

Sir Cred. Brother, you'll make me mad. I wiſh you had my Diſ- 
temper, and then we ſhould ſee if you would rattle at this rate. Hah ! 
here comes Dr. Mummy, and Fury in his Face too? Heaven preſerve us! 


Enter MUMMY and PRIMROSE. 


Mummy. Very fine! this. I have heard a very pleaſant Story from Mrs. 
Primroſe here; my Preſcriptions contemn'd, and my Medicines rejected. 

Sir Cred. Indeed, Sir, it was not. 

Mummy. Sir, tis a very great Inſolence, a rank Rebellion in a Patient 
againſt his Phyſician. 

Prim, Horrible! 

Mummy. A Bolus that I took the Pains to make up * ſelf! 

Sir Cred. 'T was not me. 

Mummy. Invented and compos'd according to the niceſt Rules of Art! 

Prim. Monſtrous ! 

Mummy. And which was to have wrought Miracles upon the Animal 
Spirits! 

Sir Cred. "Twas my Brother 

Mummy. To ſend it back contumaciouſly. 

Sir Cred. Twas he 

Mummy. Tis an enormous Inſult on the Faculty. 

Sir Cred. He was the Cauſe 

Mummy. Such a Crime againſt the Profeſſion as can never be enough 
puniſhed. 

Prim. Right, Doctor. 

Mummy. I therefore declare, that from this time forth I break off all Cor- 
reſpondence with you. 

Sir Cred. Twas my Brother 

Mummy. T'll have no Alliance with you. 

Prim. You'll ſerve him right, there, Doctor. 

Mummy. And to prevent any Relation between us, I thus deſtroy the Deed 
of Gift I made to my Nephew in favour of the Marriage. 

Prim. I'm glad o that; let him take it for his pains, 

Sir Cred. Tis my Brother has been the occaſion of all this Miſchief; let 
it be brought again, and, to make you amends, I'll take double the Quantity, 

Mummy. 1 ſhould have ſet you to rights in a "wy little time, 

Prim, He does not deſerve it. 

Hh Mummy. 
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Mummy. I wanted but a Score or two of Purgations to have done your 
Buſineſs effectually. 

Prim. He's unworthy of your Care, 

Mummy. But, ſince you refuſe to be curd by my 6 

Sir Cred. Ab! Brother, Brother! 

Mummy. Since you have withdrawn from me the Obedience a Patient owes 
his Phyſician 

Prim. That cries for Vengeance. 

Mummy. And have declar'd your ſelf cheltivs to my Regimen « and Pre- 
{Criptions . 

Str Cred. Not at all, _ at all. 

Mummy. I abandon you to your evil. Conſtitution, to the Acidity of your 
Stomach, the Alkaleſcency of your Blood, the Acrimony of your. Bile, and 


the Feculency of your Ill-humours. 

Prim. Well ſaid! 

Mummy. And my Will is, That within theſe four Days you enter on an 
abſolutely incurable State. 

Str Cred. Ah, Mercy! Mercy! 

Mummy. That you fall immediately into a Di/þep/ia. 

Sir Cred. Good Doctor! 

Mummy. From a Diſpep/ia into an Apepſia. 

Sir Cred. Doctor 
Mummy. From an Apepſia, into a Lienteria. 
Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy! 

Mummy. From a Lienteria, into a Dyſenteria. 

Sir Cred. Spare me, good Doctor! 

Mummy. And from a Dy/enteria, into a Priuation of Life, the Condition 
your Folly has brought you into,—And ſo, Good by t'ye, Good by t'ye. 

[Exit Mummy. 

Sir Cred. O' bleſs mel Im dead. Brother, you have been the Ruin 
of me; I feel the Faculty taking Vengeance of me already. 

Heart. In good troth, Brother, you are out of your Senſes, and I would 
not for any thing you ſhould be ſeen i in theſe Fits. Pr'ythee feel your own 
Pulſe a little, and don't give up your ſelf to ſuch wild Chimeras Here's a 
lucky. Opportunity now, of getting rid of your Doctors; or, if you are born 
to be a Slave to em, you may eaſily procure another, with whom you'll run 
leſs Hazard than with this. 


Enter PRIMROSE, 


Prim. Joy, Joy, Sir. 
Sir Cred. What now? 
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Prim. Rejoice, Sir. 
Sir Cred. For what? 
Prim, Rejoice, I ſay. 
Sir Cred. Why, you impertinent Huſſy, won't you tell me for what, firſt? 
Prim. No; Fil have you rejoice beforehand ; ſing and dance. 
Sir Cred. Was there ever ſuch a Slut? 
Prim, You are cur'd, Sir. 
Sir Cred. Cur'd! 
Prim, Ay, there's a Doctor come to ſee you, that will cure you of all 


your Diſtempers at once. 
Sir Cred. Heaven forbid! ——Pr'ythee who is it ? 
Prim, I don't know him; but He and I are as like one another, as two 


Drops of Water, all but his Beard; and if I-were not ſure that my Mother 
was an honeſt Woman, I ſhould ſwear ſhe had play'd the Wag before ſhe 
married my Father. | 

Sir Cred. Deſire him to walk 8 [Exit Primroſe. 

Heart, This happens to our Wiſh one Doctor leaves you, and ano- 
ther immediately comes in his room. 9 8 

Sir Cred. Ay, but Doctor Mummy was perfectly well acquainted with my 
Conſtitution, and knew the way to deal with me exactly. Oh! Oh! 1 
feel at Heart all thoſe I don't know what to call em thoſe ſtrange 
Diſtempers he threaten'd me with. 

Heart. One would think Dr. Mummy held in his Hands the Thread of your 
Life, and by a ſupreme Authority, could ſhorten or prolong it as he thought 
proper: Reflect a little, that the Principles of your Life are in your ſelf, 
and that Dr. Mummy's Anger is as incapable of killing you, as his Medicines 
are of keeping you alive, 

Sir Cred. Oh lack! Oh lack! And pray, wiſe Sir, what would you, out 
of your profound Knowledge and Skill, adviſe one to do when one happens 
to be fick, then? . 

Heart. Nothing. | 


Sir Cred. Nothing ! | 
Heart. No, nothing, but keep your felf quiet. Nature herſelf, if we'd let 


her alone, would gradually throw off the Load ſhe labours with. Tis our 
own Impatience ſpoils all; for when we have but juſt Strength enough to ſtrug- 
gle with our Diſtemper, we muſt take Loads of Drugs to burden us the more. 
Believe me, Brother, it muſt be a wonderful robuſt Conſtitution that is able 
to bear both the Phyſick and the Diſeaſe, | 
Sir Cred Mighty well, Sir, with your Nature and you,———But is not 
this Nature to be aſſiſted by Art, Pray? 
Heart. Dear Heart ! Brother, how you are impos'd on! When a Phyſician 
Hh 2 talks 
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talks to you of aſliſting, relieving, and ſupporting Nature ; when he talks 
of ſweetning the Blood, ſtrengthning the Nerves, and reſtoring the Lungs, 
'tis nothing but a ſpecious way of prating, which gives you Words inſtead of 
Reaſons, and Promiſes inſtead of Effects: For when you come to make 
Trial, you find it a mere Dream, which leaves nothing but the Regret of 
your having ever thought it real. 


Enter PRIMROSE, areſsd as a Pinter. 


Prim. Sir, your Servant. 

Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir.— By my Troth, Primroſe herſelf! 

Heart, They are very like one another, indeed ; but 'tis n't the firſt time 
we've ſeen ſuch ſort of things. 

Prim. I hope, Sir, you'll pardon my Curioſity in viſiting a Perſon of ſo 
famous an Indiſpoſition as your ſelf, and offering you my ſmall Services in 
relation to what Bleedings and Purgations you may have occaſion for. 

Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant, 

Prim. 1 obſerve, Sir, that you look very earneſtly at me, pray how old 
d'ye think I may be ? 

Sir Cred. Old! why Thirty, belike. 

Prim. Ha, ha, ha! why, I'm above Fourſcore, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Fourſcore ! 

Prim. Yes; you ſee an Effect of the Secrets of my Art, that preſerve me 
thus lively and vigorous. 

Sir Cred. I profeſs, a jolly Youth, for one o'Fourſcore, if he could but 
have hinder'd the Growth of his Beard, Brother, 

Heart. Ol by no means; a Phyſician' s Skill lies chiefly in his Chin. 
Prim. I am, Sir, an itinerant Phyſician, who travel from Town to Town, 

from Kingdom to Kingdom, to find out Patients worthy of my Practice, 
and fit to exerciſe the great and noble Secrets of my Art upon, I ſcorn to 
amuſe my ſelf with the little Fry of common Diſtempers, the Trifles of 
Rheumatiſms, Scurvies, Vapours, and Megrims. Give me your Diſeaſes of 
Importance, good Purple-Fevers, good Plagues, good confirm'd Dropſies, 
god Pleurifies, with Inflammation of the Lungs. . Theſe are what pleaſe 
; theſe are what I triumph over; and I wiſh with all r my Heart, Sir, 
hae you had a Complication of em all upon you at once; that you were 
given oyer by all the Phyſicians, and at the very Point of Death, that I 
might demonſtrate to you the Excellency. of my Medicines, and the Deſire 
I have to do you Service. 

Sir Cred. Jam very much obliged to you, Sir, for your kind Wiſhes. 

Prim. Let me feel your Pulſe.- Come, beat as you ſhould do. 
Hey ! this Pulſe plays the Fool. — Ye don't know me yet, I find. 
Who is your Phyſician ? Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy. 
Prim. Dr. Mummy ! Who is he? 1 have not his Name in my Laſt of emi- 


nent Phyſicians. Where does he ſay your Diſtemper lies? 

Sir Cred. He ſays in the Spleen; Others in the Liver. 

Prim. They are all of em Ignoramus's ; I ſay, that it lies in your Lungs. 

Sir Cred. In my Lungs! 

Prim, Yes; where's your Pain? 

Sir Cred. I have every now and then a Pain in my Head. 
Prim. The Lungs exactly, 

Sir Cred. Sometimes a Miſt before my Dyes 

Prim. The Lungs. 

Sir Cred. Sometimes a violent Palpiration of the” Het. 

Prim. The Lungs. 

Sir Cred. At other times I am taken with a violent Pain. 1 in Ml Belly, as 
if it was the Colick. 

Prim. The Lungs again. You have a 0 Appetite to what you eat? 

Sir Cred. Ves, Sir. | 

Prim. The Lungs. You love to drink a Glaſs of Wine? 

Sir Cred. Yes. 

Prim. That's the Lungs. You take a comfortable Nap after Dinner. 

Sir Cred. True, Sir. 

Prim. The Lungs, the Lungs, I tell you. What does your Phyſician or- 
der you to eat? 

Sir Cred. He orders me Broth. 

Prim. Ignorant ! 

Sir Cred. Chicken, 

Prim. Ignorant ! 

Sir Cred. New-laid Eggs. 

Prim. Ignorant ! 
Sir Cred. And above all, to drink a good deal of Water in my Wine. 

Prim. Ignorantus, Ignoranta, Ignorantum !——You muſt drink good, un- 
mix'd, Spaniſh Wine, to thicken your Blood, which is too thin. You 
muſt eat good fat Beef, good fat Bacon, good Dutch Cheeſe, Rice-Gruel, 
and Crawfiſh Soup, to corroborate and conglutinate. our Dr. Mummy is 
an Aſs, and knows nothing of his Buſineſs ; I'll ſend you a Phyſician of my 
own bringing up, and will viſit you ſometimes my ſelf, whilſt I {tay in the 
Town. | 

Sir Cred. Sir, you'll oblige me extremely, 

Prim. What the Duce d'ye do with this Arm ? | 

Sir Cred. Do with it? TREES 
Prim. Cut me off this Arm immediately. 


Sir 


246 The Mot her- in-Lam; or, 

Sir Cred. Why ſo, pray ? 

Prim. Don't you ſee that it draws all the Nouriſhment to it ſelf, and 
hinders the other from thriving ? 

Sir Cred. Ay, but I've occaſion for my Arm. 

Prim. Here's an Eye 10 which I'd have inſtantly pluck'd out, were I in 
your Place, | 

Sir Cred. Pluck out my Eye ! 

Prim. Don't you perceive it injures the other, and occaſions thoſe Miſts 
you complain'd of but now? Be guided by me, and have it taken away di- 
rectly; you'll ſee the better with your Left. 

Sir Cred. There's no haſte for that, Sir; 'tis as well let alone. 

Prim. But hark'e, Sir, is there not a certain Gentleman, one Squire 
Headpiece, that is to marry your Daughter? 

Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, he is juſt arriv'd from Cornwel for that Purpoſe. 

Prim. The ſame.— Twas there he was conſtituted and inducted my 
Patient, but feloniouſly withdrew himſelf from the Remedies I had pre- 
par'd for him. 

Heart. Why, ay, Dactor, your Phyſick is Money at any time; o that 
he has actually ſtole your Cath. 

Prim. Pardon me; I don't intend to loſe him ſo neither; He's fad and 
bound my Patient, and I'll have him ſeiz'd wherever I find him, and either 
cure him, or be the Death af him. 

Fir Cred. Has he any Diſtemper on him, then? 

Prim, Yes. 

Sir Cred. What Diſtemper, pray? 

Prim. No matter: Phyſicians are oblig'd to Secrecy. Tis enough = g 
injoin you not to celebrate the Nuptials, without my Conſent, under 
of incurring the Reſentment of the Faculty, and bringing the worſt of 
Maladies into your Family. 


Sir Orad. Nay, if it be fo with him, I ſhall be in no Hurry for the 
Match. 


Prim. Be fure you don't.——He may run away as much as he pleaſes; 
but IU got a Decree againſt him, and force him to be cur'd; yes, tho' there 
were a Complication of Diſtempers, thirteen to the Dozen: His Body is 


mortgag d to my Conduct; and it ſhall never be faid, that a Patient got the 
better of his Doctor. 


Sir Cred. Vou have my Conſent, Sir, to > phyſick him your Belly-full. 
Prim. Farewel, Sir, I am Gro F muſt leave you fo ſoon, but Fm 


oblig'd to be at a great Conſultation to-day, upon a Perſon that dy'd Yeſterday. 
Sir Cred, A Perſon that dy'd Yeſterday ! 


Prim. 
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Prim. Ves; to conſider what ought to have been done to have kept him 
alive and ſo your Servant, Sir. | 

Sir Cred, Sir, your Servant. ——Sick People, you know, are excus d from 
Ceremony. [Exit Primroſe. 

Heart. This is a thorough Doctor now, and talks like himſelf. 

Sir Cred. Ves, but he goes a little too faſt, tho”, 

Heart. Oh! that's the way of all your eminent Phyſicians. 

Sir Cred. To cut off an Arm, and pluck ont an Eye, in order to make 
the other better! I'd rather twas not quite ſo well. A pleaſant 
truly, to make me at once both blind and lame. But you'll excuſe me, 
Brother, if I go to my Couch and take a Nap, for I'm ſo fatigu'd with theſe 
Affairs. If you have a mind to fit by me a Quarter of an Hour, you'll 
meet with ſome very good Books in my Study: There's a Treatiſe upon the 
Virtues of Water-Gruel ; another againſt eating Fiſh or Fleſh; and another 
to prove, that we ought to eat both. 

Heart. Very well, I'll attend you, Brother. ¶ Exeunt Sir Cred. and Heart. 


Enter PRIMROSE, as having juſt thrown off her Doctor's Dreſi, and 
pulling off her Beard. 

Prim. So far, ſo good: I have look'd out ſharp to all things yet; the 
Doctor's Buſineſs is done, I believe; and now I'll: ſo harraſs our Country 
Squire, that he ſhall make more haſte back again than-ever he did to come. 
O! here's my Chap, dreſs'd Bridegroom-like.. 


Enter HEADPIECE. 


Head. Mrs. Primroſe, your Servant, 

Prim. Sir, Your Servant, 

Head. You ſeem, Mrs. Primroſe, to look at my Clothes. I was deſirous 
to put my ſelf into the Court Faſhion, for the Credit o my Country, 

Prim. O' my Word, Sir, you make another-guiſe Figure than any of our 
Courtiers. 

Head. Ay, why ſo my Tailor told me. The Suit is rich, and proper for 
him that wears it, and will make no ſmall Show and Noiſe here; Hey 
But, pray, can you bring one to the Speech of your Lady? 

Prim. No, Sir. 

Head. Is ſhe gone out, then? 

Prim. No. 

Head. Buſy, belike ? 

Prim. No, | 

Head. In Company, may be? 

Prim, No, 
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Head. Um, um, that's ſtrange indeed ! 
Prim. Why, look ye, Sir, my Lady is often abroad and at home, at the 


ſame time; engag'd, and yet doing nothing; in Company, and yet no Body 
with her: In a Word, my Lady's an Oracle, and I am her Prieſt. 


or, 


Head. Then you muſt be brib'd, I ſuppoſe. [ Aiide.] Give meour 
Hand, Mrs. Primroſe ; let you and I ſhake Hands a little, and then, belike, 
we 'ſhall be better acquainted. [Taking her Hand, and putting a Purſe in it. 

Prim. Pſha! be quiet. Why, what a Fool tis! [Afge ; ſeeing the Purſe.) 
— Um, no, Troth, the Man has more Wit than I thought he had. 

Head. When Im marry'd to your Lady, Mrs. Primroſe, you ſhall have 
an excellent Place on't. 


Prim. 


Head. 


Prim. 
Head. 


You marry my Lady, Sir ? 

Why ay, I'm come on purpoſe to marry her, now. 
To——to marry her? 

Yes. 


Prim. In Marriage, ſay you? 


Head. 
Prim. 
Head. 
Prim. 
Head. 
Prim. 
Head. 
Prim. 
Head. 


Prim, 


Head. 


Prim, 


Head. 


Yes, to be ſure; how elſe can it be? 

Um———Tn ſorry for it. 

Sorry for it! 

Ay, I was 7 tis no matter, I beg your Pardon. 
What d' ye mean by that? 

Nothing, nothing. 

But, pray now 

Nothing, I tell you; I ſpoke too baſtly. 

Nay, but I muſt know what's at the bottom of all this. 

No, no, 'tisn't at all neceſſary you ſhould, 

Ods my Heart! but it is tho”. 

Well, if it is, you muſt excuſe me there. 

By what you ſaid o'me, this Morning, Mrs. Primroſe, I took you 


for my Friend. 


Prim. 


Ay, marry, no body can be more ſo; from the Moment I ſaw 


you, I felt an Inclination for you ; I ſaw ſomething of Jo rs; e 


Head. 


Prim. 


Head. 


Prim, 


Head. 
Prim, 


Head. 


Prim. 
Intereſt is concern'd in. 


Your Servant, 
Something lovely 
Oh, Mrs. Primreo/e ! 
So majeſtick 
Ay, ſomething manly, as one may ſay. 
So cordial 
Ah, ſweet Mrs, Primroſe ! 

This is all true, But here is a a Thing that one's Neighbour's 


Head. 
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Head. Hark ye, Mrs. Primroſe ; here's this Ring you muſt wear for my 
ſake. Nay, tis in vain to ſay, No; for wear it you muſt, — And this, 
I. hope, will oblige you to open your Heart to me. | 

Prim. Let me ſee, I'll conſult my Conſcience a little on the Caſe. In 
the firſt Place, here's my Maſter purſuing his own Intereſt, and endeavour- 
ing to provide for his Daughter as advantageouſly as poſſible, and we ought 
to do no Man an Injury in ſuch an Affair. Not that the thing 1s. any 
manner of Secret; but ſhall I diſcover it to one who's ignarant of it ? 
No, we are forbid to ſpeak Evil of our Neighbour, that's true; but then 
on the other ſide | | 

Head. Ay, now for t'other ſide !—— 

Prim. Here's a worthy Gentleman, who's a Stranger to the To 

Head. And has been ſtrangely us'd in it. 

Prim. Who comes thro' Thick and Thin, with an honeſt Intention to 
marry a Woman he knows nothing of an open-hearted Gentleman 

Head. And a Man of Parts, too. | | 

Prim. Who places a Confidence in me as his Friend, has preſented me with 
a Purſe moſt curiouſly wrought=—— | 

Head. Of Twenty Guineas, 

Prim. And a Ring to wear for his Sake 

Head. Which coſt Twenty more. | 

Prim. And ſhall I fee this courteous generous Gentleman abus'd and im- 
pos'd on, without ſo much as telling him of it? 

Had. No, to be ſure, 

Prim. Woll, I find I may let you into Matters, without wounding my 
Conſcience; but let us endeavour to tell em in the gentleſt way poſſible, 
and ſpare People as much as we can To ſay. that this young Lady o' mine 
Icads.a diſhonourable Life, would be a little to harſh ; let us therefore ſeek 
ſome milder Terms to expreſs our Mcaning by. The Word, Gay, perhaps 
may do it; no, that don't quite come up tot that of compleat Coguette 
ſcems to hit our Purpoſe the beſt, 

Head, Cocket! Cocket ! What are your Cockets ? 

Prim. Oh! your Coquets, Sir, are your prancing, prattling, gaming, 
_ galloping, witty, wanton, fine Ladies; who rail at their Friends, jilt their 
Lovers, and cuckold their Husbands; and are true to nothing but Scandal 
and Strong-waters. 

Head. Oho! are they ſo? are they ſo? I am not ſuch a Coxcomb then, 
as to have any Buſineſs with a Cocket. 

. Prim, Why ſo? there's nat ſo much Harm in't as People imagine, per- 
aps. 
Head. O! isn't there ſo? I'm your Servant for that; I'll put no ſuch Cap 

I 1 on 


. 
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on my Crown, I aſſure you; the Brows of the Headpreces are not made to 
bear Branches. 

Prim. Pooh, Pooh ! tis what Husbands now-a-days fit down fatisfy'd 
under. If you can't ſo well bear to ſee it done under your very Noſe, why, 
you have nothing to do but, when the Galant comes, to take your Cane and 
Gloves, and. very civilly walk off. | 

Head. Good, good | Ha, ha, ha! I am a very proper Perſon to be made 
a Stalking-Horſe of, no doubt. They fancy'd, I warrant ye, that Looby 
Headpiece, Eſq; had no Guts in his Brains, to inform himſelf how the 
World went, and to ſee his Honour well ſecur'd in a Wife. — But Pll go 
and ferret out old N:ght-Cap, and let him ſee, that a Corniſh Man is not fo 
caſily to be bubbled. [Exit Headpiece. 

Prim. Ha, ha, ha! a rare Gudgeon, truly 


Enter Servant, who whiſpers PRIMROSE. 


Prim, Very well; bid 'em go up one after another, the Scorch Woman 

firſt, 
Enter BEAUMONT. 

Beau. Hiſt! Primroſe, is the Coaſt clear ? 

Prim, Yes, yes, old Argus is employ'd above. 

Beau. Well, and how are we? how came you off with your Scene of 
Quackery ? 

Prim, As Quacks of all ſorts do, Sir; with flying Colours. I ſoon routed 
the Doctor, and run away with his Nane 

Beau. Bravely ſaid! But where's our Squire? what's doing with him? 

Prim. Oh! we are doing very handſomly by him above Stairs, 

Beau. Is the Farce we contriv'd, in Action now, then? 

Prim. Ves; Ha, ha, ha! He'll have enough of Wives, III warrant him. 

Beau, Well, but what have you for me to do more? 

Prim. Let it be your Buſineſs to contrive the Winding-up of the Play, 
while I play my Scenes with him. You underſtand, 

Beau. Ay, ay. 

Prim. And as ſoon as I have planted him as I would— [Whiſpers Beaumont, 

Beau. Very well; that will do the beſt of any thing in the World. 

Prim, But here he comes, — Get you gone quick, for we muſtn't be 
ſcen together, [Exit Beaumont. 


Enter HEADPIECE. 


Head. What can all this mean? Are the People in this Town all ſtark- 
mad? 
Prim. What's the matter, Squire? 


Head, 
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Head. 1 ſhall certainly be murder'd here in this villanous Place. 
jabbering Jades! brazen Whores ! = 

Prim. How | What's that? 

Head. Why, a couple of foul-mouth'd Carrions have been abuſing me at 
ſuch a rate, within; and pretend truly that I am marry'd to em both. 

Prim. Marry'd to em both! 

Head. Ay, and threaten me with Juſtice, and ſwear they'll have me 
hang'd. | 

Prim, Mercy on us! an ugly Buſineſs! a very ugly Buſineſs, and Juſtice 
here is as rigorous as Vengeance againſt that ſort of Crime, 

Head. Ay; but I am as innocent of the Matter as you are, Mrs, Primroſe. 

Prim. No matter for that; if you are accus'd of it, 'tis enough. You 
have nothing for't, but to make your Eſcape as ſoon as you can; there's an 
Army of Conſtables after you already, I warrant 'em. 

Head, O Lud! O Lud! O Lud! for Goodneſs ſake what ſhall I do, 
Mrs. Primroſe ? Have you ne'er a dark Room you could hide me in? ne'er 
a Cupboard that you could ram me into? | 

Prim. Um! I have hit on't. Come along with me quickly; I'll tell you 
the beſt way to get off, without being known. 

Head. Dear Mrs. Primroſe, let us be gone then, directly, for this Town 
rains nothing but Plagues. What had I to do, to come to London? [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Sir Credulous's Chamber. 


Sir CREDULOUS and HEARTLY. 


Sir Cred. Was ever the like ſeen? J hope they'll have him hang'd. 
Heart. You had like to have been finely fitted with a Son-in-law. | 
Sir Cred. Tis very true, that I had ſo. What ſhall I do in this per- 


plexing Affair? I am fo confounded, I can fix on nothing. 


Enter PRIMROSE laughing, and rubbing her Hands. 


Prim, Well, Sir, I have been making Preparations for the Wedding that's 
to be to-night. | 

Sir Cred. What Wedding, Huſly ? 

Prim. Why, Madam Belina and Squire Headpiece's, Sir, And, as my 
Lady is out of the way, I have taken upon me to order a handſom- Supper 
a Concert of Muſlick, and a N 

Sir Cred. Why, you meddling Baggage, there's to be no Wedding, nor 
no Supper, nor no 
Prim. No Wedding! ay, but there is, tho”, 
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Sir Cred. I tell you, there is not. 

Prim. Lack-a-day ! Sir, you forget your ſelf; didn't you ſay that it was 
to be to-night ? 

Sir 'Cred. If I did fay it, I unſay it again. 

Prim. You may do as you will; but marry'd they ſhall be, now things 
are gone ſo far, that's poſitive. 

Sir Cred. Heyday! whereabout are we? — Wh) Wh) 

Prim. I have more Love for you than to ſuffer you to make your ſelf 
laugh'd at, for ſaying and unſaying in this manner. INE 

Sir Cred. I want none of your Love. 

Prim. But I will Love you, in fpite of your Teeth. 

Sir Cred. Will you hold your Tongue, Serpent? III make you be filent, 
or III 

Prim. Be it ſo, But if I don't ſpeak, T'll think. 

Sir Cred. Think as much as you will; but take care you don't ſpeak. 
[Turning to his Brother.) Brother, I am almoſt mad. What muſt be done? 


Prim. I wiſh I might ſpeak. [She's filent when he turns his Head. 
Sir Cred. What muſt be done, Brother ? 


Prim. Why, they muſt be marry'd. 

Sir Cred. Then what 1 ſay, ſignifies nothing? Hey! Baggage, Hey! 
Prim, What ails you, Sir? I don't ſpeak to you. 

Sir Cred. What then? 

Prim. I talk to my Self. 


Sir Cred. Very well. [Putting bimſelf i in a Poſture to 1 ber; and 


Primroſe, at every Caft of this Eye, landing filent.] J have thought ſeriouſly | 
of it, Brother. [To Primroſe] Why don't you ſpeak ? 


Prim. I have thought ſeriouſly of it, and it muſt be ſo. [Half afide. 

Sir Cred. Why, you tormenting Beaſt ! [Goes to flrike her. 

Prim. [Running out.) And therefore I'll go ſend for ene to marry 'em 
this very Moment. [Exit Primroſe. 
Sir Cred. Her Inſolence has put me mad! How am I tormented on every 
hand! Ah! Brother, let me adviſe you never to marry. 

Heart. Never a ſecond time, Brother; and a young ravenous Widow, too. 

Sir Cred. That's not the Thing; I don't ſpeak of my Lady; ſhe's all the 
Comfort 1 have — but, Children, Children, Brother, they are the Bane of 
Matrimony; they are ſo many Serpents, which a Nan hatches and breeds 
up only to ſting him to Death for his Pains, 

Heart. We only think 'em ſo, by not conſidering 'em as what they are. 
The little Gaietics and Exceſſes of Youth, are as much the Beauty and Per- 
fection of that State, as Care and Policy are of Age; and yet becauſe they 
arc not — grave and gray-headed, we are diſſatisfy d and offended. 

Sir 
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di Cred. Ah! Brother, no body knows the Cares, the Anvieties, the 
Pangs of a Parent, but thoſe who feel em; I profefs, I am quite oppreſ'd 
and bore down by em. Ah! Belma, Belina! NViping bis Eyes. 

Heart. Come, come, Brother, this is all Diſtemper; we'll talk more of 
theſe things by and by: In the mean time I have order'd an Entertainment be- 
low, which will diſſipate your Concern, and diſpoſe you to judge the better 
of what's proper to be done. Things won't appear ſo diſmal, after a Song 
and a Dance; twill do you more good than all the Drugs in Mr. W 
Shop. 


In focial Mirth, and pay Delights, we find 
The trueſt Cure for a diſtemper'd Mind. 


DFIL>=E EIDOS XI > LAS IF 


ACT V. 8 C E N E I. 
S C E N E, The Square. 
BE AUM ON T zd PRIMR OS E meet. 


BE AU MONT. 


ET JELL, Primroſe, how go we on? 
l Prim. With Wind and Tide, and Fortune herſelf ſits 
I ſmiling at the Helm. 
Beau, Bleſſings on her for it 
Prim. I have put our Chap into fuch a terrible Fright, a- 
bout the Severity of the Law here againſt having two Wives, 
that he's reſolv'd to fly for't; and that he may eſcape more caſily from the 


Conſtables, which I've told him are plac'd in every Corner to apprehend him, 


he's gone to diſguiſe himſelf in Woman's Habit. 


Beau. Ha, ha, ha! I ſhould be glad to ſee him in that Equipage.— But 


now, Primroſe, what have we to go upon next? 

Prim. Why, we have nothing now to do, but to ſow the Seeds of Diſ- 
cord betwixt Husband and Wife, and the Day's our own. 

Beau. That will be a difficult Task, I fear; ſhe's a ſly Beaſt, and won't 
eaſily be trap'd. 


Prim. Courage, Man; 1 have Snares for Foxes, as well as for Woodcocks, 


Beau. Thou art a dear, charming, courageous Wench, and ſhalt be re- 
warded accordingly. 


Prim. 
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Prim, But ſee, here comes our Laſs away, quick, that he mayn't 

ſee us together; as ſoon as I've got him fairly pack'd off, I ſhall, go to work 

upon the old Gentleman within; and be you ready to appear upon proper 


Notice. | 
Beau. Succeſs attend you, [Exit Beaumont. 


Enter HEADPIECE, in Woman's Clothes. 
Prim. So, Squire, why you make a very graceful Figure! You've the 


perfect Air of a Woman o' Quality. I defy them to know you in this 


Equipment. 

Head. Tis ſtrange, tho', Mrs. Primroſe, that the Forms of Law ſhould 
not be obſery'd in this Town! | 

Prim. But tis as I told you; they hang a Man firſt, n and try him 
afterwards. 

Head. But 3 a Body s innocent 5 
Prim. They never trouble themſelves about that. Then they have 
an intolerable Hatred for People of your Country, and nothing can pleaſe 

em more than to ſee a Corniſb Man hang'd. 
Head. Why what have the Corniſh Men done to em? 
Prim. Oh! your Londoners are mere Brutes, and Enemies to the Gentility 


and Merit of other Places. For my part, I proteſt I am in a terrible Fright 


for you, and ſhould never have any Comfort if you ſhould come to be 
hang'd. 

Head. Tisn't ſo much the Fear of Death, as that twould be ſuch a 
Blot in onc's Scutcheon. 

Prim. Right —I don't know if you wou'dn't loſe your Title of abe by 
it. — But come, give me your Hand now, and walk like a Wenn; and 


talk, and give yourſelf all the Airs of Quality. 


Head. Let me alone, I have ſeen People of Faſhion; all the Miſchief 1 is, 
J have ſomewhat of a Beard. 

Prim. Pho! your Beard's nothing; I have known many Women of Quality 
have a great deal more. Come, let us ſce a little how you behave your 
ſelf. — Good. 

Head. ¶ Mimicking a Woman in his Walking and the Tone of his Voice.) 
Why, my Cauch, there! Where is my Cauch? Lard! what a miſerable thing 
it is to have ſuch Servants as theſe! Muſt I wait all Day on the Pavement, 
and will no body call my Cauch for me ? 

Prim, Soh! | 

Head. What, no Cauchman to be found, no Page? I'll break the Neck 
of theſe Doings. Why Page! Little Raſcal! Isn't the little Fool to 


be found? ls there no Page there? Have I no Page in the Warld? 
Prim. r 


3 
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Enter Conſtable and Attendants. 


Conſt. Who have we here that makes this Outcry ? Hah! here's a Face 
that much reſembles what was deſcrib'd to us. 

Head. Tis not me, I aſſure you. 
Conſt. How! how! What's that? 

Head. I can't tell. 

Conſt. There's ſome Meaning in what you ſaid, and I take you Priſoner, 

Head. Nay, nay, good Gentlemen! 

Conſt. No, no, by your Manner and Diſguiſe, you muſt needs be Squire 
Headpiece, whom we are in queſt of; let's away with him to Newgate. 

Head. Oh ſad! Oh fad! I'm doom'd to be hang'd then, at laſt. 
1 N Mr. Conſtable, for my ſake, I conjure you not to carry him to 

riſon 

Conſt. Tis impoſſible—— 

Prim. Come, I know you are a Man that will hearken to Reaſon. Is there 
no way of adjuiting this Matter with a few Guineas, or ſo? 

Conſt. Stand off a little. [To his Attendants. 

Prim, You muſt give him ſome Money quick, quick. 

\ [To Headpiece. 

Head. O horrible Town! [Pulling up his Petticoats to get at his Breeches. 

Prim. Hold your Hand, Sir. 

Conſt. How much is there? 

Prim. One, two, three, four, five, ſix, ſeven, eight, nine, ten, 

Conſt. No, I can't do't; my Orders are poſitive. 

Prim. Lack-a-day ! ſtay. [To MEI tl Quick, quick, give him as 
much more, 

Head. But— 

Prim. Loſe no time, I tell you. ure, you have a mind to be hang'd! 
— ere, Sir, here. 

Conſt, I muſt run away with him, and live with him, then; for I durſt 
not ſhew my Head again here. 

Prim. Then, pray, take great care of him; I beg you will. 

Conſt, I promiſe you that. 


Prim. Be gone then, quickly, Squire, — 1 on you ſo much, that 1 


| wiſh you a hundred Miles off. 
Head. Good by t'ye, dear Mrs. Primroſe. That's the only honeſt 
Body I have met with in this Town, [Exeunt Headpiece and Conſtable. 
Prim. By t'ye, Bubble, and Fortune bleſs thee, for thou art one of her 
own Dotard Brood. — hut I'm wanted by this time ſomewhere elſe, 


[Exit Primroſe, 
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SCENE II. Sr Credulouss Chamber. 


Enter Sir CREDULOUS and HEART L V. 


Heart. So, Brother, what think you of my Entertainment? Isn't it as 
good as a Doſe of Aſa-fetida ? 

Sir Cred. Ho! good Aſſa-fetida is a good thing. 

Heart. Well, Brother, ſince this Match is now at an End, and you and 
your Doctor are at Variance with one another, I hope I may have the Li- 
berty to propoſe the Perſon I was ſpeaking of for my Niece. 

Sir Cred. No, Brother, I'm reſolv'd to ſend her into the Country, and 
there confine her, for offering to oppoſe my Will and Pleaſure. I find there's 
a Love-Afﬀair under the Roſe, and have diſcovered. a certain private Inter- 
view, which they don't think I have. 

Heart. Very good, Brother ; and ſuppoſe there ſhould be ſome little In- 
clination in the Caſe; where would be the Harm of it? You have no reaſon _ 
to be diſpleas d, {ince-nothing's intended but what's honourable, 


Sir Cred. Be that as it will, ſhe ſhall go into the Country, that I'm re- 
ſolv'd on. 


Enter PRIMROSE. 


Heart, I can gueſs, Brother, who put you on that Reſolution. There's 
one Perſon in the World you'll pleaſe by it, I'm certain. 

Sir Cred. L underſtand you; Sir; you are always touching on that String. 
My Wife is a great Heart-burn to you, 

Heart. Ves, Brother, ſince tis neceſſary to be plain with you, tis your 
Wife that I mean; and I can no more bear your ridiculous Fondneſs for 
Her, than that you have for Phyſick; nor endure to ſce you run hand- over- 


head into all the Snares ſhe lays for you. 


Prim. Ah ! dear Sir, don't ſpeak ſo of my Lady; ſhe's a Woman that no 
body can ſay, any thing againſt; a Woman without the leaſt Grain of Ar- 
tifice or Deſign, and loves my Maſter- there's no ſaying how much 
ſhe loves him.. 

Sir Cred. Ay, ask but Her now, how exceſſive fond ſlie is of mo. 

Prim. Moſt exceſſive! 

Sir Cred. How much Concern my Illneſs gives her. 

Frim. True——ſhe's always praying that ſhe might ſee an End of it. 

Sir Cred, And the Care and Pains ſhe takes about me. | 

Prim. Right. —— Shall we convince you now, Mr. Heartly, and ſhew 
you directly what a ſurpriſing Affection my Lady has for my Maſter? 
Permit me, Sir, to undeceive him, and let him ſce his Miſtake. 


Sir 
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Sir Cred. As how Primroſe? 
Prim. Hark, my Lady is juſt return'd. Do you, Sir, but ſtretch your 


ſelf out in your Chair, and feign your ſelf dead, you'll then ſee the violent 


Grief, ſhe'll be in, when I tell her the News. 
Sir Cred. Hey! Um Il profeſs I've a mind to take her Advice. 


No, no, I can never bear to hear the Shrieks and Lamentations ſhe'll make 


over me; and yet 'twill be a Comfort to me to hear them, too; to feel her 
virtuous Tears bedew my Face, and her ſweet Lips kiſſing my Cheeks a 
thouſand, thouſand times, to bring me back again to Life and Her. 
Ah! Ah! verily, I'll do it; verily, I'll do it. And then, Sir, what will be- 
come of your fine Surmilſes ? But, Primroſe, ar't thee not afraid that 
her thinking me dead, will break her Heart ? Ta 

Prim. To be ſure, Sir, if you ſhould keep her in her Fright too long. 

Sir Cred. Oh! let me alone for that. T'll make the Experiment this very 
Minute, this very Minute. ——— Reach my Chair, here, [Settling himſelf.) 
So, ſo. | 

Prim. Do you hide your ſelf in that Cloſet, Sir. [To Heartly. 

Sir Cred. But is there no danger in feigning one's ſelf dead? 

Prim. No, no; what Danger ſhould there be? Tis only ſhutting your 
Eyes, and ſtretching your ſelf out. 
we ſhall ſhew you your Error, with a Witneſs, and convince you how much 
you have injur'd the beſt of Wives. [To Sir Credulous.] *Twill be pleaſant 
enough afterwards, Sir, to ſee how blank your Brother will look. Here's 
my Lady! Cloſe, cloſe, you've no Buſineſs with your Cane; hang your 
Arms a little more dangling ; and look more diſmal than ordinary, if poſlible. 


Enter Lady HIPPIS H. 


Prim. Oh dreadful! Oh fatal Misfortune! What a ſtrange Accident 
is this! 

Lady Hip. What's the Matter, Primroſe? 

Prim. Ah! Madam. Ah! Ah! | [Crying. 

Lady Hip. What is it? What doſt thee mean by this Blubbering, pr'ythee? 

Prim. My Maſter's dead, Madam. Oh! Oh! © © 

Lady Hip. Dead! 

Prim. Ay, alas! quite defunct. 

Lady Hip. Art thou ſure of that ? 

Prim. Too ſure, alas! No body yet knows any thing of this Accident ; 
there was not a Soul but my ſelf to help him; he ſunk down in my Arms, 
and went off like a Child, See there, Madam, how he lies ſtretch'd 
out in his Chair! | 


K K Lady Hip. 


[To Heartly.] Now, now, Sir, 
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Lady Hip. Now, Fortune be prais'd for the ri, what 
a Simpleton art thou, to cry? 

. Prim. Cry, Madam? Why, I thought we were to cry. 

Lady Hip. A great Loſs indeed, to cry for! What good did he do above 
Ground ?——A grunting, grumbling, ill-ſhap'd, filthy Fellow; never with- 
out ſome poiſonous Slop in his Maw; always coughing, hauking, and ſpit- 
ting; for ever dying, and yet too much alive to get him under Ground. 
Thou poor, pitifyl, credulous Fool, farewel. Sweet, charming, wanton 
Widowhood, thou only Recompence for Marriage Slavery! thou only End 
and Aim of prudent Wives! once more thou'rt welcome. 

Pram. A very excellent Funeral Oration. Aide. 

Lady Hip. Oh! how my Heart exults at Thought of Liberty, and long 
neglected Joys Alas! poor Dear, thou haſt loſt, then, the ſmall matter 
of Breath thou wer't Maſter of. O my Conſcience, he looks better than 

en he was alive. This is the only time, Primroſe, I ever beheld him with 

leaſure.- But, come, thou muſt aſſiſt me in executing my Deſign ; 
and, depend on't, that in ſerving me, thou wilt moſt effectually ſerve thy 
ſelf, Since then, by goed Fortune, no body's yet acquainted with the 
Thing, let us carry him to his Bed, and keep his Death conceal'd 'till we 
have thoroughly ſettled our Affairs; and then, Primroſe, I'll enjoy the Plea- 
ſure of Revenge too, in its turn, and make Miſs Belina pay ſwingingly for 
her Inſolence. Hah! here ſhe comes, and her Fellow with her; this is - 
little unlucky. 

Prim, 2 Confuſion! What brings them here now? What can be 
the Meaning of this? or, what will be the conſequence of this critical 
Scene? I wiſh I could give them Notice, that they might know how to 

behave——but tis impoſſible ; we muſt ftand it, now. 


Enter BEAUMONT ad BELINA. 


Beau. ¶ As he enters.) Yes, Belina, your Uncle has, by this time, made my 
Propoſal to your Father; I'll therefore no longer truſt my Paſſion to preca- 
tious Artifice, but make my Claim with Openneſs and Honour. 

Belina. What ails thee, Primroſe? Why thoſe Tears? How does my 
Father do? 

Prim. Ah! Madam. 

Belina, What's the matter ? 

Prim. Alas! he's dead, Madam. 

 Belina, My Father dead! Primroſe ? 

Prim. Yes, you ſee him there; be eogird.chis Miet in in 2 Fit. 
Belina. Oh! I Fainti. 
Beau. Hah! help her, Primroſe, ſhe faints. | 


Prim. 
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Prim. Tender Creature But ſee, ſhe recovers. 

Beling. This is a cruel Stroke, indeed! to loſe my Father, who was every 
thing in the World to me; and to loſe him at a Time too, when he had 
conceiv'd a Diſpleaſure againſt me! The Thought of this adds Stings to my 
Affliction, 

Beau. Be comforted, Madam, nor ſtrive to aggravate your Griet by ſuch 
| Reflexions; Beaumont will ſupply the Loſs of a Father. 

Belina. No, Beaumont, let's talk no more of any ſuch thing; I'm hs 
termin'd to retire into the Country, and be no longer converſant in this 
World. — Ves, my dear Father, if I have formerly oppos d your Inclinations, 
Fll now execute one of your Intentions at leaſt, and atone by that for the 
Dine I have given you. | 

Lach Hip. You have Liberty to go, Child, as ſoon as you pleaſe,-l 
have a Will in my Pocket, here, which takes all manner of Trouble off 
your Hands ; and you may ſoon pack up, I believe, all that belongs to you. 

Prim. Yes indeed, Madam, your Father has left the ſole Diſpoſal of 
every thing to her Ladyſhip. 

Belina. Then my Calamity" s compleat, indeed My Father! No, 
he did not, could not do it; 'twas that artful, wicked Wife, who ſeduc'd 
him into an Action ſo contrary both to his Reaſon and Nature. | 

Beau. Let not that Particular, Madam, add any thing to your Diſtreſs; 
you have ſtill an affluent Fortune at command, and I rejoice at this Oppor- 
tunity of adding ſome little Merit to my Paffion. | 

Lady Hip. Why, you both act your Parts miraculouſly well 

Belina. Act, do you ſay? No, Madam, I'm no more a Counterfeit in 
Grief, than you are in Joy. 


Lady Hi Why, really, Child, we have both reaſon enough to be in 


carneſt 


Beau. Barbarous Monſter | to inſult a Poverty, her own Treachery was 
the Cauſe of. 

Belina. But I ſhall not reſign my Right ſo tamely as you may think; 
the World ſhall be made acquainted with the Story, Madam.——Yes, Ma- 
dam, it ſhall know by what ſcandalous Methods you practis d on my Fa- 
ther's eaſy Temper, to ruin, moſt unnaturally ruin his own Children, to 
glut your Appetite for Wealth———and then, how ungratefully, how ſa- 
vagely you revell'd at the Death of this good deluded Husband, whoſe only 
Crime was being fond of ſuch a Wife. [Wiping her Eyes. 

Lady Hip. Whilſt you entertain yourſelf with theſe fine Reflexions, 
Child, I'll beg leave to go and ſettle a little neceſſary Bufinefs, [Going out, 
returns. ] But hold, in the firſt Place, let me ſearch for his Keys, for 
there! s Money and Papers I ought to ſecure. Going to his Pockets. 
KK 2 Sir 
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Sir Cred. [Starting up.] Softly, ſoftly, Madam. 

Omnes. Hah! | 

Sir Cred. So, Mrs. Wife, is this your Extreme 5 and Fondnefs 
for me ? 

Prim. Bleſs us! the dead ak alive again |! 

Sir Cred. ¶ Looking for ſome time ſcornfully on his Wi iſe, a and then . 
to Belina.] Ah! my dear Girl, come to my Arms, let me embrace thee, 
my Child. Thou art my own Daughter, my own Fleſh and Blood, and 
I'm overjoy'd to diſcover ſo much Good- nature in thee. 

Belina. How welcome and agreeable is this Surprize ! 

Sir Cred. [To Lady Hip.] I'm very glad, Madam, I've diſcover'd your 
Affection too, and heard the fine Panegyrick you made upon me. — A 
grunting, grumbling, filthy Fellow ; always hauking, coughing, and ſpitting. — 
Hey ! Miſtreſs. Ah! this is ſuch a Leſſon as will make me wiſer for the 
future, I believe. 

' Lady Hip. Tis ſuch a Leſſon, Fool, as I ſhall make thee repent having 
ever got from me. Thou ſhalt pay ſo dear for thy Wiſdom, as ſhall make 
thee wiſh thy ſelf in eaſy Deluſion again. 

Sir Cred. Mercy o me! What a Woman 'tis!——Hark ye, Madam, 
don't threaten, for I ſhall now make You go ſeck your Fortune, inſtead of 
my Daughter. 

Lady Hip. Wilt thou ſo, Man J 

Sir Cred. I ſhall procure a Will to take all manner of Trouble off your 
Hands ; ſo you may ſoon peck up, I believe, all that belongs to vou. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Lady Hip. Say & thou ſo, my Soul? Haſt thou forgot, then, the Five 
* Thouſand Guineas, and as much more in Notes, chat were hid behind the 
Wainſcot ? | 

Sir Cred. Ods my Heart! what a Fool have 1 Sky 

Lady Hip. And now, thou ſhalt be altogether as great a Wretch ; for III 
ſo chaſtiſe thee for this Curioſity ! III fo trample « on thee, ' Worm! 

Sir Cred. Out o my Houſe, I ſay. | 

Lady Hip. Ha, ha, ha! You talk wildly, my Dear; you are light-headed, 
and don't know it. * Nes bed, to bed, Child, and 3 for a Doctor and 
Nurſe, in an Inſtant. 

Belina. How, Madam! I can no longer bear to ſee my Father abus'd in 
this manner; and muſt tell you 

Lady Hip. Peace, Peace, Child, and ſhut your Mouth again; you'll ſay 
ſome fooliſh thing elſe, that will make one bluſh for you, 

Belina, Bluſh! Fy on you! you are an audacious wicked Woman. 
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Beau. Hold, Madam, tis in vain to make any Oppoſition; where all 
Senſe of Shame and Decency is loſt, Reproof. is but thrown away. 

Lady Hip. Oh! your Servant, Sir! by your ſage Looks and profound Si- 
lence, I really miſtook you for a rational Creature; but an Aſs is ſoon known 
when he offers to bray. 

Prim. O' my Life, ſhe'll prove too many for them all. 

Sir Cred. Was there ever ſuch Impudence ! I ſhall go mad indeed! I— 
I—Pm all on Fire! 

Lady Hip. Then ſet open the Windows, and cool your ſelf, my Love, 
whilſt I go abroad in purſuit of Pleaſure, I have been coop'd in an Hoſpital 
long enough; tis but juſt I ſhould now enjoy the Fruit of my Labour. 
Oh! I ſhall ſo harraſs you, my Dear, that you ſhall with your ſelf as dead 
as you pretended to be. [Exit Lady Hip. 

Sir Cred. | Following ber to the Door.) Will you ſo, Miſtreſs? Will you ſo, 
Miſtreſs? I'll take care how you make uſe of your infolent Tongue in this 
Houſe any more, tho'——l —1 [ Returning.) Why, why, what a 
ſhameleſs; terrible Tigreſs, am I yok'd to? 

Heart. | From the Cloſet.) So, Brother, now you ſeem—n 
Sir Cred. Yes, yes; and hear too with a Vengeance. 

Prim. I proteſt, I could never have imagin'd this. 

Heart. However, Brother, the Stratagem has not been amiſs, ſince by 
this means you have diſcover'd the real Sentiments of your Family, and 
learnt where to place your Affection and Favours. 

Sir Cred. My dear Girl, how ſhall I requite thee for all thy Goodneſs ? 

Belina. By ſuffering me, Sir, to ask one Bleſſing of you——That if you 
can't approve the Inclication of my Heart, if you reje& the honourable, 


generous Beaumont, I may at leaſt live ſingle with my Father; that Favour's 
all I beg. 


Prim. Nay, Sir, can you hold out againſt all this? 

Heart. Brother, can you be unmov'd by ſo much Duty and Love! 

Sir Cred. Well, let the Gentleman turn Phyſician, and I'll conſent to the 
Match; turn but Phyfician, Sir, and I'Il give you my Daughter. 

Beau, I'd undertake much greater Difficulties on that Condition, Sir. 

Heart. But, Brother, I have a Thought come into my Head ev n turn 
Phyſician your ſelf; the Conveniency will be ſtill greater, to have within 
your ſelf every thing you want. 


Sir Cred. 1 fancy, Brother, you only jeſt with me, Am I of an Age fit 
to apply my ſelf to Study? 


Heart. Pooh! Study! you are learn'd enough in Conſcience. Tis but 


putting on the Doctor's Gown and Cap, and you'll have more Knowledge in 


an Inſtant, than you'll know what to do withal. 


Prim. 


by a Te REES 9 . =o ” 


2 . -2 * r a 
— —— — oO — 
te OE OO IS 


— Ems 


* 


— — 
PC. — — 
0 
— 


- * 
a —— — 
- * = Phy > 
* K . 1 — 
9 * e E OOO 
5 — —— Et 0p, 


— ——— 


2 
K 


262 The Mother-in-Law; or, 


Prim. Beſides; Sir, if you had no other Qualification than this Muff of 
yours, twould go a great Way. A Muff is more than Half in Half in the 
making of a Doctor. | | | 

Heart. True. 

Prim. And when once you are a Doctor, you'll be well in a Trices for 
there's no Diſtemper ſo ſaucy as to meddle with the Perſon of a Phyſician. 

Heart. Nay, he has ſo much Skill already, that he has ow himſelf of 
the worſt Diſtemper he had. 1 
Sir Cred. What Diſtemper, Brother ? ; 

Heart. Your Wife, Brother. You have nothing more to do; but to purge 
off the Doctor, and you are a ſound Man again. 

Sir Cred. J hear you, Sir. | 
. Heart, But now, Brother, give your Bleſſing here. 

Sir Cred. 1 do, and my Fortune along with it, as a Recompence for ſo 
much Duty and Affection in my Child. 

Heart. "Tis generouſly done. Thus you have made the Story of To- 
night, a moſt inſtructive Leſſon to the World. This juſt Reward of Duty 
in a Daughter, and Diſappointment of a wicked Wife, will teach Fond, 


That tho' a while, with Grief and Cares o'ercaſt, 
Virtue ſtill ſhines triumphant at the laſt : | 
Whilſt Vice, like Meteors, with. a fickly Flame, - 
Glares for an Hour, then ſinks in endleſs Shame. 


3 KF ® 


1 . 
5 F/ ; 
E. 


Spoken by Mr. CIB BER, Mr. GRIFFIN, and Mrs. CLIVE, 
in the Characters of Heaveitce, Hieeisn, and Paiunos k. 


Mrs. Clive. HE Epilogue-—- 
| Mr. Cib.---There's none, 
Mrs. Clive. — 2 
Mr. Cib. Mays no Jole, 
The Author won't permit one to be ſpoke. 
Mrs. Clive. Vo Epilogue! the Man's a Fool, TI fwear ; 
Mr. Cib. Right, elſe he bad not been a Wit, my Dear. 


[Addreſſing himſelf to the Audience.) 


Howe er, he begs this Buſineſs I'd excuſe; 
And gives theſe Reaſons why he did refuſe : 
Firſt, to the Modeſt and the Fair, be ſays, 4 
The Epilogues in vogue to modern Plays, 
Are ich flat, nauſeous, witleſs, meanleſs Cant, 
He's ſure they'll gladly overlook the Want; 
And to that Sex ſuch Reverence he does bear, 
He /corns to write what they muſt bluſh to hear. 
As for the Criticks----he can ne er think fit, 
Dp they ſhould damn his Play, to damn the Pit: 
But, ſhould they condeſcend to ſmile-—why then, 
To ſhew his Gratitude, he'll write again. 


Mrs. Clive advancing, and taking Mr. Cibber by the Sleeve. 


Mrs. Clive. Bur hold, Sir, fince the Poet's ſuch an Elf, 
Fl] ventnre to ſay cor hi for my ſelf. 


l 


This Moment I was whiſper d by a Smart, | 
Why, Clive, you've play d, to-Night, an Under-part. 
But he's miſtaken----mine's the nobleſt Poſt, 


In each great Houſe in Town we rule the Roaſt : 


—_— 
/ oo nn 
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EPILOGUE. 
For thi my Lady-Wife may bounce and hector, 
And for a miſplac d Pin, or Patch, correct her, 
Yet ffill, to make amends for this Diſaſter, 
The Maid is always Miſtreſs of her Maſter : 
This the great Dames with ſo much Envy view, 
They dreſs like us, to rob us of our Due; 
In Ted al d Coif, white Apron, and ſtuſf Gown, - 
Your Lady Betties trip about the Town ; | 
Whilf nice Sir Fopling, and his Brother Beaux, 
Tranſported, ſtep into their Footmen's Clothes. 
Proud of the Oaken Club, and tuck d-up Hair, 
They then, firſt, really are what they appear. 

Thus none, I'm ſure, who are true Friends to Love, 


But muſt my modiſb Character approve. | 
Mr. Griffin advancing. 


Mr. Grif. And ſure, Sir Hip can never fail 70 pleaſe, 
The Doctor now is the polite Diſeaſe; 
That Beau, or Belle, is judg'd unread, who doth not 
At ev'ry Meal quote Cheney and We 
ee fair Water, with Champagne replete ; : 


And, after fix full Courſes, rail at Meat. 
Therefore we humbly bope, tho now-a-days 


A ſudden Death's . Fate of moſt new Plays, 
Since from the Doctor's fatal Clutches got, 
A longer Life will be our fick Man's Lot. 


Mr. Cibber advancing again. 


Mr. Cib. Poor I, an Eſſex-Calf, and Headpiece Mays oy 
That's no new Charatter for me, you'll ſay, 3g 0 
J act the Calf and Headpiece every Day. 

T owns the Charge with Pride, fince by that Means 

I better could divert you in theſe tp 

For all the Fame we aim at, is to s aiſe 


Smiles from ſuch Beauty, from ſuch Judgment Praiſe 
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To the Right Honourable the 
L. OR BU X 


My LORD, 
N Recommendation of the following Perform- 

3 NS ance to Your Loxpsnre's Patronage, I have This 

at kaft to plead The Honefty of its Intenti- 
„on; which is to entertain the Town, without 
giving Offence either to Virtue, Decency, or 
Good-Manners. And at a Time when the Stage 
is proſtituted to the worft of Purpoſes; when, inſtead of being 
_ employ'd againſt the Follies and Vices of Mankind, to expoſe 
the ſingularity of Pride and Affectation, and to bring what is ill 
or abſurd into Neglect and Contempt, it is made uſe of to ex- 
tinguifh Virtue, and make Lewdneſs a Diverſion ; to weaken the 
Defences of Modeſty, and crofs upon the Regards of Good- 
Manners and Humanity; at ſuch a Juncture, My Loxp, it may 
be look'd on as ſome Degree of Merit to turn it upon Productions 
that are merely inoffenſive and negatively good. 

The Town, indeed, by the unuſual Favours it has conferr'd on 
this Piece, has ſtamp'd a Share of real Value upon it; and it 
would be therefore high Impertinence in me to tax it with hav- 
ing thrown away Applauſe on a Trifle. 

As to the Attempt here made to expoſe the ſeveral Vices and 
Follics that at preſent flouriſh in vogue, I hope Your Loxps uie 
will think it confin'd within the Bounds of a modeſt and wholeſome 
Chaſtiſement. That it is a very ſeaſonable one, I believe, every 
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Perſon will acknowledge. When what is ſet up for the Standard 
of Taſte, is but juſt the Reverſe of Truth and Common Senſe; and 
that which is dignify'd with the Name of Politeneſs, is deficient 
in nothing—-but Decency and Good-Manners : When all Di- 
ſtinctions of Station and Fortune are broke in upon, ſo that a 
Peer and a Mechanick are cloath'd in the ſame Habits, and in- 
dulge in the ſame Diverſions and Luxuries: When Husbands 
are ruin'd, Children robb'd, and Tradeſmen ſtarv'd, in order 
to give Eſtates to a French Harlequin, and 1:a/ian Eunuch, 
for a Shrug or a Song ; ſhall not fair and fearleſs Satire oppoſe 
this Outrage upon all Reaſon and Diſcretion? Yes, My Lo Rp, 
Reſentment can never better be ſhewn, nor Indignation more 


laudably exerted, than on ſuch an Occaſion. 
I beg Your Loxpsniy's Pardon for expreſſing my ſelf thus 


warmly ; but I think this is one of the Caſes where we may be 


innocently angry, and for which the generous Ferment was im- 
planted in our Natures. 


However I will preſume no longer on Your Loxnsniry's 
Patience, than juſt to acknowledge how ſenſible I am of the 
Honour done me by Your giving Leave for this Addreſs, and to 


declare how ſincerely I am 


Your LorDsnire's 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt bumble Servant, 


JaMEs MILLER. 
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Spoken by Mr. C I B B E R. 
W IT ſprings fo flow in our bleak Northern Soil, 


I ſcarce, at beſt, rewards the Planter's Toll : 
But now, when all the Sun-ſhine, and the Rain, 
Are turn'd to cultivate a Foreign Grain ; 
When, what ſhould cheriſh, preys upon the Tree, 
What generous Fruit can you expect to ſee ? 

Our Bard, to Atrile the Humour of the Times, 
Some of his Scenes imports from Southern Climes ; 
Secure his Pains will with Applauſe be crown'd, 

Tf you're as fon of Foreign Senſe as Sung; 
And fince their Follies have been bought ſo dear, 
We hope their Wit a moderate Price may bear. 

Terence, Great Maſter ! who, with wond rous Art, 
Explor d the deepeſt Secrets of the Heart; 

That beſt Old Fudge of Manners and of Men, 
Firſt grac'd this 73% with his immortal Pen. 

. the Claſſick of the Gallick Stage, 
Firſt dar'd to modernize the ſacred Page; 
Skil ful, the one Thing wanting to ſupply, 
HUMOUR, hat Soul of Comic Poeſy. 


The Roman Fools were drawn ſo high, the Pit 


Might take em now for Modern ny of Wit : 

But Moliere painted with a bolder Hand, 

And mark'd his Oafs with the Fools-Cap and Band: 

To wry Vice he ta abs the juft Reproach, 

Shew'd 7 Worth on fee and Raſcals in a Coach. 
Leaning on theſe great Guides, our Bard to-day, 

Trembling, attempts to tread the ſlipp ry Way; 

To their rich Group he adds ſome Figures more, 

Some Fools of Britiſh Growth unſbeum before: 


Befides 
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Beſides he freely owns the bold Pretence - 

To club his Mite of ative ferling Senſe, 

Which ---—- tho "tis Engliſh hopes won't give Offence. 

Boldly the Comic Scourge he tales in hand, 

To 2 the reigning Follies of the Land : 

Bluſbing to = Britannia's Sons become 

Dupes to each V. agabond from France and Rome ; 

To ſee the Great their prime Diſtinctions place 

In things ſo low, contemptible and baſe, | 

As their politer Footmen would diſs 

For Thi he ſends your kind Support 70 abb, [To the Pit. 

Elſe he muſt fink beneath th invidious Task. 

Point out his Failings freely - but then ſpare 
Thoſe Parts which you may think ſome Merit ſhare : 

Don't, for one Gangreen' Limb, the Whole deſtroy =-== 

Shew Us which tim ===== Well lop it off with Fey. 


"2 1 I i. 4 2 » 3 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Sir Poſitive Bubble, | Mr. Griffin. 
Freelove, Mr. -AMills. 
Valentine, Mr. Mikuard, 
Sir Humphry Henpeck, | Mr. Harper. 
Harcourt, Mr. Mills Jun. 
Horatio, Mr..E/e. 
Martin, 5 Mr. Cibber. 
Reynard, : Mr. Miller. 
Lewis, Mr. Croſs. 
ls Di | Mr. on 
«ſtice Diligence. . Mr. Turbut. 

/ WO M E N. 
Lady Henpeck, VMl-Ixrs. Croſß. 
Maria, Mrs. Clive. 
Dorothea, 1 | Mrs. /Pritchard. 
Dorinda, Mrs. Thurmond. 
Angelica, | Mrs. Holiday. 
Liſetta, ? 3 4 Mrs. Mann. 


SCENE, LO V D O . 
THE 


THE 


3 RY 3 


4 rr 
S O E NE, A Hall in Sir Humphry Henpeck's Houſe. 
[Harcourt and Horatio following one another.) 


HaAaRcovuRT, (pulling on his Gloves.) 


aYa, ELL, Horatio! what d'ye think of our Reception here ? 
Are you much ſatisfied with it? 

Hor. Um Arte you, Harcourt? 

Har. I think neither of us have very abundant Reaſon 
to be ſo, Never ſure did a couple of Gipſies behave them- 
ſelves ſo inſolently, nor two poor Fellows ever meet with 


ſach ſcurvy Treatment. They could not ſo much as pre- 
vail on themſelves to afford us Chairs, but made us ſtand in the middle of 


the Room, while they walk'd round and examin'd us from Head to Foot, 
as if we had been brought there, like Indian Kings, for a Show. 

Hor. Then ſuch whiſpering as was between 'em; ſuch yawning! rubbing 
their Eyes! and asking every Moment what o'Clock 'twas ! 

Har. And all we could ſay to em produc'd no Anſwer but Ay, or No, 
and that with the Head turn'd o'one fide, as if they were talking to the Fi- 
gures in the Tapeſtry Hangings. Why, there's n&'er a fine Lady in Town 
could have uſed her Husband with more Saucineſs and Contempt. 

Hor. You ſcem to lay it much to Heart, Harcourt. 


Har. I do ſo; for I muſt confeſs my Heart was a little intereſted in the 
Affair. Maria's perſonal Charms had made ſtronger Impreſſions on me, 


than Dorothea's ſeem to have made on you, Horatio. 
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Hor. Had they been never ſo ſtrong, her n Behaviour would 
have ſoon made me eaſy in that Point. 

Har. Tis the ſame with me. However I ſhan't be fatisfy'd till I have 
had ſome Revenge on em. I know well enough what was the Cauſe of 
our Repulſe; we are not Men of high Rank and Faſhion enough for 
them. They are come gallop'd away from Thames Street to St, Fames's, to 


| ſet up for Patterns of Taſte aud Politeneſs, forſooth. 


Hor. And ſo nothing beneath a Ribband or Staff will go down with 'em. 
Har. It was pleaſant enough to hear em tell one another what Viſits they 
ow'd: My Lady ſuch-a-one, and the Dutcheſs of ſuch a Place; when the 
arrogant Sluts, till within theſe Six Weeks, never knew what a Houſe was 
without a Counter in't. | 

Hor. So that now they are Amphibious between Court Prudes, and City 
Coquets. I'm ſurprized how the Old Fellow Sir Humphry Henpeck can bear 
em both in his Houſe together. 

Har. Oh, he has had a ſwinging Surfeit of 'em, you may' be ſure, 
which made him ſo forward to Compliment us with m. His Wife's 
enough for him to deal with at one time. However, Horatio, if you'll 
take my Advice, I have ſtarted a Thought how to be even with their High 
and Mighty Ladyſhips 

Hor. Which way, pr'ythee ? 

Har. You know my Fellow Martin. 

Hor. And what then? 

Har. He's a crafty, brisk, infinuating Raſcal, and paſſes amongſt many 
for a ſort of Wit; for nothing now-a-days is cheaper than Wit. 

Hor. Yes, I knpw the Rogue: He affects even Affectation it ſelf; and 
was ſuch a perfect Counterpart both in Dreſs and Manners of his laſt Ma- 
ſter, Lord Apemode, that you could ſcarce know the Peer from his Valet. 

Har. The Coxcomb is ſo impudent too, that he often takes it into his 
Head to paſs for a Man of Quality. He pretends to Gallantry and Poetry, 
and has ſuch a Contempt for others of his own Condition, that he calls em 
all meer Brutes. | 

Hor. Ha, ha, ha! A compleat Second-hand Man of Tafte — But what's 
the Uſe you intend to make of all theſe excellent Qualities ? 

Har. What Uſe ? O! A Uſe that thoſe Qualities are equal dna Why 
he ſhall but hold, we are interrupted ; I'll tell you by and by. | 


Enter VALENTINE, as not ſeeing them. 


Hor. So ho! Valentine, what can't you ſee pour Friends this Morning ? 


Why thou art as penſive 
Val. Confuſion! it makes me half Mad! 


Har. 
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Har. Nay, quite, in good Truth; but pr'ythee what is it ? 

Val. What is it, Harcourt! why to ſee her I love; to fee thy charming 
Siſter, Dorinda, under the Power of ſuch a Savage Guardian. That old watch- 
ful Dragon, Sir Poftive Bubble, makes ſuch a ſevere Uſe of the Power your 
Father's Will has given him over her, that he does not ſuffer her to breathe 
even freſh Air, or enjoy common Liberty. | | 

Har. That's what you ought to build your greateſt Hopes on. Know for 
your Encouragement, my Friend, that a Woman lock'd up is half won ; and 
that the Severity of Fathers, Guardians and Husbands, has always advanc'd 
the Buſineſs of the Gallant. Your experienc'd Sportſmen will tell you that 
they are always beſt pleaſed to meet with thoſe churliſh Brutes, who with- 
out Thought or Reaſon condemn the Conduct of their Wives in every thing, 
and haughtily ſtanding on the Name of Husband, quarrel with em for no- 
thing, even in the preſence of their Gallant, 

Hor. Ay, ay, they know how to take Advantage of that. The Reſent- 
ment of the Fair for ſuch Uſage on one hand, and the complaiſant Compaſ- 
ſion of the Lover on the other, give occaſion for a very good Correſpon- 
dence between em. 

Har. Right, and therefore the Tyranny of my Siſter's Guardian ought 
to ſerve you as a Pledge of obtaining your Wiſhes, 

Val. Ay, Harcourt, but for the Six Months that I have been paſſionately 
in love, I could never procure even a Moment's Converſation with her. 

Har. Why, Love whets the Invention, they ſay ; but yours does not ſeem 
to have been much the ſharper for it hitherto, Valentine. 

Val. What could I have done? The Brute is always with her, you know, 
and preſerves her as a delicious Morſel for himſelf. He ſuffers her to hold 
no Intercourſe with any Mortal, but thro' his own Hands. 

Har. Nay, that's true enough: I my ſelf, tho' her Brother, have been 
prohibited the Sight of her above this Twelve-month, for fear I ſhould in- 
ſtill, as he told me, evil Principles into her, and make her as wild and 
wicked as my ſelf-————But has ſhe been no way acquainted then with your 
Inclinations yet ? | 

Val. That I'm not ſure of. Wherever her Jailor carry'd her, ſhe has al- 
ways ſeen me following her like her Shadow; and my Looks every Day 
endeavour'd to expreſs to her the Violence of my Paſſion, My Eyes, Ho- 
ratio, have ſpoke a great deal; but how thall I know if ſhe underſtood their 
Language ? | 

Hor. "Tis true, that Language may be ſomething obſcure, without either 
the Tongue or the Pen to interpret it. 

Val. What's to be done ? What Courſe muſt I take ? 
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Har. That muſt be conſider d of. Horatio and my ſelf have at preſent 


a little Buſineſs of our own on hand; after that's adjuſted we'll help our 
Friends. 


Enter Sir HUMPHRY HENPECK. 
Sir Hum. Well, Gentlemen, you have ſeen my Niece and Daughter.Do 
Matters go well, ſay you? All things jog on as they ſhould, I hope. 
Har. That, Sir, you may learn better of them than of us: All we can 
ſay is that we thank you for the Favour you deſign'd us, and remain your 
very humble Servants. 


Hor. Your very humble Servants — come, Valentine, you ſhall go with 
us in my Coach to the Park. [Exeunt. 
Sir Hum. Hoity toity, what's the meaning of this now ? they ſeem to be 
ſtrangely out of Humour ; theſe pert Baggages have certainly Aﬀeronted 'em 


ſome way or other. I'll know the Cauſe on't, and that quickly too. S0 ho! 
within there. 


Enter LISETTA. 


Liſ. What do you want, Sir? 
Sir Hum. What do I want, Madam! where are your Miſtreſſes? 
Liſ. In their Dreſſing-Room, Sir. 

Sir Hum. What are they doing there? 

Liſ. Making Waſhes and Lip-Salve, Sir. 

Sir Hum. Go bid them come down to me. Making Waſhes and Lip-Salve, 
forſooth : Theſe Huſſies with their Salves, have a mind to ruin me, I think. 
There's nothing in the whole Houſe but whites of Eggs, Puppy-dog Wa- 
ter, and a thouſand other Slops that I can't name. Since we liv'd at this 
End of the Town, they have us'd the Fat of a Dozen Hogs at leaſt, and 
four Servants might live every Day on the Legs of Mutton they waſte. 


Enter MARIA and DOROTHEA.' 


Sir Hum. Hark'e me, Miſtreſs, what is it that you and your dainty Couſin 
there have done, to make theſe_ Gentlemen go away ſo diſſatisfied? Did not 1 
command you to receive em, as Perſons that I deſign'd for your Hus- 
bands? | 


Maria. Dear Father, don't talk to us of Husbands, it makes one think of 
a Jail and Fetters. 

Doro. Beſides, Sir, could a Woman of the leaſt Taſte in the Univerſe, 
take up with ſuch unpoliſh'd Animals as theſe are? 

Sir Hum, And why not, pray, Niece ? 


Doro. 
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Dore. Pretty Gallantry, indeed! to begin with Matrimony at once. 
Sir Hum. and what would you have em begin with——Something worſe, || 


hey? Is not ſuch an Alliance what we have all reaſon to catch at? and there- | 


fore the ſooner 'tis done, the better. 

Maria. Dear, Sir! what you ſay is perfectly Cit-like. I'm aſham'd to 
hear you talk thus: Now you are come to live at the Polite part of the 
World, you ought to learn a better Air in things. 

Sir Hum, I care neither for Air or Song. I tell you Marriage is an honou- 
rable Thing ; and to begin with that is the Part of honeſt People. 

Maria. My Couſin, Sir, will tell you as well as I, that for a Gallane to 
mention any ſuch thing is contrary to the very Eſſence of all Politeneſs. No, 
they ſhould have run through the whole Courſe of Gallantry, follow'd us 
to Bath, Scarborough and Tunbridge, each of which Places ſhould have re- 
ſounded with Songs and Panegyricks on us, and Lampoons on every one 
elſe. Then in Town they ſhould attend us thro' all its Diverſions ; carry us 
to the Rehearſal of every new Opera, and the Reading of every new Play, 
dance with us every Nidotto, and ſqueak with us every Ma/querade= And 
after all, not a Word of Matrimony ſhould be heard of. 3 

Sir Hum. How ! What's all this! 

Doro. Indeed, Uncle, my Couſin has hit it right. Theſe are things which 
can't be diſpens'd with. But to come point blank to the conjugal Knot! To 
make love only with the Marriage Contract, and take an intrigue juſt by the 
Tail! once more, Sir, nothing can be more 'Tradeſman-like. 

Sir Hum. What the Duce of Rhodomontade is here | 

Maria. Beſides, Sir, their very Dreſs and Deportment were ſhocking. To 
make a Love-Viſit with a plain Leg, a Hat without a Diamond Button, and 
a Coat without Lace! Fine Gallants indeed! Then ſuch a Frugality of Con- 
verſation, and Barrenneſs of Wit; — in ſhort, they are mere Barbarians 
both within and without. 

Sir Hum, They are gone mad, ſure ! Look'ye, Mary, and you Dorothy, 
as for the Gentlemen we're talking of, I know their Families and Eſtates, 
and you ſhall abſolutely marry them. For I'm downright weary of having 
you upon my Hands. | 

Maria. For my Part, Sir, all I can ſay to you, is, that I think Marriage 
an extreme ſhocking thing. How can one bear the very Thought of lying 
by the Side of a naked Man ? 

Sir Hum. Ah Baggage, Baggage! bear the Thought ! 

Doro, For Goodneſs Sake, Sir, ſuffer us to breathe a little amongſt the 
Beau Monde. We are but juſt got here: but on the Border only of Taſte and 
Politeneſs yet, and don't knock it all on the head at once. 

Sir Hum, They are quite ſpoil'd, I ſee. 

| M m 2 Doro. 
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Doro. This I am poſitively reſolv'd on, that if ever I do marry, I'll marry 
for ſomething ; and nothing leſs than a Coronet on the Door ſhall ever tempt 
me to ride in a Husband's Coach. 

Maria. Nay that I'm fix d on too nothing but the Rays of a Bril- 
liant Star hath powerful Attraction enough to ſeduce me to that 
If ever I marry, a Man of Quality muſt be my Husband. 

Sir Hum. Why Huſſy, tis impoſſible a Man of Quality never can 
be your Husband. 


Doro, No, Sir! I think Twenty Thouſand Pound no contemptible 
Fortune. 

Sir Hum. Right, Niece. You'll find Men of Quality enough that will 
marry your Twenty Thouſand Pound : But you'll have no more Husbands in 
em than if you were to marry an Opera Songſter. They'll treat you as they 
do the Marriage Contract juſt ſet their Seal for once and then fling you 
aſide never to look on you again. 

Doro. Well, Uncle, and what would you have 'em do? 

Sir Hum. hee em do! 

Doro. Ay——would you have em perpetually at one's Elbow, as if we 
were really yok'd together? 

Maria. No, leave that to the inſipid Vulgar; People of Taſte and Senſi- 
bility have a higher Reliſh for Life. Separate Tables, ſeparate Apartments, 
ſeparate Coaches and ſeparate Pleaſures! —— Thoſe are the peculiar Privileges 
of Quality. 

Sir Hum. Oh, are they ſo! why then 'tis a pity, methinks, but the Form 
of Wedlock was alter'd; and to be more polite, ſhould run thus — Whom 
Matrimony hath put aſunder, let no Man dare to join together. 

Doro. Upon Honour, a good Thought, my Dear, ha, ha, ha! 

Maria. Excellent, my Dear, ha, ha, ha! 

Doro. Thy Father never ſaid any thing ſo witty before, my Dear. Why 
you brighten apace, Uncle! This End of the Town begins to work upon you. 
Ah, my Dear, the very Air of St, James's inſenſibly inſtils Politeneſs into 
People. 

Maria. True, my Dear, and I don't wonder my Mother was fo eager to 
get my Father here. All Wives ſhould bring their Husbands hither, that 
they may learn what ſort of a Creature a Husband ought to be. 

Sir Hum. O! the beſt Place in the World for that. Here are a Pack of 
rare Husbands, and fitted with rare Wives too. One heaps up Wealth, of 
which his Wife beſtows good Part on thoſe that take care to branch his 
Brows for it. Another, tho' more happy, yet not leſs infamous, ſees his 
Wife receive Preſents every Day without a Grain of Jealouſy, becauſe ſhe 
tells him, tis for her Virtue, One * Lady craftily gives a falſe Relation 

to 
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to her Husband of what paſſes between herſelf and Gallant, and the poor 
Cully tranſported with her extreme Fidelity, ſleeps quietly and pities the 
Lover. Whilſt another, to juſtify her Pride and Extravagance, pretends to 
win at Play the Sums ſhe ſquanders ; and the Zani of a Husband, without 
conſidering at what Game, is very thankful for the Money ſhe gets. 

Doro. But Uncle, he that laughs at others ought to take care that no 
body in return laugh at him. 

Sir Hum. I don't doubt but they do, Niece; for I am as great a Cornuto as 
any of 'em all, 

Doro. No, Uncle, you are not ſo much in the Faſhion as that comes too. 
My Lady is entirely given up to Reading and Philoſophy. 

Sir Hum. Right, Niece ſo that I am made a Cuckold of every Day 
by Plutarch and Seneca. She's wedded more to Philoſophy and Poetry, than 
to me; and I am no more regarded by her than a wooden Folio that ſerves 
to fill up the Corner of a Shelf. 


Maria. You may be thankful, Sir, hat you have a Lady af ſuch excellent 
Talents. 

Sir Hum, Yes, but I pay pretty = for her Talents. In the firſt Place, 
I muſt leave off my Buſineſs, which brought me in at leaſt a Thouſand a 
Year, becauſe getting Money was low and ſervile. Then I muſt quit my 
own Houſe, and pay the Duce and all here, becauſe this, it ſeems, is the 
Region of Wit and Politeneſs. And what is worſe than all, muſt throw a- 
way, at leaſt, 500 Guineas to get my ſelf knighted, that her Ladyſhip might 
be in a Rank above the Vulgar, for ſooth. The Family of the Henpecks had 
great Occaſion to be thus dignify'd and diſtinguiſh'd, indeed. 

Doro. Ay, Sir——but then on the other fide, you muſt ſet down that 
valuable Fund of Learning, Taſte, and critical Knowledge which my Aunt 
is Miſtreſs of; and that will more than balance the Account. 

Sir Hum, Her Taſte and critical Knowledge, as you call it, makes her 
only ſearching continually for ſomething to find fault with: And nothing 
that I can. can do or ſay, but wants either Dignity or Delicacy, belike. 
Thus, under pretence of her ſuperior Underſtanding, ſhe governs the whole 
Family, engroſſes the whole Talk, and claims the whole Notice of all that 
come to my Houſe ; whilſt I, under the Name of my-Lady' s Husband, am 
like a black-letter'd Saint whom no body calls upon S'bud ! what Bu- 
ſineſs had I with a witty Wife, or what ſhould Women be ſuffer'd to read 
for ? When 'tis enough for 'em if they can but ſay their Prayers, love their 
Husbands, and darn their own Linnen. 

Doro. Alas! my Dear, how deep is thy Father ſunk in the Groſſneſs of 
Matter | 

Maria. What ſhall I ſay, my Dear, I'm quite aſham'd for him. 


Sir 
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Sir Hum. 8 bobs, were there ever ſuch inſolent Gipſies? why, you Brace 
of pert Pullets, get you out of my Sight this very Moment, and either re- 
ſolve to take the Gentlemen that I have fix d on, or, or——— why a whu 
and a Marry come up! [Exit Sir Hum. 
Doro. Say their Prayers ! love their Husbands ! and darn their own Lin- 
nen! very elegant Occupations truly, ha, ha, ha! | 
Maria. Oh Lamentable! ha, ha, ha | 
Both. Ha, ha, ha! | [Exeunt Laughing. 


SC EN E changes to a Hall in Sir Poſitive Bubble's Houſe. 


Enter Sir POSITIVE BUBBLE, and FREELOVE his Brother. 


Sir Poſ. Good now, Brother, don't talk ſo much, but let each of us live 
as he has a mind ro't. Tell me of this and that and tother ! I'll be direct- 
ed by no body, I ſay. My Fancy ſhall be my Counſellor, and I am very 
well ſatisfy'd with my own way of living. 

Free. But every one condemns it, Brother. 

Sir Po/. Ay, ſuch Fools as you, perhaps, Brother. 

Free. 1 thank you heartily. A handſome Compliment ! 

Sir Po/. And I'd fain know, methinks, what theſe wiſe critical Every- 
ones can ſee in me fo worthy of Reprehenſion. 

Free. I'll tell you, Sir Poſitive. In the firſt Place, your obſtinate, unſo- 
ciable Temper, which makes you avoid all the Pleaſures of Converſation, 
gives a whimſical Air to every thing you do, and makes you ſeem barbarous 
even in your very Dreſs, | 

Sir Po/. Oh! you would have me an Aſs of Faſhion, and not dreſs my 
ſelf for my ſelf, but to the Times, would you, Mr. Younger Brother ? 
You'd have me, I fay, follow the way of your young Fops: Wear their 
little Hats which let their weak Brains evaporate ; thoſe crop Wigs that ex- 
poſe their Ears, and let the world know what Species they are of; thoſe 
curtail'd Waiſtcoats, the flaps of 'which reach no lower than their Hips; and 
thoſe fine Stockings, with ſuch monſtrous Clocks that make em look like 
rough-footed Pidgeons. I ſhould delight you without doubt, if I equip'd 
my'ſelf in this Manner, You'd have me as fooliſh as any Jackanapes of 
*em all. 

Free. One ſhould always comply, Brother, in ſome Meaſure with the 

Majority, and never make one's ſelf be ſtar'd at. Both Extreams are offen- 

five, and every wiſe Man ſhould dreſs, as he would ſpeak, without Affecta- 

tion. I would not imitate thoſe who are at the top of the Mode, and al- 

ways ſtraining even beyond the Faſhion; but then, on the other " g 
in 
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think it wrong to avoid obſtinately every thing that other People follow. 
"Tis better being ſilly with the reſt of the World, than wiſe in oppoſition to 
every one elſe. 

Sir Poſ. Oh, is it ſo! moſt complaiſant Sir. 

Free, Yes, for in following the Mode, you only wear other People's Follies, 
which is better than wearing your own by too much Particularity. Believe 
me, Brother, a Man ſhould be ſingular in nothing; but Wiſdom and 
Humanity. | | 

Sir Po/. This is like an old Fellow now, who to hide his grey Hairs, wears 
a black Wig. | 

Free. I ſee no Reaſon, Brother, why any one ſhould caſt off Decency and 
Chearfulneſs. Has not Old-age Inconveniencies enough, without being both 
crabbed and flovenly ? 

Sir Poſ. But, be that as it will, Sir, I am reſolved not to alter my Dreſs in 
the leaſt, T'll wear a broad-brim'd Hat in ſpite of the Faſhion, that my 
Head may have a convenient Shelter. A good large Waiſtcoat, thick and 
long, and well button'd, to keep my Stomach warm for Digeſtion : And 
Shoes wherein my Feet may have room enough, that I may be able to walk 
without a great Stick like a Hedge-Stake, or making wry Faces. Thus our 
Forefathers wiſely did, and thus will Ido and thoſe that don't like me, 
may look upon ſomething elſe. 

Free, But, Brother, however well you may think this Severity becomes 
one of your Age, you ought certainly to give Youth a little more Liberty — 
you underſtand me, Brother————your rigid Treatment of your Ward, 
Dorinda | 

Sir Po/. Lack, lack, I wiſh you'd mind your own Buſineſs, Brother, 

Free. I beg your Pardon, Brother; but Youth muſt 

Sir Poſ. I beg your Pardon too, Sir, and muſt tell you, that her Actions 
depend on me, and I beſt know what Intereft I have in 'em. 

Free. have I leſs in thoſe of her Siſter? They are without Parents, and 
our Friend their Father upon his Death-bed left to us the Care of them ; 

obliging both of us either to marry them our ſelves, or at a proper Age to diſ- 
poſe of them to others. From their very Infancy we have had full Power 
over them, both as Father and Husband ; you choſe to educate Dorinda, and 
I took upon me the Charge of Angelica. 

Sir Poſ. Right, Sir, and therefore do you pleaſe to manage yours as you 
have a mind to't; and I hope you'll give me leave to do the ſame by 

mine. 

Free, Well, Brother, I can't help thinking 

Sir Po/. Nor I can't help thinking, Brother, and muſt declare it to you, 


that what I ſay is right. You let yours go fine and extravagant _ 
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all my Heart; let her have her Chairmen and Footmen, and Abigails with- 
I conſent to't. Let her ramble about, love Idleneſs, and 
be flatter'd by Fops till Doomsday — I am very well ſatisfy'd with it. But 
I'll have mine live according to my Fancy, not her own. Her Dreſs ſhall 


be of good decent Stuffs, and ſhe ſhall wear Silk only on Holidays. Shall 


ſtay at Home as a wiſe Woman ought, and make Huſwifery her whole Ap- 
plication. ' When ſhe has any Time to ſpare, T'll have her quilt my Night- 
caps, and clear-ſtarch my Bands for Diverſion. She muſt ſhut her Ears 


to the Flattery of young Fellows, and never go abroad without Ay 
to watch her. 


Free. Diſtruſtful Cares, Bolts and Grates don't make People virtuous. 
'Tis native Honour that muſt keep 'em within Bounds, not our Severity. 
"Tis by gaining their Hearts alone that we can guide their Manners. They 
are much miſtaken who think Government by Force alone to have more 


Authority than when tis founded upon Inclination. Tis a Husband's Part 


to uſe a Wife, ſo as that her own Choice rather than outward Conſtraint, 
ſhould put her upon doing well. I ſhould not think my Honour very 
ſafe in the Hands of one, who only wanted an Opportunity to effect her 
Deſire, 
Sir Po/. A Pize on Honour and Inclination 
Stuff. 

Free. Be it ſo, but theſe Maxims J have follow'd in my Care of e 
I have not made ſmall Liberties Crimes, but have conſented to her Incli- 
nation for Balls, Plays, and ſuch other innocent Diverſions. Theſe are 
things which for my part I always thought proper to form the Minds of 
young People, and the World is a School which inſtructs better in the Art 
of Living, than all the Books or Lectures you can give 'em. Her Father's 
Will obliges her ro marry me, but I won't for that Reaſon play the Tyrant 
over her. I very well know that our Years are not altogether ſuitable, and 
therefore leave her entirely to her own Choice, If a Thouſand Pounds a 
Year well paid, a tender Affection and complaiſant Regard can prevail 
on her to overlook the Diſparity of Age, ſhe may take me for her Husband, 
If not, ſhe may fix where Inclination invites her. I ſhould be glad to ſee 
her better match'd, and had rather have her married to another, than marry 
her my ſelf againſt her will. 

Sir Po/. Oh, how ſweet the Honey-ſuckle is —all Sugar and Honey. 

Free. This is my Humour, and thank Heaven that it is fo—— yours is dif- 
ferent, but we ſhall ſee the End of it. 

Sir Po See the End of it! ay, there's the Thing. When People are 


Stuff, Stuff, mere 


| playing the Aſs and Blockhead, if any one happens to act wiſer than 


themſelves, and wou't agree with 'em in their ridiculous Conduct, then they 
immedi- 
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immediately cry, See the End it; when the Duce knows, their Folly has 
no End at all. 

Free. Very well, Brother: 

8 Poſ. Ay, and not very well, Brother, let me tell you: Your Manage- 
ment of Youth is pretty well ſeen in the Brother of theſe Girls; That hope- 
ful Blade, Harcourt, was principally under your Tutorage, I think ; and He 
has profited finely by it. 

Free. Why, what has he done ? 

Sir Po/. Oh, Nothing at all! No, no, nothing all! He only Drinks, Whores, 
breaks Windows. and murders Watchkmer: Is aſhamed of nothing, afraid of 
no Body, and looks on himſelf as a lawleſs fine Gentleman : But this is no- 
thing at all, I ſuppoſe. 

Free, Believe me, Brother, when you and I were young Fellows, if we 
were leſs Extravagant, twas not for want of Will, but Money, and there- 
fore we ought not to count that for Virtue which was only owing to Ne- 
ceſſity. Tis better for him to play the Libertine a little now, than to do it 
at an Age when 'twill leſs become him. 

Sir Po}. Very pretty! very pretty! — with all my Heart—Let him Squan- 
der all, Ruin all, himſelf and all, and play the Duce and all, I don't care; 

tis nothing to me — If ever I ſpeak a Syllable more 

Free. Dear Brother, don't fly into a Paſſion. 

Sir Po/. Not I, indeed, Sir; I am in no Paſſion at all, not in the leaſt 
Paſſion —- I never was in a Paſſion in my Life: But ſtill it grieves me when 
T think of his poor Father but I have done. He gave me only the 
Charge of one, and Her I'll take Care of: Goodneſs be praiſed, ſhe proves 
after my own Heurt. Your Profligate will feel the Smart on't at laſt; yes, 
he will, he will at laſt. 

Free. Come, Brother, don't let us quarrel about the Affair, I'll fay no 
more hut this, That, think what you pleaſe, 


Such only for true Proſelytes we own, 
Who are by mild and generous Treatment won : 
Thoſe gain'd by Fear are Hypocrites alone, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT l. SCENE I. 
S CE N, E the Street before Sir Pos 11 1vR BU BBLE's Houſe. 


DORIN DA ANG ELI C A. 
Do R IN D A. ; 


No ſo the great Queſtion between us, Siſter, is, Whether a 
Lover ought. to be Jealous or not? 

Ag. Or to explain your Thought and mine better, Siſter, 

Which ought to pleaſe . beſt ; a Lover that is Jealous, or one 


— 


Gael that is not ſo? 
Dorin. True, Angeliea,; and for my part I ſhould think 


the latter. 

Ang. I can't ſay ſo, Dorinda: I am for the former. 

Dorin. I think we ought to give moſt Approbation to thoſe who ſhew 
moſt Reſpect. 

Ang. And I think, that if we muſt diſcover qur Inclinations at all, it 
ſhould he in favour of thoſe who.ſhew moſt. Love to us. 

Dorin. Yes, Siſter, . but a, Paſſion makes a more agreeable Appearance in 
Reſpect and Tenderneſs than Jealouſy. 

Ang. Well, tis my Opinion, that every Lover is by ſo much. the more 

morous, as he ſhews himſelf Jealous. 

Dorin. Oh fy, Siſter, don't call thoſe Men Lovers whoſe' Paſſion is like 
Hatred: Who require a ſtrict Account from us of all our Actions, and ſu- 
ſpect every Thought or Word of Deceit. Who if we ſeam a little Grave, 
preſently complain that their; Preſence is the Cauſe of it; or if Joy appear in 
our Eyes, will immediately have it that their Rivals are the Foundation of 
it; and then aſſuming a Privilege from the Fury of their Zeal, take upon 
em to forbid us all Company but their own, and fo tyrannize over their 
very Conquerors. Well! I ſay, tis the greatneſs of Their Submiſſion that 
beſt ſhews the greatneſs of Our Power. 

Ang. Nor don't you call thoſe Men Lovers, Siſter, who ſhew no Extrava- 
gance for the Fair they Addreſs : Thoſe lukewarm Sparks, whoſe peaccable 
Hearts think all ſecure on their Side, and thro' ſaucy Confidence let thei 


Love 
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Love fall aſleep. I hate ſuch calm, infipid doings : No, give me a Lover that 
ſhou'd prove his Flame to me; and! by repeated Diſtraction give a ſite to- 
ken of the Ardency of his Paſſion. Then one's pleas d too with the poor 
Creature's Sufferings ; and, tho he ſometimes breaks out into a little Rough- 
neſs, the Joy of ſeeing him the next Moment imploring Pardon for his 
Tranſport, his Fears, and his Deſpair for having diſpleas d us, are ſuch 
Charms, Dorinda p 

Dorin. Well, Siſter, to end the Diſpute and ſatisfy us both, tis my Opi- 
nion, that the Jealous love moſt, and the others beſt. - 

Ang. Your Determination is Juſt, my Dear. | 

Dorin. Ah, my Dear, if you were to be a little while in the Hands that 
I am in, you'd be ſick of Jealouſy, Tll engage. 

Ang. I pity you heartily, Child. 

Dorin. "Tis happy for you that his Brother is of ſo different a Temper ; 
Fortune was your Friend in the Diſpoſal; Siſter, | | 

Ang. I declare I would not ſuffer the Brute. 

Dorin. Where's my Remedy, Child? you know the abſolute Power he 
has over my Fortune ; and without that, my Perſon, I doubt, might go a 
Begging. | 

Ang. And ſo you intend to marry him, then? | 

Dorin. Marry him! No, Angelica, there's. nothing ſo. deſperate but I 
would attempt, rather than endure one Thought of that. The only thing 
that makes my Servitude ſupportable is the Hope of a Deliverance, 

Ang. If you ever have a Deliverance, my Dear, I believe I can gueſs at 
the Knight-Errant that muſt accompliſh it. Yalentine would be glad to be 
your Champion. | 

Dorin. What's Valentine to me, Siſter ? | 

Aug. What ! —your Life, Soul, Heart's Delight, Siſter. 

Dorin. Who, Valentine ! 

Ang. Yes, Valentine. 

Dorin. Pſha ! | 

Ang. Tis true tho“; and you are juſt the ſame to him. 

Dorin. That's more than ever I heard him fay. 

Ang. Right, but you know he thinks ſo, Siſter, Ah, Siſter, 'tis He is 
that tender, reſpectful Lover, on whoſe Side you fo warmly engag'd juſt 
now. 

Dorin. [ Afide.] Omy Word ſhe's in the right on't. | 

Ang. Well, Child, I can't blame you, for if I was in your Condition, if he 
wou'd not run away with me, O'my Conſcience, I ſhould carry him off, 
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Sir Po/. Heyday, Miſtreſſes here ! why where may you be going, pray? 

Ang. We don't know yet; I was deſiring my Siſter to take a turn in the 
Park with me ; but 

Sir Po. But! ay, I am a But, to that Walk in the Pork indeed! 
Nay, you Madam, for your part, may walk, or amble, or trot, or gallop, : 
when and where, and how you pleaſe ; and the more the better, isn't, hey 
Brother ? But by your leave, Lady, I forbid you ſtirring abroad. 

Free. Pr'ythee, Brother, let em have their innocent Amuſements. 

Sir Po/. I beg your Pardon, Brother Amuſements! Abuſements is 
the properer Name. 

Free. Why do you think there's any harm in her being with her Siſter ? 

Sir Poſ. I don't know that I ſay, I don't know that: but yet I think 
theres leſs in her being with me, | 

Free. Well, but Youth | 

Sir Poſ. Youth is always fooliſh ; and Ola Age ſometimes, I won't wear 
Horns if I can help it; and as ſhe is oblig'd to marry me, I'm refoly'd to be 
as ſecure of Her Perſon as my Own. 

Dorin. Secure, Sir? I don't underſtand | 

Sir Po/. I know you don't underſtand not your Duty, Miſtreſs, if you 
offer in the leaſt to oppoſe my Pleaſure, Go abroad without us indeed! 

Ang. How, Sir 5 | | 

Sir Po/. Good now, good now, no talking, Madam. I don't ſpeak to you, 
for you are too wiſe 
Ang. Are you diſpleas'd to ſee my Siſter with me, Sir? | 

Sir Po/. Ves; and, ſince I muſt tell you my Mind, 'tis you that ſpoil her— 
your Viſits are not wanted here fo often, and 1 ould be much more oblig'd 
to you, if you'd ſtay away. 

Ang. Then, to tell you my Mind as freely, Sir, I don't know how ſhe 
takes all this, but I know what it would make me do; and we are no Siſters 
in Temper, if ſhe does not reſent it, 

Sir Po/. Very pretty, very pretty! | 

Ang. In ſhort, thefe Watchings are ſcandalous Things. Our Honour is 
weak indeed, if it muſt he continually guarded And do you think af- 


ter all, that we won't have our Will notwithſtanding? Ah! poor Soul, 
when any thing gets into our Heads, the cunningeſt of you all will prove but 
an Aſs to us. Taking ſo much care to hinder us from tranſgreſſing, is 
only the way to make us defire it the more; and if T were diſtruſted by a 
Husband, I ſhould be ſtrangely inclin'd to make his Fears real. 


Sir 
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Sir Po. Oh lovely! oh lovely! this is the Fruit of your Education, 
good Mr. Tutor. You can bear all this, quite unconcern'd now. 
Free. Why, I think, Brother, there's ſome reaſon in Wine ow ſays. Foung 
People love a little Liberty 
Sir Po/. But that Love of Liberty, wiſe Sir, if tis indulye in Youth, 
is not ſo eaſily rooted out afterwards. And your Complaiſance won't have the 
Effect you deſire, when ſhe's oblig'd in 1 changing her Condition, to change 
her Manner of Life too. 
Free. And why change it? 
Sir Po. Way? 
Fre. Av, why? 
Sir Po: Nay, I don't know. 
Free, Is there any thing in it contrary either to Virtue or Prudence? 
Sir Po}. What, if you marry her, will you give her the ſame Liberty ſhe 
has now ? | 
Free. Why not? 
Sir Poſ. Let her have her Rings and her Ribbands, and 1 Waſhes and 
Patches, and the reſt of this Trumpery, _— 
Free, Certainly. 
Sir Po. Let her run, like a mad Woman, to Opera's, Po Aſſemblies, 
and the Duce knows where, hey ß 
. 
Sir Po/. And ſuffer young Fellows to come to your own Houſe too * 
Free. Why not? | 
Sir Po/. To junket it, and prance it, and dance it, and card it; and, and, 
and ſay fine things to your Wife, hey ? 
Free. Ay. 
Sir Po. And you'll fee theſe Doings without my Reſentment, hey ? 
Free. Ay, ſure, Brother. 
Sir Po/. Go, you're a Fool, you're a 8 [To Dorinda. ] Get you in, 
t you in, pray go in, that you may'nt hear theſe ſhameful Leſſons. 
Dorin. [Afde] No, but I'll go in and contrive how to practiſe em, tho! | 
[Exit Dorinda. 
Free. Well, Brother, you may act as you pleaſe, but if it be my good 
Fortune to be made happy in Angelica, I ſhall entirely confide in her Fide- 
lity, and let her live with the ſame Liberty andi Eaſe ſhe does now. 
Sir Po/. How glad ſhall I be to ſee him a Cuckold! 
Free. If You fail to be one, Brother, it ought not to be imputed to your 
want of giving Provocation tor it. 
Sir Po/. Very well! laugh on, Mr. gr 800 comical it is to ſee a 
Buffoon with Forty Years upon his Back! 


Ang. 
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Ang. I aſſure him, he ſhall have no Cauſe to ſuſpe& me, if it be my Fate 
to marry him; but I'd anſwer for nothing, if I were to marry you. 

Sir Poſ. Ah! ah! ah! . iy” 

Ang. Twere a Crime to deceive thoſe that truſt in us, but People of your 
emper deſerve no better Uſage——and in ſhort, I ſhould make no Scru- 

e on't. 

Sir Po/. Ah! wicked Tongue . 

Free. You bring all this on your own Head, Brother. Come, Angelica, 
ſince my Brother has depriv'd you of your Siſter's Company, if you'll accept 
of me for your Guard, Tam at your Service. 

Ang. With all my Heart. Sir Poſitive, farewel——change your Hu- 
mour, and remember that locking up a Woman's Perſon, is only letting looſe 
her Inclinations; hal ha! ha! | 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! Brother, your Servant. 

Sir Poſ. I'm none of yours. Oh! how well they are match'd! a lovely 
Couple indeed, A fooliſh old Fellow, who plays the Fop in a Weather-bea- 
ten Carcaſe; and a young Baggage that's an impudent Coquet ! No, if Wiſ- 
dom her ſelf were to attempt reforming ſuch a Family, ſhe would do no 
good in't. Dorinda, by keeping ſuch Company as this, may loſe what Seeds 
of Honour I have ſown in her; I muſt even ſend her into the Country to 
look after my Dairy and Poultry there, and then ſhe'll be out of Harm's 
way. 


Enter VALENTINE and LEWIS Bebing. 


Val. There, Lewis, is that villainous Argus, that brutiſn Jailor of dear 
Dorinda. | 
Sir Poſ. [Mufing and talking to himſelf.) What a ſtrange Corruption. of 
Manners there is in this Town —— Youth runs headlong here 
Val. Tl try if I can't get acquainted with him. Perhaps that way I may 
be able to do ſome Good, | 
Sir Poſ.. Ay—— muſt leave this horrid Tow] If I ſtay any longer, 
the Girl will be ruin' d. | 
Vet. If I can but once introduce my ſelf into his Houſe, | 
Goes: round Sir Poſitive, and makes him a Bow. 
Sir Po. [not regarding bam) In the. Country, thank Fortune, there are 
no ſuch Follies ! | 
Val. He does not ſee me ſure. 

Lewis. Perhaps, he's blind of that Side, let us go round to the other. | 
Sir Po/. I thought I heard ſomebody ſpeak———There all the Diverſions of 
young Laſſes go no farther thay — ; | 

Lewis. Go up nearer to him. 


Sir 
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Sir Poſ. There no Coxcomb comes Valentine makes a low Row.) 
What does he bow to me? [Lewis bows on the other Side.] Again! heyday, 
why what's the meaning of theſe Ceremonies? Who are you, pray? and 
what d'ye want? 

Val. Tm afraid I interrupt you, vir? 

Sir ,Po/. May be you do, Sir. | 

Val. But yet the Honour of your Acquaintance is ſo great a Happineſs, ſo 
exquiſite a Pleaſure, that I was impatient to pay my Reſpects ro you, Sir Po- 

Sir Poſ. Perhaps ſo. 

Val. And I aſſure you, Sir, without any Diſſimulation, that J am entire- 
ly at your Service. | 

Sir Po/. That I may believe, or not, Sir, as I pleaſe. 

Val. 1 have the good Fortune to be one of your Neighbours in the Coun- 
try, Sir, for which I am extreamly thankful to my happy Deſtiny. 

Sir Po/. Um you do well. 

Val. But Sir, is there any News yet from abroad, that may be depended 
upon for true ? | 

Sir Po/. Perhaps, there is, Sir and very likely there is not, Sir. News 
indeed, what have I to do with News ? d'ye take me for a Stock- Jobber, or 
a Writer of Libels or weekly Journals? Why, Sir, I would not give the 
paring of my Nails for a Horſe-load of News. ; 

Val. Very true, Sir, but a Man may be curious enough ſometimes to en- 
quire "Tis no Matter tho', for this Town affords us other Dierſions 
enough Pray, how d'ye ſpend your Time here, Sir Pofstive ? 

Sir Po/. About my Buſineſs, Sir — why, what a Pize of an imperti- 
nent Fop am I peſter'd with? 

Val. Ay, Buſineſs! but you muſt ſometimes relax, Sir Pefitive. A Man 

that's always buſy, never does any Buſineſs at all, 

Sir Po/. And a Man that's always talking, Sir, never talks to any purpoſe ; 
and that's one wiſe Saying for another. | 

Val. But how do you paſs your Evenings generally? 

Sir Pe/. Paſs my Evenings! Why, juſt as I pleaſe, Sir. | 

Val. You could not have ſaid better, Sir. The higheſt good Senſe appears 
in never doing any thing but what one pleaſes. If I did not think you were 
too much engag'd, I ſhould be glad to wait upon you inan Evening ſometimes, 
and 8 | 

Sir Po/. Sir your Servant. [Afide.) wait on me, in an Evening in- 
deed | a very pretty Propoſal, truly! No, no, no; beware of that, beware 
of that. | [Exit haſtily. 

Jal. Soh! what d'ye think of this whimſical Bear? 


Lewis. 
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Lewis. Why, that he is one half Brute, and t uns half ſomething ten 
times worſe, 
Val. How ſhall I come at this dn Girl, or wich way acquaint her with 
my Inclinations? Hark e Raſcal; follow me in directly, and invent ſome Means 


or other to deliver me from this Perplexity, or thy Bones ſhall ſuffer- for the 
deficiency of thy Brains. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, «a Room in Sir Fumphry Henpeck' 55 Houſe. 


Enter MARIA, DOROTHEA, and LISETTA. 


Maria, Well, 'tis charming walking in the Park this Morning I adore 
this End of the Town, my Dear. 

Doro. Tis Paradiſe it ſelf, my Dear. Here one can trip out in what 
Dreſs one pleaſes, or at what Hour one pleaſes, and no Notice taken. 

Maria. Ay | but if one were to do ſo in the City, one ſhould have a 
Thouſand Creatures with their Connter-Countenances, ſtuck in their Shop- 
Doors, to ſtare upon us Liſetta, come hither |! 

Liſet. Madam? 

Maria. Here, take off my Hood Softly, Clumſy-Fiſt; how you tum- 
ble my Head with your Thames -/treet Hands! 

Liſet. I do it as ſoftly as I can, Madam. 

Maria. Yes, but as ſoftly as you can, is very rough for ba: Head ; and you 
have almoſt pull d my Neck out of Joint. 

Doro. And here, take this Manteel, and carry it to my Wardrobe. 
Be ſure you drag it along the Ground now. Where is the Wench going? 
What is ſhe doing? 


Liſet. Lackaday ! Madam, I don't know what you mean by your Ward- 


robe, 
Doro. Oh Stupidity ! why the Place where my Cloaths TEN Ninny. 
Liſet. O! the Preſs, Madam ? 
Maria. Yes, the Preſs, if thou wilt have it ſo. 


Lijet. So a Preſs in the City is a Wardrobe here, it ſeems. Well, I ſhall 
learn all the fine Names in Time. 

Maria. What Pains one mult take to inſtruct theſe Animals — here, Al- 
manzer, Seits here, How hard it is, one can't have ſomebody to reach 
Chairs——Wcll, my Dear, this is a tranſporting Mount, is'n't it now? and 


ſhamefully cheap I believe the People are all dead, and that we {hall 
be oblig'd to reach Chairs for our ſelves, p 


Kher 
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Enter ALMANZOR. 


Alm. Madam, there is 

Maria. Where have you been, Clown ? 

Alm. In the Street, Madam. 

Maria. And why in the Street, prithee? 

Alm. Why, you bid me wait without, did'n't you, Madam ? 

Maria. O the Blockhead ! did not you know that without, in Quality 
Terms, means only the Anti-Chamber ? | 

Alm, But, Madam, there's a Footman below asks if you are at Home, 
and ſays his Maſter is coming to wait on you. 

Maria. And who is this Footman's Maſter ? 

Alm. My Lord Apemode, Madam. 

Maria. Hah! my Dear, a Lord! This muſt be ſome Perſon of Taſte and 
Politeneſs, who has heard of us. 

Doro. Certainly, my Dear. 

Maria. We'll receive him where we are; but let us ſet our Heads in a 
little Order firſt. Liſetta, quick here, hold the Counſellor of Graces 


to us. 
Liſet. Troth, Madam, I don't know what Creature that is. 


Maria. Bring us the Looking-Glaſs, Ignorance ; and take care not to de- 
file it by the Communication of your Image, 


MARIA and DOROTHEA adjuſting themſelves, 
MARTIN enters with great Ceremony — ſalutes them. 


Mar. You may very well be ſurpris'd, Ladies, at the Boldneſs of this In- 
truſion, but you may blame your ſelves for it. 

Maria. How ſo, my Lord? | 

Mar. Why, tis the Eclat of your Wit and Beauty, which brings it upon 
you; for Merit has to me ſuch potent Charms, that I purſue it every 
where. | | 

Doro. If you purſue Merit, my Lord, you muſt not hunt in our Grounds, 

Maria. Or if there's any here, my Lord, tis you that have brought it 
along with you. 

Mar. Ah, dear Madam ! —— Nay the very Beauty of that Compliment 
deſtroys it ſelf, and proves that Fame has been true to your Deſerts : In 
ſhort, Ladies, you pique, repique, and capot all that's Polite in the Uni- 
verſe, 

Maria. Your Complaiſance, my Lord, is too liberal; and my Couſin and 
I ſhall take care not to give too much Credit to your Flattery. 

Doro. My Dear, I think we ſhould call for Chairs, 

Oo Maria. 
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Maria. Almanzor, Chairs this Momeat! 

Mar. But ſtay, Ladies, am I ſafe here? 

Maria. Safe, my Lord | 

Mar. Ay, is there no Cruelty deſign'd here, no Theft upon my Heart, 
no Attempt upon my Liberty? Hah ! I ſee Eyes there, that look ſuſpicious. 
Troth, Ladies, I muſt even ſcamper for it, unleſs youTt give Bond that they 
ſhall do me no Miſchief. 

Maria. There's Wit and Delicacy, my Dear———oh, my Lord, our Eyes 
have no ill Deſigns, and your Heart may reſt ſatisfy'd of 2 good Be- 
haviour. 

Mar. ¶ Combing his Wig at the Glaſs,] Well, Ladies, what ay * of this 
End of the Town? | 

Maria, We can't ſay enough of it, my Lord. 

"Mar. There's nothing can be call'd Living any where, but here. 

Doro. Oh! nothing, nothing. 

Mar. No, nothing Ladies of your Accompliſhments are ſcarce ever 
alone, I fuppoſe. 

Maria. Alas! my Lord, we are but little known here yet. 

Mar. Oh, Ill do your Buſineſs. Every body of Taſte viſits me, and 1 
never riſe without a Dozen of the Beaux Eſprits at my Levee. 

Maria. My Lord, we ſhall be infinitely oblig'd to you, if you'll help i in- 
troduce us a little to the Beau Monde. 

Mar. That, Madam, I ſhall do with infinite Pleaſure, There's a * of 
us, you muſt know, of both Sexes, who claim an uncontroulable Authority 
in the Empire of Politeneſs. Whatever we do, is the Standard of "Taſte 
and whatever we fancy, paſſes for the Faſhion ; and keeping us Company 
only, is ſufficient to eſtabliſh a Reputation, 

Maria. Oh, moſt certainly! and by that Means, one ſhould be inſtructed 
in a Thouſand Things, which arc the very Eſſence of all faſhionable Conver- 
ſation, and without which, I would not give a Pin for all the Wit in the 
World. 

Mar. Wit, Madam! lack-a-day, I'll eſtabliſh an Academy of Wits at 
your Houſe, and promiſe you there ſhan't be a Rhime made in Town, but 
you ſhall have it by Heart before any of the reſt —— As for my ſelf, ſuch 
as you ſee me, I write a little when I'm in the Mind: Let me ſee——you'll 
find handed about of mine in the whole, about two hundred Songs, four 
hundred Epigrams, and above a thouſand Lampoons, without reckoning Pro- 
logues, Epilogues, Riddles, and ſuch like. 

Maria, Oh, Riddles! I love a Riddle moſt furiouſly, I think nothing fo 


exquiſite, 
Mar. 
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Mar. Why, Riddles are difficult, and require a peculiar Turn of Genius 

and Wit- you ſhall ſee ſome of mine, Madam, that won't diſpleaſe 
ou. 
/ Doro. For my part, I'm ſtrangely fond of an Epigram. 

Mar. Ay, very pretty, very pretty. I have made four of them this 
Morning already : They exerciſe the Wit, and are a kind of Bitters that whet 
the Poetick Appetite. 

Maria. Then Odes are agreeable too, when they are well turn'd. 

Mar. Od-s! Ay, that's my particular Talent; and I'm about turning the 
whole Roman Hiſtory into Odes. 


Maria. That muſt be infinitely fine: I beſpeak a hundred Copies at leaſt 
if tis printed. 
Mar. Tl preſent you with one a- piece, Ladies, richly Bound. Tis be- 


neath my Quality, indeed, but I only do it for the Bookſellers Profit, who 
are always importuning me. 


Doro. No wonder they are, my Lord, 

Mar. As you ſeem, Ladies, to be fo fond of Wit and fine Things, I'll ſend 
you an Extempore, which 1 made yeſterday at a certain Dutcheſs's of my Ac- 
quaintance; for I'm an old Dog at Extempore's, you muſt know. 

Maria. Oh, an Extempore is the very Touchſtone of Wit. 

Mar. I have made a Tune to't likewiſe, which is WAR as good as the 
Words. 

Maria. Have you learnt Muſick then, my Lord? 

Mar. I, Madam! No not at all. 

Doro. Then how could you make a Tune, my Lord? 

Mar. Oh, Madam! People of Quality know every thing without 
earning any thing at all. 

Maria. Certainly, my Dear. 

Mar. Ay, ay, they have Taſte and Accompliſhments of every kind by 
Inheritance, Madam. They are born Poets and Painters and Muſicians and 
every thing —— as they are Lords, For my Part I abhor all Pains, I even 
let Nature take its Courſe, and truſt to.Paternal Wit and Merit, 

Maria. But you was educated at the Univerſity, I ſuppeſe, my Lord. 

Mar. Alas, Madam, no, no, that's quite out of Faſhion. A College is 
good for nothing but to make one Slovenly and Pedantick. The Education 
of People of Faſhion is now-a-days more at large. 

Doro, But then you have travell'd, to be ſure, my Lord. 

Mar. Yes, Madam —— I have rode Poſt thro' every Town in Great Bri- 
tain— for tis neceſſary, you know, to be perfectly well acquainted with one's 
own Country firſt. After that, Madam, I drove all Europe over, and I think I 

Oo 2 may 
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may ſay, without Vanity, to as much purpoſe as moſt People of Quality 
now-a- days do, D'ye ſee this Lace, Madam ? 

Maria, As fine as a Cobweb, my Lord. 

Mar. This I purchas'd at Bruſſels. This Embroidery I had done for me in 
Paris. 

Doro. Wonderfully Rich! 

Mar. This Linnen, wove on purpoſe at Cambray. 

Maria. No Cambrick comes up to it! 

Mar. This Diamond Button, Madam —— 

Maria. Ah! it puts out my Eyes — 

Mar. This Brilliant J bought of a Jeu at the Hague. Then as for my 
Solitaire Um, I have forgot where twas made But my Chaplain 
kept the Journal of my Travels, I can know of him; I think tis larger by 
ſome inches than any I have ſeen. 

Doro. Moſt extremely genteel ! 

Mar. So you ſee, Ladies, I did not go abroad for nothing; I'm come 
Home a little more improv'd than I went. 

Maria. Superlatively compleat! your Lordſhip has not an Inch of any 
thing Engliſh about you. 

Mar. Nothing, nothing, Madam, except this Oaken-ſtick, in my Hand: 
This indeed is the product of Windſor Foreſt. 

Maria. Ay, my Lord, an Engliſh Club is fit to keep Engliſh Bull-Dogs 
at a Diſtance. 

Mar. D'ye obſerve what a furious grim Phiz here is; now when a Man 
is affronted, 'tis only ſhewing the Face of his Staff, and he has no Occaſion 
to diſcompoſe his own Countenance, you know. 

Doro. True, my Lord —— But did your Lordſhip bring home nothing 

. from Rome ? 
Mar. A whole Barnful of curioſities, Madam: Old Coins, Medals, Statues, 
and Pictures by the Hundred Weight. | 

Maria. All Antiques and Originals, to be ſure. 

Mar. Truly, Madam, I can't tell that; I was not at the Pains of collect- 
ing them myſelf. They are what they ſhould be, tho', I don't queſtion ; 
for they coſt a horrid deal of Money, ——and the Price you know in thoſe 
Caſes is the only thing we ever judge by. 

Doro. We'll come and ſee 'em, my Lord, and give our Opinion. 

Mar. Lack-a-day, Madam, they are all huddled together for the preſent, 
for want of Apartments proper to place em in; but I have ſent my Builder 
over to Venice, to bring home a ſcore or two of Models, and then I ſhall 
immediately fall to Building——'tis Building! Building, Madam! of which 
a man now muſt manifeſt his Taſte, 


Maria. 
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Maria. Oh, I adore our new way of Building ! fo delicate! fo quite No- 
velle and out of the Way. 


Mar. Such noble Rufticks without, ſuch elegant e within, and ſuch 
a Grove of Chimnies on Top 


Doro. With Windows no larger than the Mount of one's Fan! 
Maria. And a Wall before, as high again as the Houſe; which ſerves ſo 


ſublimely for a Blind, and by which means the inſolent Rays of the Sun are 


ſo utterly excluded, that one would think one's ſelf at t Noon-day 1 in ſome 
underground Cavern! 

Mar. Right, Madam, but then a Lantborn in the Hall, as big as a Light- 
houſe ; and ſuch a Blaze of Wax in the Evening, is ſo charming! Such a 
polite turning of Night in every reſpe& into Day, that nothing better could 

ever have been thought of 

Maria. Superlatively exquiſite! — But come, my Lord, we are going to 
Deard's this Morning to purchaſe a few Rings and Shells, and ſome other 
Neceſſaries; ſhan't we have the Aſſiſtance of your Lordſhip's Fancy ? 

Doro. That Shop is a Cabinet of Delights! one might lay out a whole 
Fortune there before one knew one had got any thing one wanted Come, 
my Lord, you'll go with us. 

Mar. Why, to tell you the Truth, Madam, I'm engag'd to be at a fa- 
mous Auction of Books this Morning. 

Maria. Your Lordſhip, I ſuppoſe, is a very great Reader? 

Mar. Yes, Madam of very ſmall Things : a Six-penny Poem or 
Pamphlet, now and then a Monthly Magazine, and if I want a Nap after 
Dinner——a Weekly Journal. 

Maria. Oh, no body of Taſte reads any thing now above a Pamphlet or 
News-Paper, 

Mar. No,. — no more than they ſtudy any thing above Quadrille, or an 
Opera-Song——But a Man muſt have a Library, you know, and then he 
muſt have Books to put in it —— and if the Gilding be good they make a 
pretty orderly Figure enough. 

Doro. True, My Lord—But this ſhall not ſerve for an Excuſe, 

Maria. No, he poſitively ſhall go. [Taking hold of bis Sleeve. 

Doro. [Taking hold of tother Sleeve.) Yes, we inſiſt upon it. 

Mar. | Bauling out ſuddenly.) Hold! hold! hold! What d'ye mean, Ladies, 
what d'ye mean! What Uſage is this! Murder! Murder ! 

Maris. Bleſs me! What's the Matter, my Lord? 

Mar. What ! both at once againſt my Heart ? to attack me Right and 
Left thus! Is contrary to the Law of Nations: Two to one is downright 
Cruelty, Butchery, Murder, and Manſlaughter. 

Maria. Ha, ha, ha! Admirable! Witty beyond Meaſure! 


Dora. 
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Doro. You are more afraid than hurt, and your Heart cries out before 
'tis wounded. | | 
Mar. S'life, Madam, I'm all one Wound from Head to Foot. 
Maria. Come along, then, come along you merry Mortal, for go you 
—_ 
Mar. Nay, Madam, I find 'tis in vain for me to reſiſt ; I muſt be a Sacri- 
fice to ſuch potent Charms, 
So the poor Sheep, with fragrant Flowers array'd, 
Is drag'd a Victim to the Cyprian Maid ; 
The beſt and fatteſt muſt her Power apeaſe, 
So fatal tis, alas! too much to pleaſe |! 
In vain it ſtrives, in vain it bleats, poor Beaſt ! 
Since doom'd it is, and at each Horn a Prieſt. 


ACT i. s CE N E I. 


Sir POSITIVE BUBBLE a DORIN DA. 


Sir Pos IT IVxE. 
ER well, very well, I know the Spark by the Deſcripti- 
on you give me of him; this is his Houſe, you ſay? 
F Dorin. The ſame. | 
Sir Poſ. And his Name's Valentine, you ſay? 
Dorin. Ves. | 
Sir Poſ. Very well; go you in then, leſt he ſhould 
chance to come out and ſee you here; depend upon me, let me alone; get 
you in and be eaſy, and leave me to do it; I'll go talk to the young Shatter- 


brains preſently. | 
Dorin. Well, this is a bold Project —— But the dreadful Situation I am 
in, will ſufficiently excuſe me with reaſonable People. [Extt. 


Sir Poſ. Ay, ay, I don't wonder now he was ſo mighty Ceremonious—— 
Strangely fond of my Acquaintance Ves, and he ſhould be glad to ſpend an 
Evening with me now and then; Ah, Serpent—But let's loſe no Time—Oh ! 
here he is coming out, and his Shoulder-Knot Puppy, at his Heels ; that 
ſupple Raſcal is his chief Engineer, it ſeems. 


Enter VALENTINE and LEWIS, 


Val. Sir Poſitive Bubble] your moſt humble Servant, Sir, I am heartily 
glad to ſee you, Sir. Sir 
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Sir Peſ. And I am glad to ſee you, Sir, but I can't ſtoop ſo low to tell 
you ſo, ——1 think your Name is Valentine? 

Tal. It is, Sir, 

Sir Po/. Very well, Mr. Valentine; then I'm come to talk with you a 
little; and therefore be ſo good as to anſwer me one Thing. Do you know, 
that I am Guardian to a Girl, young, and tolerably handſome; who lives 
in this Neighbourhood, and is called Dorinda? 

Val. I do, Sir. 

Sir Po/. If you know it, I need. not tell it you : But do you know like- 
wiſe, that I'm more nearly concern'd for her than as a Guardian, and that I 


deſign her the Honour of being my Wite ? 
Val. No, truly. 


Sir 'Po/. Then, that I do tell you, becauſe you don't know it; and at 
the ſame time, that it would be very proper for you to deſiſt from your 


Pretenſions, and not trouble her any more with your impertinent Paſſion. 

Fal. Who? I, Sir Pofitive ? 

Sir Po/. Yes, you, Mr. Yalentine— Come, come, it ſignifies nothing to 
diſſemble: I am not to be deceiv'd. 

Val. Pray, Sir Pofitive, who told you any ſuch thing? 

Sir Poſ. Why, thoſe that may be believ'd, Sir. 

Val. But who are thoſe ? 

Sir Poſ. She herſelf ; what ſay you to that now? 

Val. She! 

Sir Po/. Yes, ſhe? is not that ſufficient? like an honeſt Girl, ſhe juſt 
now diſcovered the whole Affair to me, and what's more, charg'd me to 
tell you, that ſince you have purſu'd her thus, which ſhe's greatly offend- 
ed at, her Heart has but too well underſtood the Language of your Eyes; 
and that 'twill be in vain for you to pretend to any Favours from her, which 
are contrary to the Affection ſhe reſerves for me. 

Val. Is it ſhe her ſelf, do you ſay, that ſent you here to 

Sir Po/. Yes, the ſent me here to tell you ſo ; and that ſhe would ſooner have 
let you known her Sentiments upon it, if ſhe had found any Opportunity; 
but that at length ſhe was oblig'd to make uſe of me to inform you, that 
you have. follow'd and Ogled her long enough, and that if you have ever fo 
little Senſe, you'll take other Mcaſures. 

Val. Take other Meaſures ! 

Sir Poj. Ay, take other Meaſures, Sir. II think tis plain enough. 

Val. | Afide.) Vgad, I think fo too. 

Sir Pe / This, Sir, is all I have to ſay to you at preſent, and fo your Ser- 
vant, Sir, without any Ceremony-—— and we beſcech you for the future to 
mind your own Buliacls a little better, 4 

V. 
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Val. 'Soh | What doſt thou think, Lewrs, of this myſterious Buſineſs ? 

Sir Po, [ At a Diſtance watching them. ] He's ſtrangely ſurpris'd. 

Lewis. Think ? why, there's no Myſtery in it, Sir. At leaſt, none hs 
you ought to be diſpleas d at. The Meſſage does not look as if it came from 
one who had a Mind you ſhould give over your Addreſſes to her. 

Sir Poſ. It works purely. IAlde. 

Val. Could I but think ſo, Lewis. Oh, the Dear Charmer 

Lewis. Huſh, huſh, none of theſe Tranſports ; you ſee he obſerves us, 
let's get out of his Sight. 

Val. But where? What to do? I don't know where I am, nor what 1 
ſay, nor 

"Lins Come, dear Sir, come along Aſide.] Bedlam, I think, is the 
fitteſt Place for you at preſent. [ Exeunt. 

Sir Po/. So, he's march'd off, with a Flea in his Ear. He did not ex 
ſuch a Meſſage, III warrant him. Now let me go in and ſatisfy Dorinda: 
I'm glad to find the Education I have given her, produces ſuch good Fruit 
in her; Virtue is all ſhe minds, I find; her — is ſo very nice too, that 


tis offended at the bare Look of a Man— Well, I'll go and cheriſh theſe 
good Principles in her. Exit. 


8 CE N E changes to a Room in Sir Pos ir 1vE BuBBLE' J 
Houſe. 


DORINDA FHtting at a Table with a Letter, ſeal'd up, in ber Hand. 


Dorin. I'm afraid my Lover is ſo blinded by his Paſſion, that he does not 
diſcover the Intention of my Meſſage; and ſince my Caſe is ſo deſpe- 
rate, and I've ſuch an excellent Meſſenger, I'll e'en run the risk of ſendin 
him another, that ſhall ſpeak more plainly——But hold——do I know what 
I am doing? Is not this Proceeding of mine liable to the ſevereſt Cenſure— 
What will the World ſay? Nay, what will He think of me? To throw off 
my Sex's Modeſty, and confeſs an Inclination for a Man, that's almoſt a 
Stranger to me It muſt not be [ Puts away the Letter.) And yet if I do not, 
what muſt become of me? Why, I muſt be marry'd! marry'd to an Old 
Brute, Tyrant, and what's worſe than all, a Fool, and an obſtinate Fool too, 
[Taking the Letter again.] That, neither, muſt not be. No, I'll rather truſt 
to Valentine's Honour, and the World's Compaſſion and ſo Heart take 


Courage! but here comes my Jailor. [ Puts the Letter in her Pocket, and fakes 
ber Work, 


Enter 
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Enter Sir POSITIVE. 


Sir Po/. Here, I am come back, Love. 
Dorin. Well. 


Sir Po/. Your Meſſage has had its full Effect; our Spark's Buſineſs is dore 


compleatly, and ſo let us talk of him no more, nor think of him no more; 

the fluttering Coxcomb only wanted to impoſe on you, and laugh at you af. 
terwards. Ay, a thing common, a thing very common with theſe tinſel Blades. 
They have fine Cloaths, Lace and Feathers in abundance; ſmart Wigs, white 
Teeth and a ſmooth Tongue; but I aſſure you, there's a Cloven Foot un- 


derneath, and they are ſe — Fiends, who endeavour to make a Prey of 
all female Honour. 


Dorin. So I believe. 
Sir Pe. Doſt thou ſo — Odd, give me a Kiſs, give me a Kiſs; I will give 
thee a Kiſs for that. 

Dorin. | Afide.] Oh, the Beaſt ! 

Sir Poſ. [Taking a Chair and fitting down by her.) And now Girl lay aſide 
your Work, and hearken to me a little, Dorinda, I intend to marry you 
within theſe Six Days, for which you ought to admire my Goodneſs, in 
taking you to the Bed and Embraces of a Man, whoſe Heart has refus'd to 
a hundred Dutcheſs Dowagers the Honour it does you. 

Dorin. | Aſide.] Soh! 85 

Sir Po. Marriage, Dorinda, is a weighty Thing, and manifold are the 
Duties incumbent on a Wife. Your Sex becomes abſolutely dependent in 


that State, and all the Power is on the Beard-Sid- : For tho' Man and Wife 


are two Halves of one Fleſh, yet the one is the ſuperior Half and t'other the 
inferior, and the Obedience which a well diſciplin'd Soldier ſhews to his 


General, or a Servant to his Maſter is not to be compar'd with the Docility, 


Submiſſion and profound Reſpect, which the Wife owes to her Husband, 
her Chief, her Lord and Maſter — d'ye mind me, Girl? 

Dorin. Yes, Sir Poſitive, I do mind you, indeed, and think what you 
ſay is moſt incomparable But pray what did that Coxcomb, Valen- 
tine, ſay, when you deliver'd my Meſſage ? 

Sir Po/. Say? I don't know what he ſaid ; what does it ſignify whether 
he ſaid any thing at all or not. He would have denied the Thing at firſt ; 


but when I once told him that you ſent me, he was quite ſtruck dumb 


He'll not come here again, I warrant him. 

Dorin. 1 am afraid he will, and that he is cutting out more Work for 
us yet. 

Sir Po/. How | what reaſon have you to think ſo? 

Dorin. You had no ſooner left me, but, juſt throwing up the Saſh for a 


little Air, a gay young Fellow appear'd under the Window, who, with a 


P p low 
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low Bow, and a Compliment from Valentine, flung a Box directly into the 
Room, with a Letter in it, ſealed like a Billet-doux; I would inſtantly 
have thrown it back to him, but he immediately made off, and left me 
half mad with Vexation and Reſentment. ; 

Sir Po/. Mercy on us, what a Plot is here! what a ſtrange piece of Cun- 
ning and Knavery ! Lbatgow, Vigo e 8 

Dorin. My Virtue obliges me to ſend back directly both the Box and 
Letter to this impertinent Creature But who can I moſt properly ſend it 
by ? I would not willingly give you the trouble of it, Sir Poftive—— 

Sir Po/. Oh! no trouble, no trouble on the contrary, Sweet-heart, 
tis a teſtimony of your Love and Fidelity to me; tis with the utmoſt Joy.I 
\ undertake it, and you oblige me by it, more than I am able to expreſs. 

Dorin. Here take it then. Pio . 

Sir Po/. But hold, let us ſee what the Coxcomb ſays in it. Abundance 
of fine Velvet Trumpery, I warrant him; for tis a ſubtle Raſcal. JAY 

Dorin. Ah | for goodneſs ſake, ſtay, ſtay don't open it for the World, 
Sir Pofitrve. 5 | | * 

Sir Po/. Not open it, why ſo? 'twill only be a Laughing-bout for us, 
Chuck. | 

Dorin. [ Aſide.) You are much miſtaken ¶ Holding his Hands as he goes 
to open it.] dear Guardee, let me beg of you not to do it. 

Sir Po/. Ay, but why? why? x 

Dorin. Why would not he have reaſon to believe that twas I did 
it? A Woman of ſtrict Honour, Sir, ſhould never dare to open a Letter ſent 
her by a Fellow. The Curioſity one then diſcovers, ſhews a ſecret Pleaſure 
in hearing one's ſelf flatter d: No, return him the Letter this Moment, 
ſeal'd up as it is, that he may ſee how I deſpiſe him; that he may for ever 

deſpair of obtaining his Wiſhes, and no more attempt the like Extravagance. 
Sir Po/. S bobs, ſhe's in the Right on't I am charm'd, Love, with 
your Prudence as well as your Virtue I perceive my Inſtructions are rooted 
in her Heart Well, Girl, by ſo much Diſcretion and Honour, you ſhew 
yourſelf worthy to be my Wife. | 
Dorin. However, Sir, I would not balk your Curioſity; you have the 
Letter, you may open it if you pleaſe. | 
Sir Po/. No, no, no not I =— lack-a-day, I have no Curioſity; no, 
no, your Reaſons againſt it are too good for that. I'll go and unburthen my 
ſelf of it directly But hark'e me, is not this ſame Box that 'twas in, 
a gold one ? | 
Dorin. Yes, molt certainly. 
Sir Po. Hum —— Why, then, I think, you need not ſend back that. 
keep it on purpoſe to puniſli the Knave, Od's me, a good Thought, and it 
hall 
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ſhall be my Preſent to thee before our Marriage, Dove, inſtead of your Dia- 


monds and ſuch fort of Bawbles. 
Dorin. By no Means, Sir Pefitive——-He'll then ſay that I accepted 


| his Preſent, and only ſent back the Letter to make a Shew of my Virtue, 


and impoſe upon you by no Means. 

Sir Po. That's right again Ay, that's true. But I'm ſorry for it—— 
'Tis a wonderful pretty Box, and I'm ftrangely loth to part with it methinks, 
as it came ſo reaſonable. Well, Dear, I'll be back with you again very ſoon 


therefore wait for me below in the Parlour, and ſet your Heart at eaſe, III 


do your Buſineſs for you effectually, I'll warrant thee. 
Dorin. I hope you will, Sir, and I don't doubt it before you have done. 
Exit. 
Sir Po/. How glad am I, how mightily rejoic'd to ſee this Girl fo — 
ly modeſt! What a Treaſure of Honour have I in my Houſe !] To look on 
the very Compliments of a Man as Treaſon ; reccive a Billet-doux as a high 
Affront; and to ſend it back to the Spark by me my ſelf! Wonderful! I'd 
fain know if my Brother's Laſs would have acted thus: But young Girls are 
Juſt as they are taught. Exit. 


8 G E N E, zhe Park 


Enter HA RC OURT, HORAT IO and MARTIN. 


Har. Well, Raſcal 

Mar. My Lord, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Har. Which you pleaſe, Sir; what progreſs have you made in your 
Amour? 

Mar. O moſt unconſcionable Progreſs for the Time. But look'e, Sir, 
I can't pretend to go on any farther with it by my ſelf. Unleſs you ſend me 
ſome Recruits, I muſt raiſe the Siege, for they make moſt furious Sallies up- 
on me; and I'gad I':n not able to ſtand them both, 

Hor. Oh, I'll ſend in my Fellow Reynard, to your Relief. He has a 
brave ſprightly Genius, and will make an excellent Colonel, A-la-mode. 

Mar. Ay, that will do, Sir ; let me but have a Man of War for my Part- 

ner, and w'ell fight it out. 

Har. And yet, Horatio, methinks I am loth to treat em in this manner. 

Hor. Ah! Harcourt, the poiſon'd Shirt, I find, ſticks cloſe to thy 
Back yet. 

Har. I muſt confeſs, Horatio, tho her Uſage of me has forfeited my 
Eſteem, it could not ſo ſoon cure my Love. I breath'd only for her, and 
my Heart lived wholly in her; and behold the worthy Recompence | Tam 
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rejected with Scorn, and my Footman, becauſe he has a Feather and a Title, 
receiv d with open Arms: 'Tis inſufferable! Hark'e Martin, be ſure yew 
never ſpeak again to me in her Favour. 

Mar. I, Sir! marry Heay'n forbid. 

Har. Never attempt to excuſe her Behaviour, by ſaying, 'tis only the eb. 
fect of Vouth, and a lively Genius, and that tis natural for young Girls to 
be fond of Flutter, and dazled with Quality —— III hear no ſuch Apo- 
logics. 

; From any body but your ſelf, 1 ſuppoſe you mean, Sir, 

Hor. Ha, ha, ha! Martin's in the right on't. 

Har. But hark'e, Sirrah, take Care you don't over- act your Part, and let 
your Affectation run away with your Prudence; d t play the Buffoon in- 
ſtead of the Beau. 

Mar. Truly, Sir, I know no difference between em. 

Har. Ves, Sir, but Extravagance it ſelf may be acted extravagantly, 
and even a Modern Man of Taſte may be painted too glaring. 

Mar. O dear, Sir! That's impoſſible—— Why, Sir, I have heard more 
Abſurdities about Dreſſing, Singing, Gallanting, Building, Poetry, Pimp- 
ing, and other Parts of Modern Politeneſs, while I have been adjuſting my 
Lord Apemode's Toupee in a Morning, than I could utter in a whole Fort- 
night But ſee, here they are upon us Away, Sir, away im- 
mediately ! 


Enter MARIA, and DOROTHEA. 


Dear Frank and Ned, fare you well ——T ſhall be glad to give you a Meet- 
ing, Boys, at honeſt Fepr/on's, when you will. 

Har. My Lord, your Servant. We'll obey your Summons at any time. 

[ Exeunt Har. and Hor. 

Mar. Ah, Ladies! is the Sun riſen at laſt? I have been expiring all this 
Morning for want of the animating Rays of your Beauty, 

Maria. We are juſt come from the Levee, my Lord; and were ſurpri- 
ſed we did not ſee your Lordſhip there. | 

Mar. O dear, Madam, why— why—a couple of dirty Fellows, that you 
ſaw juſt now part from me, have kept me here theſe two Hours; and moſt 
cruelly perſecuted me with their ruſticated Converſation, 

Maria. What, Harcourt ! that ſtiffen'd Mortal, that's ſo ridiculouſly exact 
always. Heavens! has he no Friend that will be ſo charitable as to adviſe 
him about his ſtrange Forms ? 

Mar. An odd Creature, upon my Taſte, and carries ſuch an aukward Air 
about, that every Sight of him is a ſwingeing Laugh, ha, ha, ha! 


Dore. 


| The M A N f TASTE. e 
Doro. Then, there was my Lover, I think, with him; that eternal Rea- 
ſoner, H>ratio, who by all that's ſerious had the Conſcience to keep me a 
full Hour out of my Chariot in the Heat of the Sun. 

Maria. Ay, my Dear, that is the queereſt tittle tattle Put one that 
has _— the Art of ſaying nothing to you, with a World of Circumlocu- 
tion. You can never know what he's talking about te liſt'ni 
to, is a mere Noiſe. N Pn TR 1 22 

Doro. Oh! There's nothing more my Averſion except that Mortal, Lord 
Treatall ve met juſt now, who has invited the whole Town to Dinner with 
him to day. | 

Mar. Ay, he owes all his Merit to his Cook; the only buſineſs of his 


Life is a Bill of Fare, and the only proper place for hi 
is at his Table. n or him to ſee Company 


Doro. And no body keeps a better. | 
Maria. True, if He were away. But, as he conſtan ; 
Fool is always a ſtanding Dith at i. am. (nm 

Mar. Ha, ha, ha, exquiſitely Pi#ureſque. $'life, Ladi | 
perfe & inthe Converſation of this End a Town, * — — 
2 up here. You'll ſlay your Reputations by Thouſands and Ten Thou- 

ands. | 

Maria. Why, truly, my Lord, I hope in a little time we ſhall become 
ſociable Creatures, and fit to converſe with the humane Part of our Species ; 
for to ſay the Truth, we have ſerv'd a kind of Apprenticeſhip to it We 
were under the Tutorage of the polite Mrs. Slanderwell, the whole Scafon at 
Bath, laſt Year. 4 

Mar. Ah, poor Slanderwell! that was an excellent, dear, good -natur'd 
Creature. | 

Maria. Was what d'ye mean ? 

Mar. She is no more ! 

Doro. No more! 

Mar. No ſhe loſt her laſt Thouſand t'other Night at the Maſque. 
rade, in the Habit of a Roman Veſtal; and then went home, and ſhook Hand: 
with the World. 

« As Fair, as Fearleſs, and as full reſolv'd, 
« As any Greek, or Roman of them all, 

Maria. I don't underſtand you, my Lord. 

Mar. Why ſhe took a Doſe of Generous Laudanum, Madam, that' 
A pretty free Glaſs of Agua Mortis, and ſo chous'd her Ill-F 4 


all 
at once. 

Maria. Poor Creature! I am ready to weep for her. And vet | 
pity her neither, ſhe dy'd fo politely. R yet ue 


Mar. 
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Mar. Oh very politely | yes, yes, very politely... Laudanum is the tip- 
top of the Faſhion at preſent. 

Maria. Oh, 'tis the moſt charming genteel way of doing the Thing, 
when People arc a little out of Humour with the World. And then one 
muſt needs look ſo compos'd after it too. 

Doro. True And one would not care to look frightful when one's 
dead. 

Maris. But what a pity it is, that it ſhould be polluted, as it too often 
is, by the unhallowed Hands of vulgar Wretches ! 

Mar. That's true, indeed; and I think 'tis a ſhame the Vulgar ſhould be 
ſuffered to make ſuch an honourable End. 

Doro. But there's no keeping the Creatures from mimicking their 
| Betters, 
Mar, That's very right, for 'twas but t'other Day, that I overheard two 
of my own Footmen ſetting up for Free-Thinkers ; and, o'my Conſcience, 
they rally'd as well on the Affair, and talk'd as ſmartly againſt Superſtition 
and Prieſtcraft, and going to Church, and all that, as the beſt of us all could 

ha' done. 

Maria. Inſolent Animals! 

Mar. Ay, for theſe are Privileges, which People of Breeding and Diſtinc- 
tion only ſhould enjoy But, come Ladies, there's a new Play to be 
rehears'd this Morning, which I ſhould be glad to uther you to. 

Maria. Nay, Couſin, this Offer is not to be refus'd. 

Mar. But, I beg you'll give it a Character; for I'm engag'd to ſupport 
it. Tis the Cuſtom here, you muſt know, for Authors to come and read 
to us Perſons of Quality their new Performances, that we may ſpread their 
Reputation; and I'll leave you to imagine, if the Pit dare contradict us, 
For my part, I'm very punctual in this reſpect, and when I have once made 
a Promiſe to a Poet, I'm ſure to cry out, That's ne, before the Candles are 
lighted. | 

Maria. Very well, my Lord, ſince we are inſtructed, we ſhall extoll e- 
very thing that's ſaid. 

Mar. Then, to let you into a Secret, Ladies, you muſt know, I have wrote 
a Play my ſelf, which I deſign'd to have had acted, but that the raſcally 
Players had the Inſolence to ſay there was no Wit in it. But 'tis time, to go, 
Ladies, if we would be there at the Beginning. 

Maria. Oh, my Lord, we'd not loſe a Speech, for the Univerſe. 


Doro. No, not a fingle Line, for the World. [Exeunt. 
Enter VALENTINE and LEWIS. 
al What is it ? 


Lerers. 
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Lewis. Troth Sir, I don't know what it is, nor what it means. A Box | 
and a Letter, I think the old Savage ſaid, which Dorinda had receiv'd from 
you, which ſhe is mighty angry about, and returns the Letter without ever 
opening it —— Dear Sir, open it your ſelf, and read it quickly, and let's 
ſee whether I am out in my Conjectures or not. | 

VALENTINE [Read-.] 

SIR, 

Don't queſtion, but this Letter will very much ſurpriſe you ; and both 

my Deſign in writing, and the Manner of ſending it may be thought very rafh 
in me. But my Condition will Suffer me to obſerve no Forms. The Apprebenſion 
of a deteſted Marriage, with which I am threatn'd within fix Days, makes me 
venture at any thing; and as I'm determin'd to deliver my ſelf from it at any 
rate, I thought it better to chooſe you, than deſpair. You have for ſome time, 
by your Actions, given me reaſon to gueſs at your Inclinations ; and I would not 
have you think that the difficulties Tm under, are the only Cauſe of my favou- 
rable Sentiments for you, the they indeed could only oblige me to diſcover em in 
this Manner, and break through the Formakties which the Decency of my Sex 
requires Tf you have Humanity in your Soul, you'll aſſiſt me ſpeedily —— 
and if you have Honour in your Breaſt, you'll do it in @ manner that ſhall be 
the leaſt injurious to the Reputation of the diſtreſs'd | Dorinda. 

Lewis. Well, Sir, is not this Contrivance an Original? 

Val. Yes; now, Lewis, I think her perfectly adorable. Theſe Strokes of 
her Wit and Friendſhip add freſh fewel to my Paſſion. Her Underſtanding, 
I ſee, is as beautiful as her Perſon, and this Diſcovery of her Affection, is 
ſo far from being any Reproach to her Modeſty, that it convinces me that all 
female Virtue, as we young fellows think, does not lie in Grimace ; but that 
the Subſtance is Theirs as well as the ſhadow, All that her dear Heart felt, 
has her honeſt Hand here written : In Terms too ſo moving, ſo full of 
Goodneſs, ſo exquiſitely frank, as well as tender juſt as pure Nature 
ſpeaks, and noble generous Sentiments ſuggeſt. ¶ Reads again.] If you have 
Humanity in your Soul, aſiſt me ſpeedily ; and if you have Honour in your 
Breaſt, do it in a Manner that ſhall be the leaſt injurious to the Reputation of 
the diſtreſt Dorinda. Sure, never yet was Wretch ſo void of either, as not to 
liſten to ſuch a Call as this. | 

Lewis. Sir, pray pocket up your Letter for the preſent, and reſerve your 
Comment upon it till another Opportunity; for here's our Gentleman upon 
our Heels again, | 


Euter Sir POSITIVE BUBBLE. 


Lewis. [Making up to him.) Your humble Servant, Sir, I have return'd 
the Letter to my Maſter, Sir. Would you pleaſe to have any thing more 
with me, Sir ? | Sir 
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Sir Poſ. Yes, Sir, I'd have you hang'd if I could; but as that can't be 
done preſently, I'd have you adviſe pour Maſter to give us no more Diſturb- 
. ance of this kind again. 
Leis. Sir, my Maſter's here, if you pleaſe to ſpeak to him your ſelf. 
Sir Poſ. Well, Mr. Foppington, will you ſend Love Letters with Gold 
Boxes again? You ſee how your precious Preſents are receiv d. Tis waſting 
Powder to kill Sparrows, I aſſure you, Sir. The Girl is wiſe, and has plac'd 
her whole Affection on me, ſo you had better march off and attack * 
other Place. | 
Val. Your Merit, Sir, I muſt confeſs, is too great an Obſtacle to my Ad- 
drefles, and you are bleſs d with ſo many Accompliſhments, both of Body 
and Mind, that tis Folly in me to diſpute Dorinda Love wich you. 
Sir Poſ. Very true we know it. 10 
Val. Ves, Sir, I here quit all my Pretenkeur to you; but then let a mile- 
rable Lover, whoſe Torment you are the Quuſe of, obtain one Favour of 
you However. 
Sir Poſ. I don't know that, till IJ hear what it is. 


Val. Tis only this, that you would affure the charming Dor ind of the 
Purity as well as the Lincerity of my Paſſion for her, and that I never en- 
tertain'd a Thought which might offend her Honour. 

Sir Poſ. Very well. 


Val. That having my Fortune as well as Inclinations in my own power, 

my utmoſt Ambition was to have fix'd them both upon her, had not your 
more fortunate Deſtiny prov'd a Bar to my Hopes. | 

Sir Po/. Right. 


Val. That happen what will, I ſhall love her to my lateſt Gaſp, and that 


nothing could have put an end to my eager Addreſſes, Bit the juſt Nd [ 
have for your ſuperior Merit. 


Sir Poſ. You ſpeak wiſcly. 
Val. And when you have inform'd her of this, tell her likewiſe, that if 
ſhe can think of any Method by which I may more effectually demonſtrate 


the Honour of my Intentions, let her but make me acquainted with it, and 
II not be ſlack in the Execution. 


Sir Poſ, Very well, very well, I'll go 8 and tell her what you ſay, 
which I'm ſure will pleaſe her; but hark'ye, young Man, as you ſeem to 
deal ſo frankly with me, and reſign your Pretenſions with fo much Honour ; 
I'll give you one piece of Advice Get rid of this fooliſh Paſſion as ſoon. 
as you can, d'ye hear me? don't let it hang about you like a Third-day's 
Ague, to vex the poor Heart of thee, don't; no, don't, I ſay, ha, ha, ha! 

Val. I'll take your Advice, Sir, and ſeek an effectual Remedy for it as ſpeedi- 
ly as poſſible; and fo farewel, Sir. [A/ide.) What a ſpecial Cully have we to 
deal with ! |  [Bxre. 


Sir 
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Sir Pof. Ha, ha, ha! I could not help laughing at him, and yet J pity 
the poor Wretch too; yes I do pity him with all my Heart, for it muſt be 
a ſad thing to love ſo violently, and yet deſpair at the ſame time, But he 
was a filly Dog to take it in his Head to beſiege a Fort which I was Ma- 
ſter of, 

When Love and Duty guard the Virgin's Breaſt, 
The Coxcomb's vain Attempts are all a Jeſt, | Exit. 
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SCENE, a Room in Sir HuMenay HN EcER's Houſe. 


Sir HUMPHRY HE NPECK and FREELOVE meeting. 
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IR Humpbry, your Servant. 

Sir Hum. Mr. Freelove, I'm your very humble Servant, 
eds I'm much pleas'd to ſee you here, Sir. 

4 YN? 2 Free. Then I hope, Sir, you'll be pleas'd with what brought 
me here — you have known young Harcourt for ſome Time, 
I think, Sir Humphry. 

Sir Hum. Ay, marry have I, and known him ſo well, that I know few 
young Fellows that deſerve ſo well. 

Free. I'm glad to hear you have ſo great a Value for him ; for 'tis on his 
Account I'm come to wait on you, 

Sir Hum, I was acquainted with his Father in my Journey to Rome; he 
was a very honeſt Gentleman, Mr. Freelove. 

Free. I know it, Sir. 

Sir Hum. We were then but Eight and Twenty Years of Age, and a cou- 
ple of jovial Blades, adod. | 

Free. I don't doubt it. 

Sir Hum. We whisk'd the Roman Ladies about, and made ſome Noſes 
ſwell, let me tell you; our Pranks then was all that was talk'd of, 

Free. This is all mighty well, Sir Humphry ; but to come to Buſineſs. 
Harcourt, I know, has a very great Eſteem for your Daughter, and as I 
wiſh the young Fellow very well, I thought my Application in his Favour 
might facilitate the Affair. 

| Qq Sir 
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Sir Hum. Mr. Preelove, there's nothing more I deſire than ſuch an Alli- 
ance. He was here himſelf yeſterday on the ſame Buſineſs, when the Jade 
prov'd a little reſty, it ſeems, and thereby gave ſome Diſguit. But he 
muſt not mind that; adod, when I was as young as he is, I did not re- 
gard a Girl's s flouncing a little. | 

Free. But how does my Lady approve of the Deſign, Sir Humphry ? we 


had beſt ſpeak to her 

Sir Hum. No Matter ; no Matter; ; I approve of it, that's enough. 

Free. But twon't be amiſs to have her Conſent too; Things will go the 
ſmoother. 

Sir Hum. There's no need on't ; I'll anſwer for my Wife, and take the 
Buſineſs upon my ſelf. 

Free. Be it ſo: I'll leave you then to ſpeak to her, and will return again 
preſently to hear what you have done. 
Sir Hum. O, 'tis done already, fince 'tis my Pleaſure ; but here ſhe comes, 
I'll let her know my Intention directly. | [Exit F reelove. 


Enter Lady HEN PE CK. 


Sir Hum. Soh! Wife; I'm glad you are come, for I've ſomething to 

La. Hen. Pray, Sir Humphry, learn to ſpeak to me in a more civil Man- 
ner. Will you never leave off that barbarous Ruſticity of Behaviour? I muſt 
tell you, Sir, I don't underſtand being treated fo familiarly. Sob Wife, in- 
deed ! 

Sir Hum. Well—my-Lady, then, if it muſt be fo I have an Affair of 
Importance to talk to you about, and therefore, laying aſide Ceremony, 
heark you me a little ! 

La. Hen. Heark you me @ little ! O horrible! was there ever ſuch a Phraſe ! 
Why, Sir Humpbry, will you be always murdering of Grammar and Con- 
ſtruction thus ? 

Sir Hum. S'bobs and Budakins, I can bear no longer ; I muſt ſpit my Ve- 
nom, let what will come of it. D'ye fee me, Wife? this ridiculous Nice- 
ty, and farcical Affectation of Learning and Taſte, and the Duce knows 
what, makes you laugh'd at every where for a downright Madwoman. 

La. Hen. How | 

Sir Hum. Yes, your being always poring over Books thus, is mere Frenzy : 
and except a great Plutarch, that I keep my Bands in, you ought to burn all 
this uſeleſs Trumpery. I'll have you likewiſe remove out of the Garret that 
monſtrous Teleſcope, that's enough to frighten one. You ſhould not meddle 
with what's done in the Maon, but what's done in your own Family a little 
more. In ſhort, this Humour of yours has infatuated the whole Houſe. 
They know the Motions of Venus, Saturn and Mars, all whom I have no- 


thing 
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thing to do with; and underſtand every thing but what they ought to un- 
derſtand, 

La. Hen. Very well ! Sir. 

Sir Hum. To reaſon, forſooth, is the Buſineſs of my Houſe, ſo that rea- 
ſoning has baniſh'd all Reaſon out of it; and I have a Heap of Servants, 
without ever being ſerv'd. One, in reading Poetry, burns my Meat; ano- 
ther when I call for Drink, ſqueaks in Recitativo. 

La. Hen. How this Groſſneſs of Imagination ſhocks me ! Is the Body, that 
Rag, of any Importance ? no, our only Concern ought to be nouriſhing the 
Mind, with the Food of Learning. 

Sir Hum, My Body is my ſelf, and T'll take care on't. You may call it 
a Rag if you pleaſe, but that Rag is dear to me ; and that ſame Food of the 
Mind is but airy Nourifhment for't. But I ſay again, Wife, that a Woman's 
Library ought to be nothing but a Thimble or two, a Thread-Paper, and a 
ſufficient Quantity of Pins and Needles, 

La. Hen. Mighty well! wiſe Sir; won't you pleaſe to go on? have you 
ne'er another Bolt to ſhoot ? 

Sir Hum. [ Aſide.] S'bud ſhe begins to look like her ſelf, I muſt give over 
in time, or we ſhall be all in the Suds here — No, Love, let's talk no more 
of this, but come to the Buſineſs I wanted to conſult you upon. Our Girl, 
you know, is now ripe for Matrimony, and I think we ſhould do well to 
find out a Match for her. 

La. Hen. Oh, don't you take any care aha that - I have provided a 
Husband for her already. 

Sir Hum. But I have one propos'd to me that J have a great Reſpect for, 
and that is young Harcourt ; you know him, my Dear, - 

La. Hen. Yes, Sir Humphry, better than you know him, or than he knows 
himſelf, I know him to be an Ignoramus, Sir. 

Sir Hum. In troth, that may be, but however, he's allow'd by every Body 
to be a Gentleman of Honour, Wit, Courage and Diſcretion. 

La. Hen, How, Sir! I have no Judgment at all then, I ſuppoſe, 

Sir Hum. Softly Duck, I don't ſay that. 

La. Hen. What, are you reſolv'd to maintain his Cauſe ? 

Sir Hum. No not I, but what's his Fault ? 

La. Hen, Are you ſo ſottiſh, as to take his Part againſt all Senſe and 
Reaſon ? 

Sir Hum. By no Means, my Lady. But what's his Crime ? 

La. Hen. 1'll warrant, you'd repreſent it as a thing of no Conſequence, 
inſtead of being in a Rage with him, as you ought to be. 

Sir Hum. No, no, my Jewel, I am in a Rage, in a horrible Rage ; and I 
wiſh I had the Raſcal here, But after all, what has he done tho“? 

Q q2 La. Hen. 
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La. Hen. Done! Why, he had the Impudence to ſay in my Hearing, that 


Learning in Women was like Drunkenneſs in Men — only made em both 
ridiculous and impertinent. 


Sir Hum. Is that all? 

La. Hen. What, don't you think it an unpardonable Affront? 

Sir Hum. Ves, yes, yes to be ſure. 

La. Hen. I ſhould have been glad to have ſeen you gone about to excuſe it, 

Sir Hum. Lack-a-day, Love! I don't intend to do any ſuch thing. 

La. Hen. Or after this, would you ſo much as think of giving him your 
Daughter ? No, but there's a young Nobleman now in the Houſe, Lord 
Apemode he calls himſelf. He's a Man ſomething like a Man; a Man of 
Wit, a Man of Politeneſs, a Man of Judgment, and a Man of Gallantry. 


And I hope, Sir Humphry, yon give me leave to be a better Judge of theſe 
things than you are. 


Sir Hum. To be ſure, you are, Wife. Ay, ay, to be ſure. 

La. Hen. Very well, Sir; then don't offer to ſpeak a Word againſt my 
Choice. I'll go and ſettle it with our Daughter directly. Don't pretend to 
argue with me, for I'm reſolv d, and that's Reafon enough. Exit Lady Henpeck. 

Enter FREELOVE. 


Free. Well, Sir Humphry, my Lady's gone I perceive you have open'd 
the Aﬀair to her? 


Sir Hum. Yes, yes. 

Free. With what Succeſs ? Has ſhe given her Conſent ? 
Sir Hum. Not quite, yet. 

Freie, Does ſhe refuſe ? 

Sir Hum, No. 

Free. Does ſhe take Time to conſider ? 


Sir Hum. No, no, ſhe never takes Time to conſider 
propos d another Man. 


Free. Another Man! 


Sir Hum. Yes, one Lord Apemode, T think, that ſhe's mighty fond of, 
Free. What! that inſignificant Coxcomb, that Retailer of other People's 
Wit and Verſes; I'd as ſoon marry my Daughter to an Echo——Pray, what 

Anſwer did you make her ? 


Sir Hum. None at all——for if I had, I ſhould have pull'd an old Houſe 
about my Ears, 


Free. A fine Reaſon, [ Afide.] However, you inſiſted upon Harcourt's be- 
ing the Man. 


Sir Hum. No, for finding ſhe was reſolv'd on rother, I thought 'twas bet- 
ter-let alone, 


Free. 1s it poſſible, Sir Humphry, a Man can be fo irreſolute as to give 


his Wite ſuch an abſolute Power over him, and be afraid to contradict what- 
ever ſhe's ſct on ? Sir 


But ſhe has 
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Sir Hum. You ſpeak it with a great deal of Eaſe, Mr. Freelove; but you 
don't know what a Fury ſhe is when ſhe once gets into the Humour. She 
makes a great ſtir about Philoſophy, but ſhe's never the leſs paſſionate for it; 
and if ſhe's croſs d never ſo little in any of her Whims, a horrible Tempeſt 
enſues for a Fortnight at leaſt. Whenever ſhe begins her Noiſe, I know 
not where to hide me, ſhe's fuch a Dragon ; and yet notwithſtanding all this, 
I'm forc'd to call her my heart and my Life. | | 

Free. Her Power, Sir Humphry, is founded upon nothing but your Weak 
neſs. Can't you for once reſolve to ſhew yourſelf a Man, and be ſo bold as 
to ſay Iwill have it ſo. Will you let your Daughter be ſacrificd to 
her Whims, and give all your Wealth to a ridiculous Ninny, for fix Lines 
of other People's Poetry ſcurvily repeated ? | 

Sir Hum. What you ſay, is true, Mr. Freelove; and I'm reſolv'd for the 
future to pluck up Courage, 

Free. That's well ſaid. | | 

Sir Hum. Tis a ſhameful thing to be under a Wife's Command. 

Free, Right. | | 

Sir Hum. She has play'd upon my eaſy Temper. 

Free, True. | 

Sir Hum. Led me by the Noſe like an Aſs. 

Free. She has ſo. 

Sir Hum. But T'll preſently let her know that my Daughter's my Daughter; 
that T am her Maſter, and will give her to whom I pleaſc. 

Free. Ay, now you talk ſomething like. 

Sir Hum. Come along with me, Mr. Freelove, and you ſhall be Witneſs 
of my Reſolution, I have born it too long, but will now ſhew my ſelf a 
Man in ſpite of all the Wives in Chriſtendom ; but come, we'll go in, and 
take a Bumper or two firſt, that we may ſtand it out the ſtouter. 

Free. With all my Heart, Sir Humpbry; tis providently thought of. 

Sir Hum. Ay, Sir, and then you ſhall ſee what I am. You ſhall judge 
who wears the Breeches here. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes zo Sir Poſitive Bubble? Houſe. 
Sir POSITIVE BUBBLE and DORINDA. 


Sir Poſ. Never ſure was poor Raſcal ſo Thunder-ſtruck as this Valentine, 
when I return'd him his letter unopen'd. He now deſpairs of all Hope, and 
has quite drawn off ; but he conjur'd me to tell you, that his Love for you was 
the moſt pure and honourable, that his utmoſt Ambition was to have made 


you his Wife, and by that means, Miſtreſs both of his Inclinations and For- 
| | tune ; 
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tune; and that nothing could have put an End to his Addreſſes, but the juſt 
Regard he has for my ſuperior Merit. 

Dorin. [ Aſide.) Tam glad I'm not deceiv'd in him. His Looks always 
told me the Innocence of his Paſſion. 

Sir Po/. At the ſame Time he bid me aſſure you, that he ſhould {till love 
you to his lateſt Gaſp, poor Puppy ! and that if you can think of any Me- 
thod by which he can more effectually prove it, if you'll but make him 
acquainted with it, he'll not be ſlack in the Execution. 

Dorin. | Afide.] Very well, I know my Meſſenger then. 

Sir Po/. Theſe are his very Words; and truly, Dove, I'm ſo far from 
blaming him, that I heartily pity his Misfortune. 

Dorin. I'm ſorry, Sir Poſitive, you ſhould pity a Man that I ſo much ab- 
hor ; for if you had that Love for me you pretend, you'd be ſenſible of the 
affront I have received from his Addreſſes. 

Sir Po/. But, Sweetheart, he did not know your Inclinations before I told 
him ; and the Honeſty of his Intentions 

Dorin. Is the endeavouring then to run away with People, ſuch an honeft 
Intention? Is it the Part of a Man of Honour to lay a Plot for carrying me 


off, and marrying me by Violence? Could I have endur'd Life after ſuch 
Infamy ? 


Sir Poſ. How | 

Dorin. Yes, indeed, the inſolent Creature talks of obtaining me by Force, 
T hear; and I can't imagine for my Part, by what ſecret practices he came to 
the Knowledge of our being to be marry'd ſo ſoon, ſince I knew nothing of 
it my ſelf, till yeſterday you told me ſo, But tis certain, he's acquainted 
with it, and vows to prevent it. 

Sir Po. Vows, a Fool! lack-a-day, what do his Vows ſignify ? 

Dorin. For Shame! your Mildneſs encourages his Folly. If you had talk'd 
roundly to him, he would have fear'd your Rage, as much as my Reſent- 
ment ; for 'tis fince my returning his Letter, that he has form'd this Deſign, 
and as far asI can perceive, he preſumes, truly, that I have no manner of A- 
verſion to him, and that whatever the World thinks, I ſhould look on it as 
no hard Bargain to exchange you for him. 

Sir Po. Oh Fool! Fool! no hard Bargain, quotha ———=a flimſy-back'd, 
ſpindle-ſhank'd, feather-brain'd Son of a fine Lady! 

Dorin. Alas! Sir Pofitive, he impoſes upon you with his ſpecious Affirma- 
tions. I'm very unhappy, I'm ſure, that after all the Care I take to live 
with Honour and Reputation, I muſt ſtill be expos'd to the Mortification of 
his infamous Attempts againſt me, 


Sir Poſ. [ Afide.] What a Virtuous Creature am I bleſs'd with! 


Dorin. 
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Dorin. For my part, I declare, unleſs you exert your ſelf againſt him, and 
find ſome way to rid me of his continual Perſecution, Ill give up every 
thing, and no longer endure theſe repeated Affronts. 

Sir Po/. Dear Jewel, don't be ſo much concern'd. Fear nothing, nor re- 
gard nothing. I am your Champion, and no harm ſhall befall thee. 

Dorin. Oh! nay, Sir, if you don't regard it, I have no more to ſay. I 
beg your Pardon for giving you all this Trouble. He's a very honeſt Man, 
and means no Harm. I begin to have a better Opinion of him my ſelf. 

Sir Pe /. No, no, I don't ſay that, I don't ſay that. He's a raſh, hot-headed, 
raſcally Scoundrel, and T'll go find him out, and ſing him ſuch a Tune 


Dorin. Do then, this Moment, dear Sir; and be ſure you rattle him off. Tell 


him that tis in vain for him to deny his intentions; that I was inform'd from 
very good Hands, of his Deſign to watch our Houſe from this very Day, and 
to take the firſt Opportunity of carrying me off by Force. But that 
after this Notice, I defy him to ſurprize me; and unleſs he would bring ſome 
Misfortune on himſelf, he muſt take care not to be told things twice over. 
Sir Poſ. T'll be ſure to be punctual, and tell him all. 
Dorin. But do it in a Tone that may convince him, it comes from my Heart, 
Sir Poſ. that I will, verily, my Life. 

Dorin. And pray, Sir Pefitive, make all the haſte you can; I'll go into my 
Cloſet in the mean time, and meditate on thoſe excellent Inſtructions you 
gave me to Day. I ſhall be impatient till you return. I languiſh if you are 
out of my Sight, a ſingle Moment. | [ Ext. 

Sir Poſ. Go, go, go you dear, charming, lovely — 04's my Heart, I don't 
know a Name ſweet enough to give thee, Ay, this is as women ought 
to be, and not like your Coquets, and prancing Sluts that think the more 
Fellows they have at their Heels the better. Ah! theſe are ſad Times for 
poor Husbands, and Virtue is precious, very precious | But what do I ſtand 
here for? ſhe may juſtly blame me for being ſo dilatory in an Affair that gives 
her ſo much concern — and on my Account too. [ Exit, 


SCEN E Changes to Sir Humphry Henpeck's Houſe. 


Enter Lady HENPECK, MARIA, DOROTHEA and MARTIN. 

La. Hen. I muſt confeſs, my Lord, I was prejudiced in your Favour from 
the firſt Moment I ſaw you, and I muſt own I have a ſuperlative defice to 
contract ſome Alliance with Families of Quality, in order to enoble the 
Blood of the Henpecks. | 

Mar. Madam, your Ladyſhip judges extreamly right. Who of any Spirit 
or Soul in the Univerſe would marry their Daughter to a ſneaking hidebound 
Cit, whoſe only Pride is that he has get what he has, and therefore lives 
within Bounds, as they term it? Who expects a Wife ſhould be a mere 
Drudge, and think of nothing but her Family and Children? Maria, 
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Maria. 0 | | | 

, *Ogh ! 

Doro. C 170 | 

Mar. Now a Woman that marries one of us, 1s quite another thing; and 
therefore your wealthy Citizens are very much in the right to diſpoſe their 
Daughters at this End of the Town. Here we know how to make a 
Gentleman-like uſe of their Fortunes ; and treat them as they deſerve to be 
treated. | | | | 
La. Hen. Tis a great Abuſe to us, my Lord, to make the Extent of our 
Underſtanding reach no farther than to judge of the Air of a Petticoat, or 


— 


the Pattern of a Brocade. 


Maria. But we are reſoly'd to riſe higher, my Lord, and ſet our Wits at 
Liberty. f | 

Doro. And ſhew the World that our Sex is as much ſuperior within as it 
is without. i 

Mar. Madam, I adore the Brightneſs of ſome Ladies Intellectuals, if poſ- 
ſible, more than the Splendor: of their Eyes. 

La. Hen, The firſt Opportunity I have, my Lord, I'll lay before you a 
Treatiſe, I've written my ſelf, as a Plan for erecting a female Academy ; a 
Proje& which Plato fooliſhly gave over, when he wrote his Treatiſe of Re- 
publicks——But now, my Lord, as your Propoſals are ſo very honourable, 
Il immediately ſend for a Lawyer to draw up the Writings ; for Sir Hum- 
phry has ſome fooliſh Whims, I know not what, about ſome other Match; 
but that ſtands for nothing. However, the more Diſpatch the better, and 
ſo, my Lord, your moſt devoted humble Servant. Exit. 

Mar. Madam, I am ſuperlatively yours — What an extream Happineſs 
is it to me, to ſtand ſo fair in the good Graces of fo diſcerning a Lady! 

Maria. And now, my Lord, what think you of ſacrificing an Hour or 
two to a Party at Ombre? 

Mar. Why truly, Madam, I think the Moments too precious, at preſent 
to be ſacrific'd to any Deity but he that rules in thoſe Eyes. 

Maria. Flattering Creature | | 

Mar. Beſides, Madam, I never play at Cards when I know what to do 
with my ſelf elſe. 

Doro. Not play at Cards, my Lord ! 

Mar. No, Madam never but o' Sundays, 

Maria. Sundays ! | 
Mar. Yes, Sunday is a kind of a queer Day, you know——=no Plays, nor 
Maſquerades, nor Operas——in ſhort, nothing good ſtirring——which, by 
the bye, is a horrid Shame in a Chriſtian Country; and ſo then I go to my 
Lady Vermillion's Aſſembly. 

Daro. Ay, my Dear, at this End of the Town, you ſee, they employ every 

; | Day 


Th MAN of TASTE. 313 


Day as they ought to do. Now in the City they think of nothing but go- 
ing to Church of a Sunday. 

Mar. Um- that's mighty odd, indeed Tis for want of a better Educa- 
tion; they'll learn better in time. But I knew a rich old Citizen now, 
that always ſet that Day apart, for ſettling all the Accounts of the former 
Week in. 

Doro. Why, don't you remember, my Dear, that thy Father us'd to lock 
himſelf up in his Counting-Houſe that _ and made us believe he was at 
his Devotions ? 

Mar. Troth, "y likely, Madam for I ſuppoſe Gold was his 


God. 
Maria. Ha, ha, ha ton Well, my Dear, we ſhall now know how to ſpend 


our Sundays better for the Future. 

Doro. We ſhall come by degrees to live as we ſhould do. 

Maria. I hope we ſhall, my Dear— And I have made one good Step 
wards it this' very Morning ; for I have given poſitive Orders that ir - 
| Tradeſmen come with their Bills, they ſhould wait at leaſt fix Hours before 

they had their Anſwer, and fixteen Months before they were paid. Don't 
you make the impertinent Blockheads wait, my Lord? 

Mar. No, Madam, they never wait upon that ſcore at my Rane 
cauſe they're ſure it would be to no purpoſe if they did you muſt know, 
Madam, I have Two ſorts of Debts, which I pay two very different Ways 
My Debts of Honour I pay with my ready Money; and my Tradeſmen's 
Debts, I pay with my—Honour—which is ready upon all Occaſions, 

__ c Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Lack-a-day, Madam, what would a Title be good for, if it did not 
excuſe People from doing Things beneath their Quality ? 

Maria. To be ſure, my Lord you ought to have ſome honourable 
Diſtinctions attending it. | 


Enter Footman. 


Foot. Madam, there's a Gentleman below come to wait on you. 

Maria. Who is it, pr'ythee ? 

Foot. Colonel Cockade, Madam. 

Mar. Colonel Cockade ? 

Maria. So he ſays; do you know him, my Lord? 

Mar. Know him, Madam! why he's my Intimate, my Particular, my 
very Shield and Buckler. 

Maria. Deſire him quickly to walk up. 

Mar. We han't ſeen one another ſince the Campaign, I'm quite tranſ- 


Rr ported 


374 A A e 
ported with the thoughts of ſhaking Hands once more "with my old fellow 


Warrior Oh, here he comes, 


Enter R . 


Mar. My dear Colonel! [running to him, and embrating him. 

Rey. My deat Lord Apemode ! | el | 

Mar. How glad am I to ſee thee ! 

Rey. How rejoic'd am I to meet thee here 

Mar. Dear Rogue, kiſs me. 

Maria. Ay, my Dear, now we begin to be known. The Beau monde 
have found the way to our Houſe at laſt, _ 

Doro. True, my Dear, we ſaw nothing like this in the city. 

Maria. Oh! don't mention the City. Auk ward, » Buck- 
ram Animals 

Mar. Ladies, I beg Leave to introduce this Gentleman to you; and to ſay 
in one word for my Friend all that can be ſaid. He's worthy of your Ac- 
quaintanee If any one can be fo? Fot you behold in him, one of the great- 
eſt Heroes the Age can boaſt. He's a very brave Man; very brave, indeed. 

Rey. Vou are not inferior, my Lord; we know that you can do ſomething 
too. We have ſtood a little Lightning and Thunder together. 3 

Mar. "Tis true, we have ſeen each other upon Occaſion; be 

N Ay, and where twas very hot too. | 

Mar. {Looking on the Ladies.) But not ſo hot as tis is here my Friend. 

Rey. No, we muſt have been more than Salamanders to have bore it =p 
My Liver is already ſcorch'd up to very Gunpowder. 

Mor. Oh, your Servant, Sir. 

Rey. War i is a fine thing ; - but, the Court don't — pengs Men of Merit, 
like us, as it ought=—1I think this Arm was made for a Truncheon. 

Mar. And I think I could wear a Cockade with as good an Air, and 
make as decent a Figure in Regimentals, as the beſt Commander in Europe : 
And let me tell you, that's all in all—at a Review. But the higheſt Merit 

is now-a-days overlook'd. So I ſhall een hang up my Sword for the fu- 
ture, and engage in no Wars hereafter, but where Beauty is the Prize, and 
Venus the Leader, 

Maria. For my part, I have a paſſionate Regard for Men of the Sword. 

Doro. Oh! nothing is ſo engaging as the outſide of a Soldier, but then 
I'd have his inſide always ſeaſon'd with Attick Salt and polite Acquirements. 

Mar. For my part, Madam, I have taken particular Care about that, and 
I think I may ſay without Vanity, that I have had the compleat Education 
af a modern fine Gentle man. I have Muſick, A at my ** Ends; 

can 
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can cut a Caper as high as Poitier himſelf ; toſs a Die with as good an Air as 
any Dutcheſs in Town; and have fought Jemmy Figg thro' all his Weapons. 
Maria. J have often thought it, my Lord, a very great Hardſhip that we 


Women mayn't frequent Mr. Figg's Amphitheatre, as well as you Gentle- 


men. : 

Mar. True, Madam, and I'll endeayour to bring it about ; for 'tis a glo- 
rious Diverſion, I aſſure you, as well as a Modiſh one— Kut, as I was telling 
you, Madam—as ſoon as I had furniſh'd myſelf with theſe polite Accom- 
pliſhments, I reſoly'd to crown all with a Smattering of Philoſophy ; and 
for that purpoſe am now, Fellow of the Royal Society. 

Rey. And I am a Free Maſon, Ladies, which is the ſame thing, you know: 
But ſtill the Wars, the Wars for me. Don't you remember, my Lord, that 
half Moon we gain'd laſt Campaign, at the Siege of Cremona? 

Mar. You forget, you forget, my Dear: What do you talk of a half 
Moon? twas a whole Moon, indeed. 

- Rey. True, true, it was a whole Moon, a whole Moon, indeed; you 
took one half and I tother ; that made it a whole Moon exactly, my Lord. 

Mar. Ay, troth, I have reaſon enough to remember it ; for I carry ſome 
honourable Marks of it about me : But come, Ladies, what ſay you of mak- 
ing a Party for the French Players? There's a charming Piece perform'd 
there to-night. | | 
Key. Where our unpoliſh'd Beef-and-Pudding Engliſb Clowns are fo roaſted ! 

Maria. I have neglected my French ſo ſnamefully of late, I ſhouldn't un- 
derſtand em enough to find out the Senſe of the Play. 

Mar. The Senſe of the Play; ha, ha, ha, — Why, Madam, you may find 
out all the Senſe that's in it, without underſtanding a ſingle Syllable. | 

Maria. Well, that's pure ! 

Mar. Beſides, tis being ten times more Polite, Madam—'Tis quite out of 
Faſhion to go to any thing one underſtands. 

Rey. Ay, Madam, 'tis the Beauty of all polite Diverſions, not to put Peo- 
ple upon the Drudgery of Thinking, The Eye and the Ear are enough to 
be employ'd ——— enough in Conſcience, | 

Mar. And let me tell you, Ladies, we that are at the head of theſe Things, 


are negociating an Affair which will raiſe our Diverſions to a much nobler 


Pitch —— In ſhort, we are in treaty with all the Princes of Europe, to fur- 
niſh us with Strolers of every Country in twenty unknown Languages at 
leaſt; ſo that we ſhall have Performers of cvery Nation, in Europe 
| but our own. 
Rey. And all this too, Ladies, at the moſt trifling Expence imagina- 
ble, as we have contriv'd it. | | 
Mar. Not above Fifty Thouſand a Year at moſt ——— and ſuppoſe every 
| Rr 2 | Penny 
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Penny of it ſhould be carried out of the Kingdom, what's that to wan, 
trading Nation, you know ? 

Maria. A mere Trifle —T'll ſubſcribe a hundred a Year myſelf — hark'e, 
Liſetta ? Tell Mr. Snip the Mercer, that he muſt ſtay another Twelvemonth, 
at leaſt, for his Money. 

Doro. Ay, let a hundred of thoſe homebred Animals ſtarve, rather than 
abate a Foreigner One Shilling of his Demand. 

Mar. Well, Ladies, if you are not for regaling on nm. what think 
you of a Taſte of Faronelli to Night? 

Doro. Oh! That charming Creature Faronelli ! 

Maria. Oh, Raviſhing! Tranſporting ! Killing! 

Doro. Admiration it ſelf can't expreſs it. 

Maria. Dying is too little. He does more than kill one—— But, my dear 
Lord, how barbarouſly d'ye think I was treated laſt time I was to hear him ? 

Mar. Truly, Madam, I can't tell: ſqueez d to a Jelly, I ſuppoſe. 

Maria. Oh, worſe than that. 

Mar. Worſe than that! loſt your Watch or Snuff-Box, perhaps, 

Maria. Worſe, much worſe |! 

Mar. How! Nay then, I can't gueſs.' 

Maria. Why, I had a great fat She-Creature ſat next me, that had 
the Phthiſick, and wheeſed fo hideouſly all the time, that I could not hear 
a ſingle Piano 

Mar. Oh, the Brute! that ſhe muſt needs breathe, indeed. 

Maria. A Citizen! an Alderman's Wife, T'll be ſworn! I could have al- 
moſt wiſh'd her Husband's Fur-Gown had been ramm'd into her Throat. 

Rey. Ha, ha, ha! But come, Ladies, ſhall we attend you there? 

Maria. We can't poſſibly ſtir out this Evening, Sir. 

Mar. Let us have Muſick here then, and divert our ſelves with a Dance. 

Rey. Well thought of, my Lord! 

Maria. That we conſent to. 

Doro. But then we muſt make an Addition to our Company. 

Mar. My Servants ſhall fly to every Corner of the Town. So ho, Rapiere, 
Picard, Chovette, Tournay, Delaroune. The duce take all theſe negligent 
Raſcals, where are they all wander'd to? I don't think there's a Nobleman in 
England ſo ill ſerv'd as Iam; and yet I have not an Engliſb Slave about me, 
2 my Poſtilion, whoſe Name I never yet heard. 

Maria. Almanzor, tell my Lord's Servants to go and fetch us Muſick, 
and bring ſome of our Neighbours here to people the Ball. 

Maria. But come, Gentlemen, we'll remove into a more expanded Apart- 
ment, and meet our Company there. 

Mar. Wherever you lead, Ladies, we ſhall follow voluntarily. [ Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Euter Sir HUMPHRY d FREELOVE. 


Sir Hum, T'll warrant, we'll manage her now, Old Boy. Ods me, this 
Burgundy has ſet me upon the Ropes ſo, that I could encounter a Den of 
Lions. | 2 ö | 

Free. Well refolv'd, Sir Humphry : but take care my Lady does not get 
the better of you a ſecond Time. | 

Sir Hum. Do you take me for an Oaf, Mr. Freelove? 

Free. No, Sir Humphry, bu. | 

Sir Hum. Am I not old enough to be Maſter in my own Houſe? 

Free. Certainly, but⁊yä s 

Sir Hum. Am I ſo weak as to be led by the Noſe by a Wife? 

Free. Oh, by no Means. | 

Sir Hum. Am not I Lord Parmount here? and ſhan't I diſpoſe of my own 
Daughter as I think meet? Shall a Wife pretend to contradict my Hu- 
mour ? 

Free. No, to be ſure. O here ſhe comes. 

Sir Hum. Ods'me, ſo ſhe does———ſtand by me be ſure, Mr. Freelove, 

Free. Never fear, Man, Play but your Part well, and you ſhall not 
want Encouragement, 


Enter Lay HE NP E CK. 


La. Hen. Oh, Sir Humpbry, Im glad you are at home, that you may join 
in this Marriage Contract, which Mr. Quibus is come to draw up between 
my Daughter and Lord Apemode. 

Sir Hum. Yes, Wife; but as I think I told you before, I have fix'd on 
Harcourt for her Husband. 

La. Hen. What! do you oppoſe my Will then ? 

Sir Hum. J oppoſe the beſtowing of the whole Wealth of my Family, 
for which I have been drudging theſe Forty Years, on a Jack-a-napes of Qua- 
lity, that will ſquander it away in as many Weeks, upon Whores, Rooks, and 
running Horſes. 

Free, Well judg'd, Sir Humpbry. 

La. Hen. Truly your Riches are mightily ſought after But what do 
I ſtand conteſting ! I have concluded the Thing, and that's ſufficient. 

Sir Hum. Why you ſpeak very abſolutely, Wife. But, in my Opinion, 
the Hen ought not to Crow thus before the Cock. 

Free. Right, right, ſtand up for the Priviledge of the Breeches. 

La. Hen. Very well! then I'm to be reckon'd only a mere Cypher, it ſeems; 
notwithſtanding all the Learning I have with ſo much Labour acquir'd. 

Sir Hum. Learning, Wife, often makes People very great Fools. 

| | La. 
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La. Hen, Oh Paradox! now I „ with Sir, that zan not 
Learning, made People Fools. | 

Sir Hum. You thought wrong, my Lady. Alem Fool is much more 
fooliſh,” than an ignorant Fool. 


Free. Right, Sir Humpbry; Folly i in che one * perfedly pure; but | 
Study in the other adds to Nature. 


La. Hen. Sure, Sir, Ignorance i is r Sz to you,  fince IM, are ſo 
warm in its defence 

Free. In Truth, Madam, I have no great reliſh for your R . 
I would not have a Woman Ignorant i in any thing that's ſuitable to her Cha- 
rafter ; but then I had rather have em ſometimes ſeem ſo, than make ſuch 
unſeaſonable boaſts of their Knowledge. Your bombaſt Haranguers, learned 
Diſputers, and your pedantick Author-Quoters apon all Occaſions, are the 
molt abſurd impertinent Animals upon Earth. 

Sir Hum. [Ajide.] Odſo, that's ſtoutly ſaid: At her again, good Mr. Free- 

love ; take her down t'other Peg, be ſure. 
Free. And I muſt farther tell you, Madam, as I am always ſincere upon 
theſe Occaſions, that this Vanity in People whoſe Fortunes are the Fruit of 
Induſtry, of marrying their Daughters into great Families is altogether as 
| prepoſterous a Folly as the other, and always attended with great Incon- 
veniencies. 

La. Hen. My Daughter, Sir, has Wealth enough already, and therefore 1 
want to enoble and purify her Blood by a Match of Diſtinction. 

Sir Hum. The Blood may be enobled, belike, by your great Marriages, 
but I believe, Wife, tis ſometimes never the purer. 

Free. Right, Sir Humphry. Your Grand-children, indeed, would be dig- 
nify'd by it. But your * muſt expect nothing but Miſery and Con- 
tempt. 

85 7 Hum. Ay, ay, Tl not have a Man for my Daughter, that ſhall be able 
to reproach her with her Parents being Citizens; nor ſhall ſhe have Children, 

who'd be above calling me Grand-father. No, give me one, who ſhall be 
beholden to me for my Daughter, and to 8 I can ſay — Sit you there, 
Son-in-Law, whilſt I take the Elbow-Chair to my ſelf. 

La. Hen. Very noble, exalted Sentiments truly —— But this is nothing 

to the purpoſe, Sir Humphry. 

Sir Hum. No more it isn't, my Lady: and therefore, Mr. Freelove, if 

you'll ſtep and bring your Friend, Harcourt, hither —— we'll do ſomething 
that ſhall be more to the purpoſe. 


Free, That I will, Sir Humphry, and be with you again inſtantly ; [ {fide 
to Sir Humphry.] be ſure you keep her under, now you have got her there. 


Exit. 
or | 
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Sir Hum. Oh | fear it not, fear it not, Mr. Freelove, Il make her know 
for the future who I am I warrant you. I 

La. Hen. [Making up to Sir Humphry.] Why, Sir, d'ye think to gain 
your Point by ſuch Methods as theſe are? Am I a Chicken, a tame * 
a jointed Doll, to be treated in this Manner? 

Sir Hum. [Retreating.) I tell you, Wife 

La. Hen. And I tell you, Husband, that you are miſtaken in the Perſon 
you have to deal with, and I'll make you know ſo-— I will —<I will. 

Sir Hum. Well, well! 

La. Hen. Is it for you to preſcribe? is it for you to dire& me what to do 
with my Daughter ? Me who ſprung from an ancient Family, receiv'd ſuch 
an extraordinary Education, and have made ſuch an ö uſe of it; 
ſhall you, I fay | 

Sir Hum. Enough, enough, my Lady 

La. Hen. Shall you, I ſay | 

Sir Hum, I ſay no more, I ſay no more, Love. 

La. Hen. Tis fit you ſhould not, Sir; and to prevent any future Dine on 
this Head, tis my will that the Contract be drawn immediately. I have 
ſaid it; make no Reply. However, if you are any way engag d to Harcourt, 
I'll give you leave to marry your Niece to him. 

Sir Hum. Oh, very well, very well; that will do as well. III follow Mc 
| Freelove, and inform him of it. [Afide. Adod, I thought I ſhould get the 


U 


better of her at laſt. Exit Sir Humphry. 
La. Hen. I'll now to the Parties concern'd, and have the Writings finiſh'd 
dee. * Exit. 


8 by E N E changes to a Room in . ir Poſitive Bubble s Houſe. 


DOR INDA fitting at a Table with a Book in ber Hand, 


Dorin. [Throwing aſide the Boot.] I would willingly have beguil'd theſc 
tedious Moments with Reading, but alas! my Head is too much buſied with 
its own Thoughts to attend to other People's — How does my Heart fluctu- 
ate in a perplexing Suſpence betwixt Hope and Fear! Sure tis a crucl Dilem- 
ma that I'm brought to, either to commit a Violence on the Decency which 
is due to my Sex, or elſe to give up my {elf to irretrievable Mifery,—And 


yet:I almoſt with, that I Peg arc aan But _ and 1 
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Enter Si, POSITIVE ad VALENTINE. 


Dorin. [Seeing Valentine, ftarts.] Hah ! what d'ye mean, Sir Paſiti ve? 
What do you bring him to me your ſelf? Do you eſpouſe his Intereſt againſt 
me? And will you oblige me to undergo his perſecuting Addreſſes? 

Sir P:/. No, my deareſt Heart, no, no, your Quiet is too dear to me to do 
ſo: But he looks on my Meſſages, forſooth, as airy Tales, and believes tis 
I, not You, who are the Author of em. Therefore I have e'en brought him 
hither, that you may once for all cure him of his Miſtake. 

Dorin. What, Sir, don't you think I have explain'd my ſelf lullicicntly, 
and can you yet doubt of the Choice I have made ? 

Val. Yes, Madam, I muſt confeſs I had ſome doubt upon me; and that 
ſupream Sentence, which decides the fate of my Love, is of ſuch Conſe- 
quence to my Happineſs, that I am excuſable in defiring a Repetition of it. 

Dorin. Why then, Sir, I muſt declare, that he told you my real Senti- 
ments, and I think em founded on too much Equity to be diſputed. 
Here are are two Perſons before me, one of whom has all my Approbation 
and Eſteem, and the other, for his barbarous Treatment of me, all my Con- 
tempt and Averſion. Let him, therefore, in whoſe Favour I have made this 
Declaration, deliver me immediately from the dread of being forc'd by the 
other ; a Puniſhment, to me, worſe than Slayery or Death. 

Sir Poſ. Yes, my Sweeteſt, Tt deliver thee, I will, I will; PII ſatisfy all 
thy Expectations, I'll do whatever thou can'ſt defire. 

Dorin. I know it does not become either my Sex or Age, to make fo free 
a Declaration; but | 

Sir Poſ. Oh, no Matter, no Matter; you can't make too free with me, 
Love. 

Dorin. But as there have been plain Marks of Honour in all his Addions 
and Behaviour, I hope he will ſoon give me ſome Teſtimony of his Affecti- 
on, and 

Sir Po/. Ves, yes, I will. Come, kiſs my Hand then kiſs my Hand, 
Chicken; and let that be a Teſtimony. 

Dorin. And let him thus receive the Promiſe I give him, to be never any 
other Man's. 

[Pretends to embrace Sir Poſitive, and gives ber Hand to Valentine behind 

his Back, who kiſſes it in Raptures, and then puts à Letter in it. 

Sir Pof. Poor Dearee, you ſhan't languiſh for me long, I promiſe thee, 
Jewel — that's enough, Love—— Now, Sir, I hope you'll believe that what 
I ſaid was true. You ſee what a ſtrange AﬀeRion ſhe has for me. 

Val. Tis true, Sir And for you, Madam, you have explain'd your 
ſelf ſufficiently, and J hall not fail very ſpeedily to remove from your Eyes 
the Preſence of him you ſo much deteſt. Dorin, 
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Dorin. You cannot do me a greater Piece of Service, Sir; for, in ſhort, it 
becomes intolerable and odious to me, and my abhorrence is ſo great, 
that 

Sir Poſ. Hold, hold, Sweeting. 

Dorin. I hope, Sir, you are not olfuaded with my ſpeaking in this Man- 
ner. Perhaps you are willing —— 

Sir Poſ. No, no, I don't ſay that: But to tell you the Truth, I can't 
help pitying the Condition he is in. You ſhew your Averſion a little too vio- 
lently, Love. 

Dorin. That's impoſſible, Sir, upon ſuch an Occaſion. 

Val. As your Eaſe and Satisfaction, Madam, is much dearer to me than 
all the Enjoyments of Life, you may depend that within theſe three Days, 
your Eyes ſhall never again be tortur'd with this odious Object. 

Dorin. With all my Soul — fare wel. 

Val. Farewel, | 

Sir Po/. Um —- Look'e Mr. Valentine, I ſhould be glad, if I could bring 
her to uſe you with a little more Civility ; but I doubt I can't, ſhe is fo furi- 
ouſly enraged with you, 

Val. You ſhall never hear me complain, Sir; the Lady certainly does her- 
ſelf Juſtice, and I ſhall therefore endeavour to make my ſelf as eaſy as poſ- 


ſible Farewel. [Exif. 
Sir Poſ. Poor young Fellow! how exceſſive his Grief is —in Troth, I 
think he's mightily to be pitied. 


Dorin. Pitied! not at all. 

Sir Poſ. Your Affection touches me to the laſt Degree, Love. Six Days 
are too long to ſtay, conſidering your Impatience. I'm therefore determin'd 
to marry you To-morrow. 

Dorin. How! what d'ye ſay, Sir Pofitive? To-morrow ! 

Sir Po. Ay, To-worrow at fartheſt. 

Dorin. But 
Sir P/. Come, come, tis only Modeſty makes you pretend this Reluc- 
tance; but I know What Joy my ſaying ſo gives you, and you wiſh 'twas al- 
ready dane; doſtn't thee now, Honey ——Ay you Rogue you, you ſhall be 
mine from Head to Foot To-morrow: Yes, I'll he Maſter of thee all; of 
thoſe little ſparkling Eyes, that little knaviſh Noſe, thoſe ſweet Lips, that 
pretty Chin, and that, that, that, —— In ſhort, your whole ſweet Perſon, 
Jewel——and I'll kiſs thee and careſs thee as much as pleaſe. 

Dorin. Ay but, but To- morrow-w 

Sir Poſ. Lack, lack , how the Thoughts of it tranſport me, and what 
Peaſure it will be to me, to ſee my ſelf reviv'd into other young Bubbles; lit- 
tle Poppets, that will be as like me "7 two Drops of Water, who will be al- 

"5 "Þ ways 
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ways ſporting about the Houſe, and talking ſo fooliſhly to me, that twill be 
the wittieſt prettieſt thing in all the World. Methinks I ſee half a dozen of 


em about me already. 
Dorin. But not To-morrow, dear Sir Pofitive, 
Sir Po. I would not defer it another Day for a Million of Money. 
Dorin. Good fortune affiſt !——what ſhall I do now! 
Sir Pe Come along, come with me, come with me; Ah, TII kiſs thee, 
and love thee ; I will, I will. 
How happy a Rogue am I! my Luck how rare, 
Bleſt with fo virtuous and ſo kind a Fair! [Exeunt. 
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ARE, is not that he? No——Well, I have but this laſt In- 
ſtant to determine; ſhall I go fearleſs on, and commit my 
Fortune to his Fidelity or not? Yes, Death it ſelf ſeems infi- 

5 nitely leſs terrible to me than the fatal Sacrifice I am doom'd 

to To-morrow. Let me once more read the Letter, which he 

put into my Hand at our Interview to-day. [reads. 


Madam, 

N return to your tranſporting Letter, T have but a fingle Moment to ſay, 

that if you'll contrive to be at your own Door in the dust of the Evening, 

| and have a good Opinion enough of me, to truſt your ſelf in my Hands, Tll de- 

| liver you from all your terrible Apprehenfios, and by an immediate Marriage, 

| convince you that all the Pride of my Heart, and Dare of my Soul, is to preſerve 

your Honour, and add to your Satisfaction. 

. Nours, entirely and eternally, Valentine. 

_ Generous and Kind! But Time and Fortune preſs —— "Tis now dusk, and 
| this the Place. Oh! I hear ſomebody coming, it muſt be he. 


Enter Sir POSITIVE. 


1 Sir Pe/; Well, I think now, I have order'd every thing 
Dorin, [Seeing Sir Pol. farts.) Oh! Misfortune! Sir 
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Sir Po. Who's this? hey-day, what, you Duck? whither art thee going 
ſo late, Lovee? you told me when I left you, that you'd go and lock your 
ſelf up in your Chamber, and wouldn't be diſturb'd, till to-morrow 
Morning. | | 

Dorin. Tis true, but. 

Sir Po. But what? 

Dorin. Im in Confuſion, and can't tell how to excuſe it to you. 

Sir Po. How! What can this mean? 

Dorin. In ſhort, Sir, the Secret will ſurpriſe you 'twas on my Siſter's 
Account, that I was going abroad, who has deſir'd the Uſe of my Chamber 
this Evening, on a Deſign for which I have very much blam'd her. 

Sir Po/. How! Deſign ! what Deſign ? 

Dorin. Could one have believ'd it! ſhe is in love, it ſeems, with this Va- 
lentine, that has plagu'd us ſo much of late. 

Sir Poſ. In love with Valentine ! 

Dorin. Deſperately | She juſt now came here alone to diſcover it to me, 
and to aſſure me that it would abſolutely be her Death, if ſhe did not obtain 
her Deſire. That their Amour had ſecretly been carried on for above a 
Twelvemonth, and that they were ſolemnly engaged, and contracted to one 
another. 

Sir Poſ. A fine Baggage ſhe, and a very pretty Raſcal he! —— well, but 
what then? | 

Dorin. That having heard of the Deſpair, I had thrown him into, and 
that he was reſolved to forſake the Town upon it, ſhe came to beg of me to 
leave her alone in my Chamber, intending this Evening to talk to him from 
the Window in my Voice; and under my Name, to give him ſome Encou- 
ragement which might keep him here, In ſhort, to turn the Love he has for 
me to her own Advantage. 

Sir Po/. Ay, but Jewel, d'ye think that 

Dorin. Oh! I was downright raving about it. What, ſays I, Siſter, are 
you out of your Wits ? to be in love with ſuch a looſe extravagant Fellow, 
to forget your Sex, and deceive the Hope of Mr. Frezlove who lives but for 

ou | | 

Sir Poſ. Nay, for that Matter, I don't pity my Brother; he well deſerves 
it, and I'm very glad on't. | 

Dorin. In ſhort, I us d a thouſand Arguments to deter her from her In- 
tention, but ſhe ſhed ſo many Tears, fetch'd ſo many Sighs, and ſo often 
told me, that 1 ſhould drive her to Deſpair, if I deny'd to gratify her Paſſi- 
on, that at laſt my Heart was conquer'd, But, to give a better Countenance 
to this Intrigue, I was going to ſtay with our Neighbour Lucretia, whoſe 
Virtues you daily praiſe ſo much -—— - But, you ſurpriz'd me, dear Sir, by 
your ſudden coming upon me fo, Sſ2 as Sir 
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Sir Poſ.. No, 105 Tl have none of theſe Ju ggliags at my Houſe. They 
or 


card by ſomebody, in the Alice and ſhe whom I honour 
with my Peflbn, ſhould not only be virtuous, but even unſuſpected —— 
come along with me, and let us ſend the ſhameteſs Quean a packing. bs 

Dorin. Oh, for Goodneſs Sake ! no, dear Sir Pofitive,” don't do that ; 

*twill put her into a great Confuſion ; and ſhe may juſtly complain how little 
Secrecy JI am Miſtreſs of. Since I muſt not countenance ot Deſign, ler me 
ſend her away, at leaſt by | my ſelf. 

Sir Po/. Well, well then, do ſo, do ſo. 
Dorin. But J muſt make you promiſe me, that you'll toy nothing t to Pu 

Sir Po}. J won't, I won't. | 

Dorin. Then, turn your Face this way, [turning bim with his Face to the 
Front of the Stage.) Be ſare, don't ſtir now, but let her paſs without ob- 
ſerving her ; you thall hear how I'll rattle her. 

Sir Po. Yes, I'll reſtrain my Paſſion upon thy Account, Jewel ; but as 
ſoon as ſhe's gone, Il go to my Brother, I ſhall be glad to give yen this 
pretty Account. | 

Dorin. I intreat yon, then, not to name me in the Affair. Good Night, 
dear Sir Poſitive, —— 1'll go lock my ſelf up as ſoon as I have ſent her away. 

Sir Po/. Ay, "ill to-morrow, Love, only 'till to-morrow. [Exit Dorinda.] 
How impaticnt am I to ſee my Dance of a Brother, and tell him this thing! 
The good Man's ſweetly chous'd, with all his Wiſdom. This is ſeeing the 
End of it, forſooth. Ods me, I would not take an Hundred Pound in Ex- 
change for this Diſcovery. [Dorinda at the Door, as ſpeaking to her Siſter. 

Dorin. Yes, Siſter, I'm ſorry to incur your Diſpleature, but *tis impoſſi- 
ble for me to conſent to this raſh Undertaking. My own Honour, as well 
as my dear Guardian's Satis faction, is too precious to me to let it run ſuch 
a Riſque. Farewel, go home, and reflect on the Indiſcretion of this Enter- 
prize, and thing no more of un baſe Wretch that was the Occaſion of it. 

<4 Dorinda throwing a Veil over her elf, eroſſes 
the Stage ſoftly, as in the Dark. 
Sir Pol. Well ſaid, ſhe nettles her off, adad——Ah ! there ſhe goes; 1'11 
lock the poor for fear ſhe ſhould return again. 
[Enter Valentine, as in the Dark, 
Val This i is the Hour, and near the'Place. Who's chere ol " 
Dorin. Wt, Valentine, _ no Noiſe, I am Dorinda. TIA 
[Speaking. i m'a N J Voice. 

Sir o/ Led. Oh lying Baggage! you Dorinda / no, ſhe follows the 
Laws of Honour, which we Winke; and 7 fall aſſume both her Name 
and her Voice, 

Dorin. Bat, unleſs honourable Marriage b be Fu Intention, aun III 
tir no farther, - "I 1 N 
Val. 
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Val. That is the only Purpoſe of my Soul: and I here ſwear by every 
thing that's dear to me, that early in the Morning, the Ceremony ſhall be 
perform'd; in the mean time, my Siſter waits ys to receive you. 

Sir Poſ. Ha, ha, ha! poor cheated Fool | 

Val. Come in, then, and throw off all Diffidence, my. Charmer; and.r now 
I defy the Power of thy deluded Tyrant to rob me of thee again, [Exeunt. 

Sir Po. Oh, I'll aſſure you, Mr. Shatterbrains, I have no manner of In- 
clination to rob you of her. Im not in the leaſt concern'd at the Engage- 
ment, and I ſhall force you to be her Husband now, whether you like it or 
not, Sir. The Memory of her Father, as well as the Intereſt I have in her 
Siſter, my dear Dorinda, requires at leaſt, that I make him 22 her 
Honour by Marriage. 


Enter a Fuſtice of the Peace, with Conſtable and Lights. 


Odſo, this! is lucky, Here's Mr: Juſtice What-& ye-CalP um going his Rounds— 
Mr. Fuſtice, your Servant, I'm glad I have met with you, for 1 have ſome 
Employment for. you here. 

Fuſtice. We are upon Buſineſs, already. Sir. In full Buſineſs, Sir, 

Sir Poſ. But, mine's Buſineſs of Conſequence, and Halla too; and there= 
fore, pray follow me with your Lights. . 

Fuſtice. But what is it, Sir? 1 e 

Sir Poſ. To go to that Corner Houſe there, and ſecure | a Girl of .c ours, 
whom one Valentine has ſeduc'd, and got into his Houſe, under a Promiſe 
of Marriage. She's of a Family both. noble and virtuous, 
Fuſtice. But this, Sir, is beyond the Power of my Office. However, as I 
love to be employ d in chings of this kind, III go in, and * what Perſwa- 
fion will do. 

Sir Pof. Sir, -you'll infinitely oblige me, and I'll make you; any Returns 
but don't ſuffer your ſelf to be greas d in the F iſt, .now,  * 

Juſtice, How, Sir! d'ye ſuſpect an Officer of Juſtice? a Gentleman i in 
Commiſſion for the City and Liberty of We/tminfter ? + 

Sir Po. I beg Pardon, Mr. Veſiminſter Fuſtice, for ſuch a miſtruſt. I did 
not think that. However, while you are doing your Endeavours with him, 
I'll go and fetch my Brother hither. I'll go and tell the glad Tidings to this 
Pleader for Liberty. Oh, tis a bleſſed Dupe “ Exeunt. 
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SCENE, 4 Room in Hir Humeuny HZNTICE's Hoſe. 


Enter MARIA, DOROTHEA, MARTIN, REYNARD, 
ANGELICA, and other Ladies, with Mufick, &c. 


Maria. Ladies, you are welcome, We beg your Pardon, my Dear. Theſe 
Gentlemen had a mind to give us a Dance this Evening, which oblig'd us 
to ſend for you in ſo abrupt a manner, to fill up the Vacuums of our Aſ- 
ſembl 
| 4:4 This is a Ball. Ladies, made Extempore. We hope to have the 
Pleaſure of giving you a more formal one ſoon. 

Maria. Dear Angelica, this is being kind, indeed. 

Ang. To my ſelf it is, Madam, to enjoy fo much good Company. 

Maria. Such you always make it, Madam, where-ever you come, 

Ang. That's unanſwerable, Madam. 

Rey. Is the Muſick come? 

Mar. Yes, they are here . Raſcals, ſet your Fiddles i in order, whilſt I 
put my Legs in Tune. | 

[Capering about the Stage, and humming by way of Prelude. 

Doro. See, ſec there, how genteely, and properly he dances. - 

Maria. And what an elegant Shape he has. 

Mar. [taking Maria.] My Freedom, Madam, will ſoon * the Cou- 
rant, I find, as well as my Feet. [raking her out to dance. 


Enter HARCOURT and HORATIO, with Canes in their Hands, 


MARTIN and REYNARD let go their Partners, and fond in a 
Poſture of Surprize. 


Har. Ah, ha, Raſcal ! have we found you at laſt! 

Hor. And you, Puppy, is this your Trade! | 

Har. I'll make you dance to fome Tune, Mr. Fackanapes. 

[Caning Martin, 

Hor. And I ſhall teach you a new Jig too, I believe, Sir. 

Mar. Hold, hold, Sir. [ 4fide.] S'life, you didn't fay you'd ſtrike fo hard. 
Rey. Oh! oh! enough, good Sir, enough: I demand a Parley, and will 
ſurrender upon Diſcretion. 

Har. It becomes you mightily, Villain, to ſet up for Quality, indeed. 

Hor. This will make you know your ſelf, Scoundrel. 

Maria. Bleſs us, my Lord, what's the Meaning of this ? 

Mar. Truly, Madam, I can't tell. Tis a new kind of Dance, you hear 
em ſay. 

Dore, 
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Doro. What, ſuffer your ſelves to be beaten thus! | 

Mar. Why, Madam, I would not ſeem to feel it, becauſe I am naturally 
very violent, you muſt know, and ſhould have been guilty of ſome horrible 
Revenge or other. 

KRey. Oh, Madam, tis only in Jeſt, only in jeſt A Wager, or ſome 
ſuch thing, I ſuppoſe. 

Maria. Gentlemen, what d'ye mean by this Inſolence? dare you affront | 
us thus in our own Houſe ? 

Har. Troth, Madam, I think the Aﬀront is to us. Shall we ſuffer our 
Footmen to be better receiv'd than our ſelves ; to court you too, and give 

you a Ball at our Expence ? 
Maria. Your Footmen, Sir 
Har. Yes, our Footmen, Madam and tis not right in you to de- 
bauch em thus. 

Doro. Oh intolerable, what Inſolence is this ! | 

Hor. But they ſhan't have the Advantage of our Cloaths to allure yon, 
and if you will love 'em, it ſhall be for their natural Beauty, 

Har. Ay, ay—come ſtrip quickly, Sir; uncaſe, uncaſe. 

Mar. Well, Gentlemen, tho' they are your Cloaths, I think we have the 
moſt right to 'em ; for 'tis plain, we have made a better Figure, and done 
more in em, chan you could. 

Rey. And ſince Lords take a Pride in turning Footmen, I think tis but 
Humility in Footmen to condeſcend to turn Lords. 

Mar. Yes, Brother Renard; but tho' every Footman can do a Lord's 
Buſineſs, every Lord has not Capacity enough to do a Footman's ; and 
therefore we muſt e'en betake our ſelves to our former Employs for the good 
of our Country. 

Rey. So, farewel Finery then ! 

Mar. Ay, there's our Lordſhip and Colonel-ſhip in the Dirt. 

Har. [to the Servants.) Here, drefs em in their proper Habits again — 
However ſince the Rogues have play'd their Parts ſo well, they ſhall have 
the Cloaths for their Pains.— And now, Ladies, your Galants are in flatu quo, 
you are free to continue your Amours with: em as long as you pleaſe : and 
we both declare we'll not be Jealous. 

Hor. No, that you may depend on. 

Mar. [Surveying himſelf.) Well, Ladies, how d' ye like us now? Tam not 
very fond of this Transformation my ſelf I muſt needs ſay, I was certain- 
ly born to be a fine Gentleman. Well, T ſhall never be able to buckle to 
Buſineſs any more, that's certain have been a Lord ſo long I ſhall never 
be good for any thing again. 

Ry. Ay, and I like the lazy peaccable Life of a Soldier ſo well. Tis but 

wearing 
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wearing lac'd Cloaths, tucking up one's Hair neatly, and talking Nonſenſe 
to the Women ; and all thoſe Things I can * as well as any Colonel of em 
all don't you think ſo, Ladies? 

Maria. I burſt with Indignation ! 

Doro. What Confuſion is this ! | 

Ang. Brother, I'm aftoniſh'd. For Goodneſs ſake what's the Meaning of 
all this? 

Har. Come along with us, Siſter, and you ſhall know. My Lord, moſt 


noble Colonel, and you moſt polite, witty and diſcerning Ladies, your 'very 
humble Servant. [ Bowing low. 


Hor. Your very humble Servant. 


[Exeunt Harcourt, Horatio, Angelica, and the other Ladies bender. 


Maria. Why you Raſcal, dare. you ſtand there with that Impudent Face 
of yours after this Inſolence ? 


Mar. Is a Lord to be treated in this manner? See how the leaſt Diſgrace 
makes one lighted by thoſe that careſs'd one before. Come, Brother, let us 
ſeek our Fortune ſomewhere elſe. I ſee nothing but vain Appearance will 
do here. Naked Virtue goes unregarded. 
Rey. Ay, Brother Martin, Virtue without fine Cloaths, is like a Book 
without fine Binding, not fit to appear before People of Quality and Politeneſs, 
Mar. And yet 'tis very hard methinks to quit theſe expanded Apart- 
ments, for a Garret ; and, inſtead of Muſick and Dancing, fill up the Va- 
cuums of our time with combing Wigs and bruſhing Cloaths. 
bobs that's true Well, we muſt e' en content our ſelves with this 
Reflexion, that Nature deſign'd us for great Men, but Fortune found Fools 
more for her purpoſe. 
Our Shoes and Fortunes ſure are near ally'd; 
Some limp in ſtrait, ſome totter in the wide. 
Mar. Then turn us Barefoot, and, except the Name, 
My Lord and Martin are exact the ſame. 


Enter Sir HUMPHRY HENPECK. 


Sir Hum, So, you have made rare laughing Stocks of us truly, you Gipſies 
you. Very fine things we are told of you indeed. 

Maria. Ah, Sir! We have been play'd the moſt cruel, inhuman, outra- 
geous Trick that ever was ſuffer d. 
Doro. Oh, I die with the Reflexion. 

Sir Hum. You deſerve it, you deſerve it. Tis the effect of your own 


Foppery and Impertinence, you Sluts you. Twas a juſt Reſentment of the 


Uſage you gave thoſe Gentlemen, and therefore I muſt be forc'd to put up 
the en wad 


[ Exeunt, 


Arcs. 
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Maria. No, I vow I'll be reveng'd on em or die in the Attempt. 
Sir Hum. Reveng'd you Baggages I don't know why I ſhould not ſend ' 
you after 'em. Do you ſee what your Extravagance and Vanity have brought 
upon us? Ods Heart, we ſhall be the Town-talk. Go, and for ever hide 
your ſelves, do. ' 
Maria. Ay, my Dear, now I ſuppoſe we muſt go back to Thames Street 
again, | 
Doro. Ay, my Dear, we are quite undone. [Exeunt Mar. and Dor. 
Sir Hum. What the Duce had I to do on this ſide Temple-Bar? Sbud I'll 
go and Ranſack all their Drawers, and burn every Play, Song, Opera, or 
Verſe that comes in my way ; deſtroy all their Waſhes, Paint and Poma- 
tum, twiſt the Parrot's Neck, and kick the Monkey out of Doors , 
and to Morrow I'll go and get my. ſelf unknighted again, and return to 
my Old Houſe. There a wealthy honeſt Citizen meets with ſome Reſpect ; 
but S life when they pretend to come to this End of the Town, they ex- 
poſe themſelves as much as if they were to ſtand in the Pillory at Charing- 


Croſs. | | [Exit. 
b SCENE, zhe Street. 


Enter Sir POSITIVE BUBBLE and FREELOVE. 


Free. Who's there? What you, Brother, abroad ſo late? there is ſome- 
thing marvellous indeed. I hope you have taken care and made all faſt at 
home, leſt your pretty Priſoner ſhould make her eſcape. 

Sir Po/. Oh, ſtupid ! ſtupid! I ſhall have no Patience with him. Made 
all faſt ! Yes, and if you had but taken as much care to make all faſt, you 
would not have been made ſuch a Nicompoop of as you are. 

Free. On the old ſtrain I ſee ſtill, Brother, But let us truce with it 

now, and I'll divert you with a pleaſant Accident that has happen'd at our 
Neighbour's here. 
Sir Po. Ay, Mr. Director, Mr. Superannuated Beau, and I have a plea- 
ſant Story to divert you with too: ſomething pretty that has happen'd at 
your own Houſe : But as you mind every body's Buſineſs more than your 
own, you ſhall tell yours firſt, if you pleaſe. 

Free. What d'ye mean, Brother? 

Sir Poſ. Mean Brother! That you are made a Gull of, a Stalking-Horſe, 
Bamboozl'd, Chous'd, Chous'd, Brother. 

Free, Which way, Brother. 

Sir Po/. Where's your pretty Pupil, Angelica, pray ? | 

Free, Why that Queſtion ? She's gone to ſome Bal}, I think they told me. 

T4 | Sir Po. 


320 Te MAN TAS T E. 


Sir Poſ.. Oh! Yes, yes, follow me, follow me, you ſhall (ce to what Ball 
the Gentlewoman's gone. 

Free. What's all this for? | | . 

Sir Po/. You have brought her up mighty well. Diſtruſtful Bolts, Locks 
and Grates don't make People Virtuous. Youth ought to have more Liberty 
given em. Yes truly, and the cunning Gipſie has taken her ſwing of it. 
Free. This is all a Riddle to me, Brother. 

Sir Poſ. Then the Meaning of the Riddle is, Brother, that e $ 
Ball is with Mr, Valentine at that Houſe _ and that this very Night 1 
ſaw her chooſe him for a Partner. | 

Free, Who ? 

Sir Poſ. Angelica. 

Free, Pray ha done jeſting, Brother. 

Sir Po/. Jeſting d'ye call it! What an Aſs it is! Odsheart, only follow me, 
you ſhall preſently be ſatisfy d. You ſhall ſee if I impoſe on you. 

Free. Tis impoſſible, ſure, that ſhe could enter into any ſuch Engage- 
ment, without letting me know of it; fince from her very Infancy I have 
ſhewn her ſuch an entire Tenderneſs and Complaiſance, and have always 
proteſted againſt laying any Conſtraint on her Inclinations. 

Sir Poſ. Lack-a-day, Brother, your own Senſes ſhall be Witneſſes of the 
Affair. I think it neceſſary chat he ſhould immediately be oblig'd to marry 
her, unleſs you think it proper notwithſtanding all this to have her your 
ſelf. Perhaps you have ſome new Arguments to place you above Ridicule, 
and prove that Cuckoldom is a very honourable Badge. 

Free. No, Brother, I ſhall never be fo weak to deſire the Poſſeſſion of a 
Heart againſt its own Determination——But after all I can't believe. 

Sir Poſ. What a talking you make! Come, let's go tis but next 
Door. 

Enter VALENTINE, Fuſiice, Conflables, &c. 


Fullice. Here's no Occaſion for Compulſion, Gentlemen. If you deſire 
nothing of him but to marry her, your Fury may be appeas'd ; he has pro- 


mis'd me to do it To-morrow, and bound himſelf to it by this Paper, which 
he has ſign'd here. 


Free. But the Woman 


Juſtice. Is lock'd up, and won't appear till you have both given conſent 
to the Match. 

Val. No, Gentlemen, nor ſhall ſhe be ſeen by you again, till that Con- 
ſent is obtain d. You know who I am, and I have done every thing which 
I'm by Honour bound to, in ſigning that Inſtrument, If it be your Inten- 


tion 
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tion to agree to the Match, you muſt likewiſe ſet your Hand for a Con- 
firmation of it. 

Sir Poſ. Very well, Sir, that's all we want. [ Aſide.] He does not know 
but tis Dorinda yet, poor Fool! He'll be ſweetly fobb'd. 

Free. But is this Angelica? 

Sir Po/. Be quiet, will you? 

Free. But are you ſure 

Sir Po/. Hold your Tongue. 3 

Free. But Brother, I muſt know-ẽ-· ——— 

Sir Poſ. Will you hold your Peace, I ſay? 3 | 

Val. In a Word, Gentlemen, there's no Occaſion for any Delay. Do- 
rinda and my ſelf are mutually engag'd to one another for Life, and, if I 
muſt ſpeak, I ſee no ſuch great Diſparity in the Match, that you need make 
this Diſturbance. 

Free. Why, he ſays Dorinda, Brother. 

Sir Poſ. Pray, Brother, hold your Tongue for a Moment, and you ſhall 
know the Myſtery. I have a Reaſon for it, as you ſhall fee preſently. 
[To Val.] Well, Sir, without any more Words then, as the Thing is gone 
ſo far, we give our Conſent to your marrying the Girl.—She that is now 
in your Houſe, I mean. | | | 

Val. "Tis in thoſe very Terms that the Writing is drawn, and there are 
Blanks for the Names. Sign this, and then the Lady ſhall appear. 

Sir Poſ. With all my Heart, — here, I'll fign it firſt, I'll ſign it firſt, [Signing.] 
We ſhall have rare laughing preſently Adad. Come ſign, Brother, ſign. 

Free. But what is this Myſtery ? He talks of Dorinda, and you of Angelica. 

Sir Poſ. No Scruples, but ſign, ſign; — you conſent to't, I ſuppoſe, let 
it be which it will. 

Free. That I do, moſt certainly. 

Sir Po/. So do I —— then ſign immediately. 

Free. Be it ſo. Tho' I underſtand nothing of the matter. [Signing, 

Sir Poſ. Oh, you ſhall underſtand it preſently, much better than you'll 
care for, I believe. We'll let you into the Secret, I warrant you. Good 
lack, how ſtrangely am I tranſported to think how this mighty Man of 
Wiſdom is bit at laſt! How ſneaking he muſt look to ſee his fine Lectures 
of Liberty and Indulgence to Wives, ſo unluckily turn'd againſt himelf ! Oh 
you have done, have you [Giving the Paper 10 Valentine.] Here, Sir i. 
the Paper fign'd by us both; and we both acknowledge it as our free Deed. 

Val. Very well, Sir—— [To the Juſtice.] You are my Witneſs, Sir, and 
therefore ſtep along with me, that the Lady may appear and declare her Aſ- 
ſent likewiſc. We'll be back again in an Inſtant, Gentlemen, 
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Sir P/. Very well, Sir, ——and now, my good Ignoramus of a Brother, 


come a little farther this way, and I'll ditcover all the Intrigue to you. 
[Taking Freelove ajide, and talking to him, 


Enter bebind, ANGELICA, HARCOURT, HORATIO, 
with Lights, 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! I can't forbear laughing, tho' I am fo monſtrouſly 
provok'd at you. | | 

Har. Provok d, Siſter | ! 

Ang. Yes, 'twas downright Inhuman and Savage. 

Hor. Deſperate Diſtempers, Madam, require deſperate Remedies; to 
have been leſs ſevere, would have been more cruel in this Caſe. 

Ang. Well, I know what I would do, if I were in their Place? 

Har, What's that ? | | 

Ang. Why, marry you immediately, out of pure Revenge. 

Har. That would be an effectual way to be reveng'd, I muſt confeſs 
But who have we here ? 

Sir Poſ. Yes, Sir, I have told you nothing but the Truth, and now you 
ſee what a fine Miſeacre you have been—— But, Oh! here ſhe comes, here 
ſhe comes, and the reſt with her. | 

Free. Angelica, I think now I have Reaſon ſufficient to complain of you. 
You know I have always indulg'd you in every thing that your Heart could 
wiſh, and have often declar'd to you, that I would never put the leaſt Re- 
ſtraint upon your Inclinations, of any kind. And after this, to engage your 
ſelf to another, without making me in the leaſt acquainted with it, and 
to go off with him in ſuch a clandeſtine, indecent Manner! Sure 'twas not 
well done, Angelica! This is an Action which my tender Friendſhip could 
never deſerve from you. 

Ang. I can't gueſs, Sir, at the Meaning of this Diſcourſe, but I aſſure 
you, I am as I always was, and that nothing can alter my Eſteem for you; 
and tho' the Buffoon part of the World are pleas'd to rally me upon the 
Love of an Old Man, I here declare from my Soul, that I prize the Zeal of 
that Man, more than all the glaring Tranſports of a young Coxcomb. 

Free. This is aſtoniſhing ! Why, Brother, how come you 

Sir Po/. How! what are you not this Moment come out of Valentine's 
Houſe? did you not go off with him this Evening, diſguis'd as your Siſter, 
and did not you But who the Duce have we here? 


Enter 
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Enter VALENTINE , DORINDA and Fuſtice. 


Dorin. Siſter, I hope you'll generouſly pardon the Liberty I have taken 
with your Character and Name; nothing but the utmoſt Perplexity could 
have forc'd me on ſuch a Stratagem. Your Example, I know, condemns 


ſuch a Paſſion ; but Fate deals differently with you and me. [To Sir Pol.] 


As for you, Sir, I think there's no need of any Apology, ſince I rather do 
you Service than uſe you ill. I found my ſelf unworthy of your Love, and 
had rather be in the Poſſeſſion of another, than not deſerve ſuch. a valuable 
Heart as yours is, 

Har. Well ſaid, Siſter ! — A brave Girl. 

Val. As for me, Sir, I eſtcem it my greateſt Glory and Happineſs, to have 
her from your Hands. 

Free. Come, Brother, you muſt put it up: your own Proceedings are the 
Cauſe of all; and the Misfortune of it is, that tho' you are known to be 
cheated, no body will pity you. 

Ang. I can't tell whether this Stratagem was altogether ſo fair, or not; 
but I'm ſure I ſhould have done the ſame my ſelf. 

Har. I think it a very exemplary Chaſtiſement for his Moroſeneſs and 
Jealouſy ; and ſince his Temper expos'd him to the danger of being a 
Cuckold, he's very well off in being only ſo in the Bud. 

Sir Po/. [Standing all this while in a poſture of Surprize.) No, I cannot 
get rid of my Amazement. This horrible Trick quite confounds me. Oh, 
the Sorcereſs! I could not have thought it had been in her. That I, who 
am in Years, and know the World; who, like a wiſe Philoſopher, have 
for half a Century been contemplating the. Misfortunes of Husbands, in or- 
der to guard againſt 'em my ſelf, ſhould at laſt be made ſuch an egregious 
Cully of, by a raw Girl, and a rattle-headed Fop. Oh, I burit! I rave! 
how I could buffet my ſelf; I with I had a Glaſs here, only to ſee 
how like an Owl and a Buzzard I muſt look, after gulling my ſelf in ſuch 
a lovely Manner. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir 7. After this, miſerable is he that puts his Truſt in Woman. The 
beſt of 'em are always fruitful in Miſchief, and they were only made to 


plague the World ! [Exit in @ Rage. 


Free. Ha, ha, ha, poor Man! This is a bitter Pill to him, but "twill. 
prove a very wholeſome one 
me with your Company the reſt of the Night; and to-morrow, if Ange- 
lica can bring her ſelf to think of it, we'll make one Wedding Dinner ſerve . 
us both, 


Ang 


And now, Gentry, you muſt favour. | 
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Ang. A lot: ving bim ber Hand. 
Val. I am only ſorry we ſhan't 5 an Opportunity at the ſame time of 
wiſhing Harcourt and Horatio Joy, as well as they us. 


Har. Oh Sir, that you will have, and a very lucky one too, 


Hor. Yes, for we are as happy in having got rid of our Miſtreſſes, as you 
are in having got Poſſeſſion of yours. 


Free. Right and now let us all take this along with us, as a very uſe- 
ful Maxim in the Buſineſs of Life. 


If Children to their Duty we would gain, 

Or make Wives wear with Joy the Marriage Chain; 
Their Conduct by their Love we ſtill muſt ſteer, 

All in their Hearts rebel who're rul'd by Fear. 


E PI. 
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E PI + ᷣ G 
Spoken by Mrs. C LIV E. 


N Writing Epilogues, the Hardſhip's This, 
We can't foreſee how you'll receive the Piece, 

If with Applauſe, — which very rare is found, 
How odd a Satire on your Taſte would ſound | 
If Damm d. — to come with a forc'd ſneaking Face, 
And curiſying, cry, we Thank you for your Grace ! 
Or, what's much worſe, the modiſh Way to chuſe, 
And meanly make a Pander of the Muſe. 
Theſe Arts our Author ſcorns — and dares to-day 
Point out, not marr, the Moral of his Play. 


Firſt, then, Good Wives muſt like it, for the Plot 
Strikes every churliſh, jealous-pated Set : 
Whence they may learn, to keep a Woman under, 
There's ſomething elſe reguir d than Storm and Thunder. 
That, M. iſer-like, by locking up his Pelf, 
Each Bubble Heals his Treaſure from himſelf. 


Good Husbands 700 muſt like it, for "tis wwrit | 


In Favour of each honeſt, hen-peck'd Cit, 

Whoſe Wife is either Termagant, or Wit ; 

To laſh the Dame, who, fondly vain of Rule, 

By too much Wiſdom proves her felf a--— Fool. 

WW hoſe Learning never lets her Monſenſe ceaſe, 
Nor Temper lets her Husband be at Peace; 

Who's ſo well-bred, ſhe's flill above being — Civil, 
So very Virtuous, ſhe's a mere She-Devil. 


EPILOGUE. 


Eh cautions, next, the Gay, unwedded Fair, 
To let no trifling Fop engage their Care; 
Thoſe empty flutt'ring Gewgaws of Grimace, 
Made up of Folly, Impudence and Lace; 
Who marry but for Wealth to range the more, 
And wed one Woman---- why? to heep a Score. 
Whoſe only Thought and Labour's to excell 
In Things our Friends above can act as well. | 
| [To the * 
As well / I beg your Pardon, Gentry for tis true, 
They re but bad Copies of what's bad in you. 


Some ſay, who think our Bard has been too bold, 

That Truth is not at all Times to be told. 

Perhaps ſo---- But he hopes that Truths, like theſe, 

Will none offend, whom he defires to pleaſe : 

He therefor e begs, Whoever knows a Fool, 

Or Brute, or Fop, She-Tyrant, or He-Mule, | 
They ll, in pure Pity, bring em here to School. 
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TO 


= S the Share You honour me with in your 
6 | Friendſhip is what J highly value my ſelf up- 
on, and as I have it no way in my Power 
to make any Return either for That, or the 
many other Obligations you have conferred on 
me, except the Incenſe of a Grateful Heart, 
it is with the higheſt Pleaſure I take this Opportunity of 
offering that Tribute. 

And yet at the ſame time I am afraid leſt I ſhould give you 
ſome Uneaſineſs, Sir, by this publick manner of doing it; as 
knowing your Favours to be fo abſolutely diſintereſted, that 
tis with Reluctance you ſuffer even the bare Acknowledgment 
of them. 

The ſtrict Regard I have had to Decency and good Man- 
ners throughout the following Piece is the Principal Merit 1 
pretend to in it, and I am fatisfy'd, Sir, that it is the moſt 
powerful Plca I can poſſibly urge for your Acceptance of it. 
US Ss The 


DEDICAT I O N. 

The extraordinary kind Reception which this Performance 
has met with from the Town is a ſtrong Proof that People 
may be very well diverted with Exhibitions of this kind, with- 
out the leaſt Violence being offered to Virtue, Truth or Hu- 
manity, and that the World is at preſent happily inclin'd to- 
ſupport what is produced with that Intention. 

I am, with the greateſt Reſpect, 


SIR, 
Dor miſt Obliged, 
| and muff n 


humble Servant. 


P R O L GA S UK 
Spoken by Mr. CI B B E R. 


IN thoſe far Climes where Phœbus abſent Ray 
A full half-Year denies the Jays of Day, 
All, thro the dreary Land, ſad filence keep, 
And, wrap'd in Darkneſs, only live to ſleep: 
But when gay Titan, with requickning Light, 
Undraws the ſablegCurtains of the Night, 
With Songs of Joy they hail him on the Road, 
And bleſs the Influence of the Genial God. 


Britannia zhus, with Folly's Gloom oercaft, 
Has ſlumb ring lain near half a Cent'ry paſt 

But now what Foy! to find the Night is oer | 

To ſee the Lamp of Science ſhine once more; 

To ſee the Reign of Farce and Dulneſs end, 

And Albion's noble Fair to Shake pear s Senſe attend. 


* *Twas this gave Birth to our Attempt to-night, 
Fond to bring more of his rich Scenes to light : 
But conſcious how unequal to the Task, 
Our Bard ſcarce dares your Clemency to ack: 
What Muſe ſo fweet that can like Shakeſpear's /ing / 
What Pinions ſoar like Shakeſpear's Eagle Wing ! 
Howe'er, this Merit he at leaſt can claim, 
That ſacred Decency's his conſtant Aim; 
There's nought but what an Anchoret might hear, 
No Sentence that can wound the chaſteſt Ear: 


Several Scenes in this Play were taken from Shakeſpear's Much-a-do about Nothing. 


$atire's 


PROLOGUE 


Satire's keen Shafts he freely deals, tis true, 
And boldly gives the Fool and Knave their Due, 


Secure that none of thoſe can glance on you. 


To You, ye Fair, for Refuge now he flies, 
And as you ſmile or frown, be lives or dies: 
You are the ableſt Fudges of this Play, 
Since Love's almighty Pow'r's his Theme to-day. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Gratiano, Duke of Genoa, 
Bellario, 

Protheus. 

Joculo. 

Byron. 

Gremio. 

Lucentius. 

Porco. 


Aſino. 

WOMEN, 
Lucilia. | 
Liberia. 
Delia. 


Mr. Mi 


Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 


Mrs, 


Mrs. 


Mrs, 


Prieſts, Meſſengers, Watchmen, Attendants, &c. 
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Berry. 
Winſtone. 
Shephard. 
Harper. 
Mechlin. 


Butler. 
Clive. 
Pritchard. 
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SCENE, A FOREST: 


BELLARIO ed LUCENTIUS, 


'LUCENTIUS. 


== OM E, come, my Lord, tis in vain to diſſemble. That | | 
— deep Thoughtfulneſs, thoſe downcaſt Looks, and thoſe 1 
involuntary Sighs, carry a Meaning with em which one 


of my Age and Obſervation in Life can't long be a Stran- ** 

ger to. But I tranſgreſs, perhaps, by inſiſting ſo " 

long on this Subject. * 

. Be], No, Lucentius, you can't deal too freely with me 4 
upon it: I muft own, tho' with bluſhing, that Love has at laſt found $5 
a way to my Heart. Come, my good old Tutor, and chaſtiſe me for 1 
this Folly ; rally me without Reſerve for being guilty of ſuch a Weakneſs. 0 
Lucen. No, my Lord, even the cold Severity of Old Age can't induce me hs 
to condemn ſo generous a Paſſion. Your Infancy was ſpent under my Care; | 4 


I obſerv'd in you ſuch excellent Talents as proclaim'd the Blood you ſprung = 
from, but at the ſame time was grieved to perceive no Footſteps of the ten- 4 
der Padlion ; This was the only Accompliſhment wanting, and I am there- : 
fore tranſported at your being ſenſible of it. * 
Bell. If I have hitherto ſlighted the Power of Love, it takes its fill of Re- | | 
venge for it now. When I firſt arrived at Genoa I was ſurpris'd at the 
Charms of lovely Lucilia, Daughter to the Duke here; but then I beheld 


em 


— 
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em with no other Regard than I ſhould have view'd thoſe of a Painting or 
Statue: Her blooming Beauties inſpir'd my Soul with no ſecret Inclination : 
But what her ſoft, her gentle Frame could not effect, her haughty diſdain- 
ful Soul too ſoon accompliſh'd : When I found her, like another Diana, 
frequenting the Foreſts and delighting only in the Chace, whilſt all the Ta- 
lian Youths were left to ſigh in vain; then, then, Lucentius, Ambition be- 
got Love in me: O the Glory and Rapture of triumphing over ſuch Cold- 
neſs! In ſhort, by the Vanity of aiming at a Conqueſt over her Heart, I 
have irrecoverably loſt my own. 

Lucen. But to what purpoſe, my Lord, do you make ſo great a Secret of 
your Paſſon ? 

Bell. What muſt I expect from the DUH: Lucentius, but ping on 
me the Contempt of her inſolent Spirit, like the reſt of her Admirers? who 
owning themſelves Lovers makes her treat em as Spaniels: Their Uſage is a 
ſufficient Warning to me. 

Lucen. Not at all, my Lord, not at all: If there was a Favourite in the 
Caſe you might have reaſon to deſpair, but when there's nothing but a little 
Female Pride in the way Pſha, Pſha, Pſha Why 'tis only ſo much 
as to ſay, that none but a dauntleſs Champion ſhall win me. 
the Sex ay, ay, I know 'em.—— Why, I warrant ſhe's half di- 
{tracted that you han't attack'd her before now. Come, come, my 
Lord, diſcover your Inclinations, and go manfully to work ; don't tremble 
at other Peoples want of Succeſs, but let Courage be the Word, and ſecure 
your own. 

Bell. I am glad your Opinion, Lucentius, agrees with my own, for, like 
a true Lover, I have been asking Advice when 'twas too late to take it; for 
there's a Perſon, you muſt know, whom I have already employ'd to reveal 
it to her : This Hunting-Match which ſhe has appointed to-day, in contra- 
dition to the magnificent Sports, which are to be given by her Lovers in ho- 
nour of her Birth-Day, is the Opportunity which TFoculo takes to ſpeak 
to her. | 
Lucen. Who? Yoculo! Vocub, my Lord. 

Bell. You wonder, I ſee, Lucentius, at my Choice of a Confident: You 
think him a Fool perhaps, but he's far from being ſo; and, notwithſtanding 
his Employment of Court-Jeſter, he has more Senſe than many in a higher 
Station who take upon em to laugh at him. His ſhrewd Wit and Talent 
at Rallery are agreeable to Lucilia; then he has the Liberty of ſaying any 
thing by virtue of his Office, and he can often give her a ſerviceable Hint in 
a Jeit, which would not be taken ſo well in earneſt. 

Lucen. O dear, dear, dear! what a ſtrange World this is, that People 


of Rank ſhould be directed in the Diſ 428 of their Favours by their Lacqueys 
and Buftoons ! Bell. 


I know 
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Ig But here comes Foculo: Let us now examine what Progreſs he has 
made, 


Enter JOCULO. 


Jocu. Well, my Lord, this Lady of ours has a ſtrange contradictory Tem- 
per of her own; ſhe does not only refuſe going to theſe Martial Exerciles, 
which her Knight-Errants have reviv'd to-day out of pure Compliance with 
her Ladyſhip's ſingular Humour; but to put a greater Contempt on em ſhe 
muſt needs make a Viſit to the wild Beaſts here. 

Bell. But, Foculo, have you had any Opportunity yet of mentioning 

Focu, No, my Lord, to ſay the truth, I have done nothing yet; the 
Office of a Buffoon has its Privileges and Prerogatives; but we muſt, like 
other great Courtiers, watch for your ſeaſonable Minutes; Tis a tickliſh 
thing, you muſt know, to talk of ſuch a Buſineſs to her; for ſhe bids hor- 
rible Defiance to all Vows, Proteſtations, Sighs, Ogles, and Billet-doux, de- 
clares bitter War againſt conjugal Bands, and treats Cupid like a raſcally 
Deity.— But let me alone to manage it by degrees; I am in your Intereſt, 
that's enough. I love Men of Merit, that's all. 

Bell. And ſo do I, Foculo, and reward em too. “Look ye, Sir, here's 
2 purſe of moſt exquiſite Workmanſhip; you muſt keep this for my ſake. 

| Focu. Pardon me, my Lord, by no means; no, by no means, indeed. 
I won't touch it upon my Honour; I'm quite above all thoſe things, I aſſure 
you. [Seeing Bellario offer to put up the Purſe.) However, my Lord, I 
would not willingly affront you neither; no, no, I'Il ſooner accept of it than 
do that. I'm glad I thought of that in Time Afide. 

Bell. [Giving him the Purſe.) Ay, now thou ſpeak'ſt like thy ſelf. 

Jocu. Why that's true too: I had forgot I was a Courtier ſure 
Well, my Lord, I believe I may keep the Purſe for your ſake, but I can't 
promiſe for what's in't. The next Favour I have to ask for my ſelf, that 
muſt be transferr'd into another's Clutches, 5 

Lucen. So Bribing, and being bribed, goes round in a Circle. 

Focu. Ay, ay, this is our dear Life's Blood ; if this does not circulate freely 
every thing here is preſently at a ſtand. ——Why, Sir, tho' we hate ſpeaking 
Truth, yet we won't ev'n tell a Lye for any body without a Bribe.— Well, my 
Lord, give me your Hand, I'll take care of you; and, to fay the truth, I'm 
bound by virtue of my Poſt to do it. 

Bell. How ſo, Foculo? 

Focu. Becauſe I am a Fool by my Office, you know; and you are a Lover, 
by Profeſſion, my Lord. 

Bell. Well, and what then, Sirrah? 

Focu, What then! why then one Fool ought to help another, that's all, 

X x Ha, 


"7 
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Ha, ha, ha! You won't be angry, my Lord, I only aſſume a Privilege that 
belongs to me. | 

Bell. Thou art a merry Raſcal, always employ'd in the Buſineſs of thy 
Profeſſion. | | . | 

Jocu. Ah, my Lord, a Man of my Employment can never want Buſineſs 
at Court: My place is very different from moſt of em there; There's no- 
thing to do for many but to receive the Pay; and 'tis well there is not ; 


twould be ſcurvily done elſe by thoſe that have em. 


Bell. Oh brave Joculo! | 

Foculo, Nay, this is more than a Jeſt, my Lord; now my Place would 
furniſh out Buſineſs for as many Tongues as Argus had Eyes; one Drawing- 
Room gives occaſion enough for Laughing a Fortnight together. 

Bell. Foculo is in the right, Lucentius; there's nothing more truly the 
Subject of Ridicule than the ceremonious Buffoonry of the various Actors 
there. | 

Jocu. Good, my Lord, where a true-bred Courtier changes Shapes and 
Faces, as often as Harlequin in a Farce; hugs a Man with the Fever of Af- 
fection this Moment, and the next, if he is but ask'd his Name, cries out 
with an Air of Aſtoniſhment Pooh! how ſhould I know the Fellow's 
Name? I never ſaw him twice in my Life before Upon which he turns 
on his Heel to his Circle of Paraſites, and promiſes the fame Place to twenty 
in a Breath, which he had given to his Pimp the Morning before. When 
I ſee this, why I muſt laugh, Ha, ha! | 

Lucen. And, what is more diverting ſtill, that they ſhould be all ſuch Oafs 
as to believe him too. | | 

Jocu. Oh! they muſt ſtarve if they did not do that. 

Bell. How ſo, pr'ythee ? 

Jocu. Becauſe Hopes are all they have to live on, Next, my Lord, 
I preſent you with a ſolemn gouty overgrown Frier, juſt come from 
preaching up Poverty and Contentment, here ſtanding bow'd to a Strumpet 
of Diſtinction, moſt humbly beſceching her Intereſt for a fat Sine-cure; 
when Madam, with a Curtſie of Approbation, aſſures him of his Requeſt, 
thanks him for his excellent Diſcourſe, and before his Back is well turn'd — 
cries, Fogh! how the Porpus ſmelt of Divinity! Ha, ha, ha! Why muſt not 
I laugh then, hey, my Lord? 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha! ——Go on, Foculo; why thou haſt an excellent Hand 
at this kind of Painting. | 

Joculo. Next, Gentlemen, you have an old weather-beaten Officer bring- 
ing his young blooming Wife to ſolicit Preferment for him : Whisk ! ſhe 
pierces like Lightning thro' the Crowd, whiſpers a great Man in the Ear, 
makes an Aſſignation at the Opera with him, and then returning, with the 


moſt 
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moſt ſerene Modeſty, chucks her Warrior under the Chin, and cries——1 


have done your Buſineſs for you, my Love. Ha, ha, ha! why I muſt laugh 
now, and who could help it? | 


Bell. Excellently perform'd !-———Pray proceed. 

Focu. Here, my Lord, you may ſee a haughty big-looking Judge cringe 
to a gaudy Velvet Rook, whom he would have ſent to the Gibbet long be- 
fore, if his Knavery had not been ſcreen'd by Succeſs; and a clumſy purſe- 
proud Cit making his aukward Compliments to a courteous Count for the 


Honour of his laſt Viſit, when he ſeduc'd his Wife, and got a Fool to in- 
herit the Poſſeſſions of a Knave. 


Lucen. True enough; all true, 

Focu. Here you may ſee ſome ſweating and panting to get within the 
Circle merely for the ſake of a Glance or a Bow, and others ſneaking off 
with Anguiſh and Confuſion becauſe they have miſsd of it=A Courteſan 
in one Corner deciding the Affairs of the Nation, and a Stateſman in the 
next getting Subſcriptions for a Maſquerade ; Ha, ha, ha! Now, when 
I ſee this pleaſant Farce aQted over and over, T'gad I muſt laugh, and moſt 
immoderately too. 


Bell. But harkye, Sirrah, you come ſo nigh Truth in your Rallery, that 
it may be more than a Jeſt to your ſelf at laſt. 


Focu. Oh, my Lord, I have a Patent for ſpeaking Truth, or elſe 1 ſhould 
be a Fool indeed to utter it within the Walls of a Palace. 

Bell. But this is not the way to get Preferment, Sir. 

Jocu. Why, that's true; your great People are above paying any regrard 
to Merit; tis their Pride that they are high enough to prefer in deſpite of it; 
They are reſolv'd that their Favours ſhall be quite voluntary, and therefore 
always confer 'em on thoſe who could never pretend to the leaſt grain of 
Deſert. 


Bell. Nay, that's going a little beyond Truth, Foculo, for we ſee Men of 
Merit in the higheſt Stations. | 


Focu. Ah lack-a-day, my Lord, that may be but few of em got 
there by their Merit, tho' No, no, 'twas for ſome particular Humour 
or Folly that belong'd to em for we of the greateſt Merit have our 
Failings. | 

Bell. What a ſarcaſtical Knave thou art! 

Focu. One Man, with his Merit, may have a Talent at Flattery — why 
He's preferr'd: Another may play well on the Fiddle——He's preſently 
preferr'd: Another may have a Knack at bowing low —— He riſes in time: 


And another——why he may have a pretty Siſter or Wife and He's 
ſure to be preferr'd. 


Bell. O' my Conſcience, Lucentius, the Rogue has hit it. 


ELD | | Jocu. 
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Jocu. But hiſt! here comes Lucilia; III about your Buſineſs direQly, 
my Lord. 

Bell. No, hold, FJoculo, 1 have thought better of it; I ſee plainly that 
ſhe's reſolv'd to deſpiſe all who think to gain her by ichen 1 ſhall 
therefore take a different Method to try her. If dear Cupid prove but pro- 
pitious to me in this Stratagem he may crown my Wiſhes, and revenge 
himſelf at the ſame time. It muſt, it ſhall ſucceed. 

Lucen, Ay, ay, ay, this is ſomething like, my Lord ; now you take cou- 
rage you'll do the Buſineſs. 

Focu. True, theſe haughty Dames deſpiſe your ſneaking cringing Milk- 
ſops; they love to have a tight Struggle, that when they do yield they 
may. have, ſome Excuſe for it hut mayn't we know the Particulars 
of your Scheme? 

Bell. Vou ſhall ſee follow me, and be ſilent. [Exeunf, 

Jocu. Fare you well, my Lord; I muſt ſtay here, for I ſee her Ladyſhip 
is coming, and there's nothing to be done without us. Now can't I 
help wondering what a Court can mean by keeping up ſuch a Poſt as mine : 
What the Duce need they hire People to play the Fool, when they have ſo 
many about 'em that play it naturally? O' my Conſcience tis only to bave 
ſomebody to laugh at, who may appear at leaſt more filly than themſelves. 


Enter LUCILIA, LIBERIA, DELIA. 


Lucil. How charming and agreeable i is a little Solitude to us who are eter- 
nally ſurrounded and teiz'd with Multitudes! and what Satisfaction to con- 
verſe a little with one's own Thoughts and Deſires, free from the Imperti- 
nence of Flattery and Folly! O, my dear Liberia, how I love theſe lonely 
Foreſts, theſe Scenes of Freedom and Innocence ! There's nothing here but 
what enchants the Eye. What are all the gilded Toys of a Palace to 
theſe ſimple Beauties of Nature ? 

Lib. Why ay, Couſin, ſuch a Retreat as this, at the very Gate of a 
Court, is well enough ſometimes to give one a ſtronger Reliſh for ſucceeding 
Gaieties within; but in this time of general Joy it looks, methinks, a little 
unſeaſonable, and Iam afraid 'twill be taken as a direct Affront to the young 
Lords, who give this magnificent Entertainment on your Account, 

Lucil. What Right have they to expect my Preſence ? How am I oblig'd 
to em for their Magnificence ? They act in this manner for themſelves, not 
me, My Heart is the Prize, it ſeems, and this is the Method they take to 
win it; but they may find themſelves deceiv'd. 

Lib. My ſweet Couſin, how long will this flinty Heart of yours be pro- 
vok'd at every innocent Attempt to touch it: You look upon the Addrefles 
of your Admirers as ſo many criminal Plots againſt your Perſon : Where 

would 
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would be the Pleaſure of Breathing if Love were baniſh'd out of the World? 
To live without loving is, properly ſpeaking, not to live at all. 

Delia. I am of your Couſin's Opinion, Madam, all Pleaſures are infipid 
unleſs ſeaſon'd with that. | 

Lucil. Aſtoniſhing Notions! Why 'tis nothing but Error, Weakneſs, and 
Extravagance : No, I'll maintain the Honour of my Sex againſt all thoſe 
Sighs, Homages and Reſpects, which are only Snares to overthrow it: Men 
only pretend to be our Slaves the preſent Hour, in order to be real Tyrants 
to us for the future, 

Lib. Take care, my Dear, Cupid's a teſty little Urchin, and knows how 
to revenge any Slight caſt upon him. Come, Joculo, how came you ſilent 
ſo long? Won't you help to defend Love againſt my Couſin's Opinion? 

Lucil. Nay, then you'll have a powerful Advocate indeed. 

Focu. Troth, Madam, after my Example I think there'll be nothing more 
to be ſaid; I defy'd him moſt heroically for a long time I muſt own, but 
at length the Trickſter juggled me out o' my Senſes. 

Lib. Foculo, in Love! 

ocu. Yes, Joculo in Love. 

Lib. And does he pretend to be belov'd again? 

Focu. Yes ſure, Madam, belike he does: And why not, pray? I am no 
ſuch contemptible Figure, if I know my ſelf: As for my Shape I can't find 
much fault in it: My Face I think too may paſs in a Crowd; and as for Wit 
and Parts, as much a Fool as I am, thank Jupiter, we need not lower the 
Flag to many in the Drawing-Room. 

Lucil. Ha, ha, ha! And pr'ythee who is the happy Nymph that is (6 
highly favour'd ? 

Focu. A certain fair Handmaid of your Ladyſhip's there ; therefore after 
this, Madam, you ought to ſubmit : Since I do, I think others very well 
may. But ſee, Madam, the Duke your Father is coming hither, and 
Lord Bellario with him. 

Lucil. What is my Father's Intention in bringing of him to me? Is he 
reſolv'd on my Ruin? and muſt the Tranquillity and Satisfaction of my 
whole Life be ſacrific'd for the fake of Heirs to his Poſſeſſions? 

Lib. O my Dear, there may be a little Comfort in that Affair fall to your 
Share too——and if I an't miſtaken—— 

Lucil. Fye, Liberia. 

Lib. Fye! for what? 


Pſha! I hate People to be ſo very ſqueamiſh, 


there's no Harm, my Dear, in talking merrily, ſo we act but modeſtly : 
Sealing up the Lips won't ſeare the Inclinations ; my Heart's as ſound as a 
Bell, thank Cupid, and therefore my Tongue ſhall be as true as a Clapper 
to it; what the one innocently thinks the other ſhall always chearfully 


utter. Jocu. 
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Jecu. Truly, Madam, I am o' the Lady Liberia's Opinion, and am apt 
to think, if you were to take my Lord Bellario for one Month upon liking, 
you'd be willing enough afterwards to have him bound for Life. 

Lucil. Silence, Blockhead. 

Jocu. O, with all my Heart, Madam; I thought I was oblig'd by my 
Poſt to adviſe in things of this Conſequence, but I'll be more ſparing both 
of my Counſel and Wit for the future — Hugh! hugh! 


Enter GRATIANO, BELLARIO, and LUCENTIUS. 


Grati. Well, Daughter, won't you yet comply with my earneſt Solicita- 
tions? will your Heart ſtill remain inſenſible to the ardent Addreſſes of thoſe 
noble Youths who ſtudy to outvie each other in their Attempts to merit it? 
Come, come, my dear Lucilia, a youthful generous Breaſt, like yours, muſt 
be capable of Love, and I muſt no longer be deny'd. 

Lucil. My Lord, you can lay no Command upon me but what I'll blindly 
obey ; but at the ſame time I muſt declare I have that natural Averſion to 
Marriage, that to injoin me Death or a Husband will be the very ſame thing. 
But your Will goes firſt, and my Obedience is dearer to me than Life 
it (elf. 

Jocu. Ay, now ſhe wants to be forc'd to it 
old Trick. 

Grati. Vou are in the wrong, Daughter, to think me ſo cruel a Father as 
to do Violence to your Inclinations ; but ſhew a Complaiſance at leaſt to the 
Honours which are done you by your Lovers, and give 'em your Preſence 
at theſe Sports where their Skill and Bravery will be exerted If you 
ſhould approve of either your Choice ſhall be mine, and T'll conſider neither 
Intereſt nor Advantage. 

Bell. You, Madam, are the Prize it ſeems to Day, but I aſpire after no 

ſuch Honour. As all my Life I have reſolutely bid Defiance to Love, tis 
with a different Aim that I engage: I make no Pretence to your 4 
Madam; the Joy of Victory i is the whole of my Ambition. 

Lucil. My Lord, you are in the right. 

Bell. I know I am, Madam; Glory and Honour have ſomething God-like 
in 'em; they are Wreaths that dignify the Wearer. Love's a Bauble, and 
fit only to be diſputed by Beardleſs Boys — Now, then, I'll go and pre- 
pare for the Trial, and ſee whether Love or Glory add more Vigour to the 
Arm, [Exit haughtily, and Lucentius. 


Juſt like 'em, the 


Enter 


The UNIVERSAL PASSION. 351 


Enter a Meſſenger at the other Door, and delivers a Letter to GRATIANO, 
who opens it. 


Lucil. Whence proceeds this unexpected Haughtineſs ? What think you 


of this young Heroe, Couſin? Did you obſerve what an Air he aflum'd ? 
What Coldneſs | what Indifference ! 


Lib. "Twas ſomething haughty, indeed. 

Focu. O what a fine Trick he has ſerv'd her. 

Lucil. Twou'd be pleaſant, methinks, to humble his Pride a little; one 
ought to take down that hectoring Heart; ought we not, Delia? | 

Delia. Why truly, Madam, I don't wonder his Behaviour ſurprizes you 


a little——you, who have been us'd to receive nothing but Homage and 
Adoration, may well be ſtartl'd at ſuch a Compliment. 


Lucil. J muſt confeſs it has given me a little Diſorder, and I ſhould be 
highly glad to chaſtiſe his Inſolence; I did not think of being at theſe 


Sports, but now I'll go on purpoſe, and do all I can to triumph over the 
Rebel. 


Lib. Take care, my Dear, the Attempt is dangerous ; when one endea- 
vours to give Love, one's in great danger of receiving it. 

Lucil. O my Dear, fear not that, I'll anſwer for myſelf: I'll make him 
repent this Diſdain, III warrant him. [Exit Lucilia and Attendants. 


Manent GRATIANO, Meſſenger, Attendants. 


Grati. J learn, by this Letter, Neice, that young Lord Protheus, your 
Antagoniſt in Wit, comes to Genoa to Night. | 

Me,. He's very near arriv'd, my Lord; he was not three Leagues off 
when J left him. . 

Grati. How many Gentlemen have you loſt in this Action? 

Me. But few of any ſort, and none of Rank. 
GGrati. A Victory is double when the Conqueror brings home full Num- 
bers. | 

Lib. And is Signior Montanto return'd ſafe and found? 

Meſſ. 1 knew none of that Name in the Army, Madam. 

Grati, My Neice means Lord Protbeus. | 

Meſſ. Yes, Madam, and as pleaſant as ever. 

Lib. Pray how many hath he kill'd and caten in theſe Wars? But how 
many hath he kill'd? for indeed I promis'd to cat all of his killing. 

Grati. Be not too ſevere, Neice, he hath done good Service. 

Lib. Ay, they had muſty Victuals perhaps, and he has help'd to eat it up; 


He's a very valiant Trencher- man; He has an excellent Stomach at every 
thing, but fighting. 


Grati, 
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Grati, You muſt not miſtake my Neice, Sir, there's a kind of a merry 
War between Lord Protheus and her; they never meet but there's a Skir- 
miſh of Wit between em. 

Lib. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our laſt Confli& four of his five 
Wits went halting off, and now is the whole Man govern'd with one; ſo 
that if he have Wit enough to keep himſelf warm, there's that ſmall dif- 
ference hetween himſelf and his Horſe But pray, Sir, who is his 
Companion now ? he hath every Month a new ſworn Brother ; for he wears 
his Faith like the Faſhion of his Hat, it ever changes with the next Block. 

Grati. You're very free with the Gentleman, ſweet Neice. 

Lib. Why you know, my Lord, he hangs upon People worſe than a Diſ- 
eaſe ; he's ſooner taken than the Peſtilence, and whoever catches the Pro- 
theus is ſure to run preſently mad. 

Mefſ. I ſee, Lady, that Gentleman is not in your Books. 
Lib. No, if he were I would burn my Study. 
Gra. You are of a merry Temper, Neice ; you'll ne'er run mad. 
Lib. No, not till a hot January. 


Enter PROTHEUS. 


Grati. Lord Protheus, I give you at once both Joy and Welcome, 
 Proth. My Lord, I am glad I can welcome my ſelf by being Herald of 
ſuch welcome News. [To Liberia.] What, my dear Lady Diſdain ! are you 
yet living ? 

Lib. Is it poſſible Diſdain ſhould die while there's ſo proper Food for her 
to feed on as Lord Protheus ? =—— Courteſy it ſelf muſt turn to Diſdain 
if you come in her Preſence. 

Proth. J know not how it is, ſweet Lady, but I have the Fortune to be 
lov'd by all the Fair, you only excepted ; but I wiſh I had not ſo hard a 
Heart, for truly I love none of 'em in return. 

Lib. A dear Happineſs to Women, they would elſe have been peſter;d 
with a pernicious Galant I thank my cold Blood I am of the ſame 
Humour with you for that; I'd rather hear a Raven croaking at my Win- 
dow, at Midnight, than a Man ſwearing he loves me. | 

Protb. Heaven keep your Ladyſhip's Blood always as cold then, ſo ſome 
poor Gentleman or other will 'ſcape a ſcratch'd Face. 

Lib. Scratching could not make it worſe, if it were ſuch a one as yours. 

Proth. Nay, if you are upon ſuch full Speed, my good Lady, I muſt 


give out, 


Lib. Ay, I know you of old; you are a true Courtier, N to reſign 
a Poſt which you know you can't keep. 


Grat:. 
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Grati, But come, my Lord, you muſt lend your Preſence to grace the 
Sports which are celebrated in reſpe& to my Daughter's Birth-Day. 

Proth. With all my Heart, my Lord, if you'll turn the Key upon this 
Lady's Tongue; but if that be ſutter'd to walk at Liberty I muſt claim an 
Excuſe. 

Grati. What, afraid of a Lady's Wit, after facing an Army, my Lord? 
Come, come, Lord Protheus, there can be no Grant of an Excuſe. 

Proth. Will your Highneſs command me any Service to the World's 
End? I will go on the ſlighteſt Errand now to the Antipodes; I will fetch 
you a Tooth-picker from the fartheſt Inch of Africa, be Ambaſſador Ex- 
traordinary for you to the Pigmies, rather than hold three Words Conference 
with that two-edged Falchion. 

Lib. Hah! then you'd have other People turn the Edge of their Wit, 
that your Dulneſs may paſs unqueſtion'd; a very modeſt Requeſt o my 
Word Turn Prieſt, turn Prieſt, Lord Protheus———People may talk 
charmingly to no purpoſe, when no body dare to contradict them. 

Proth. Turn you Veſtal then, ſweet Lady, there'll be no fear of the 
Fire's going out when there's ſo excellent a Breath to keep it up. 

Lib. Ay, but Veſtals muſt be Maids for Life, you know: I ſhould ſcarce 
be able to bear with that, I doubt. 

Proth. There, Lady Liberia, I agree with you for once. 

Lib. Unleſs I had your Lordſhip always before me That Sight 
would be a ſufficient Cure for my Cravings——— Your Highneſs will par- 
don this Freedom, I was born to ſpeak all Mirth and no Matter. [To Gratiano.] 

Grati. Your Mirth becomes you, Neice, and you were certainly born in 
a merry Hour, | 

Lib. No ſure, my Lord, my Mother was ſad, they ſay —— But then 
there was a merry little Twinkler danc'd, and under that I was born, it 
ſcems——Heigh ho! Well, I am going to be fad all of a ſudden——No, 
hang Melancholy, and let the World have its Courſe ; if I muſt undergo a 
Transformation it ſhall be into a Nightingale ſooner than an Owl, 


AF I 


Let's fing and be merry, 
And never be weary ; 
Let's rail and beſpatter, 
| We cannot do better, 
For nothing like Rallery charms ery Senſe, 
When we wittily laugh at an another's Expence. 


XP Let's 
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Let's laſh and ſpare none, 
For ſo modiſb tis grown, 
'Tis but a weak Brother, 
Spears well of another : 
For nothing like Rallery charms ev'ry Senſe, 
When we wittily laugh at another's Expence. 


There, In, is Muſick and Meaning both for vou. that Lord . 
diſlikes, m ſure; his Taſte is more ſuited to the Times: No-meaning is 
the 1 Idol he worſhips ; he's a Man of high Mode, as you may ſee by 
the Faſhion of his Doublet —— Farewel, Uncle Lord Protheus, I 
challenge you to meet me at the Sports, that I may ſee if your Heels be as 
dull as your Head. Exit. 
Prob. I would ſooner meet a Legion of Men i in Armour-——Why ſhe 
ſpeaks Poinards, and every Word leaves a Stab behind it: If her Breath were 
as terrible as her Terminations ſhe would infe& to the North Star. 

Grati. But ſee, Lord Protheus, here comes my Brother Byron, and his 
Favourite Gremio. 

Proth. I was joyful to hear that Lord Byron had reconcil'd himſelf to your 
Highneſs. 

oe. As far as his unbending Temper ſuffers, 

That will not yield to any thing with Grace. 


Enter BYRON aud GREMIO. 


Proth. My Lord, being reconcil'd to your Brother I embrace you cor- 
dially, and owe you all Reſpect. 

Byron. I thank you, Lord Protheus; I am not of many mw bdut 
I thank you. 

Grati. Brother, you'll join us in the Liſts to-day ? 

Byron. Your Lordſhip muſt excuſe me ; ſuch Gewgaw Chivalry ſuits not 

me; whenever I engage at Weapons my Foe ſhall find I am in carneſt. 

Proth. Pleaſe then, your Highneſs, I will follow you. 

Grati. Your Hand, good Protbeus, we will go together. [Exeunt, 


Manent BYRON and GREMIO. 


Grem. Why are you thus out of meaſure melancholy, my Lord ? 

Byron. Becauſe there's no Meaſure in the Occaſion that breeds it, and I 
cannot hide what I am I muſt be ſad when J have cauſe, and laugh 
at no Man's Jeſts ; cat when I have a Stomach, and wait on no Man's Lei- 
ſure ; ſleep when I am drowſy, and tend on no Man's Buſineſs, 


Grem. True, my Lord, but 'twou'd be better, methinks, not to make 
Shew 
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Shew of that Humour till you could d6 it without Reſtraint or Controul— 
You have lately been at Variance with your Brother, and he has newly re- 
ceiv d you into Favour, where you muſt take root by the Sun- ſhine you pro- 
cure your ſelf; you therefore ought to frame the Seaſon for your own 
Harveſt. 

Byron. I had rather be a Canker in a Hedge than a Roſe in his Favour ; 
and it ſuits my Blood better to be hated: by all; than meanly to ſteal Affection 
from any; though I can't be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt Man, it muſt not 
be deny d but that I am a plain-dealing Villain. I am truſted, with what? 
———- Why with a Muzzle: I am at Liberty, how ?=—=Why with a Clog 
at my Heels If I had my Mouth I would bite; if I was free I 
would do my liking In the mean time let me be what I am, and 
ſeek not to alter me. 3 | 1 

Grem, Can you make no Uſe of your Diſcontent ? 

Byron. I will make uſe of it; for that's the only thing J make uſe of at 
all My Brother's Purpoſe is bent, I find, in giving his Daughter to 
this Lord Bellario——=That young intruding Venetian hath all the Glory of 
my Downfal=- Come, if this Match ſhould be it may prove Food to my 
Diſpleaſure——If I can but throw a Croſs upon that, "twill be a Bleſſing 
on my ſelf. You are truſty, Gremio, and will aſſiſt me. 

Grem. To the Grave, my Lord. | | 

Byron. Let us deviſe then what Miſchief may be done 0, that the 
Cook, who dreſſes the Wedding-Dinner, were but of my Mind, Gremio ! 

Grem. Wou'd I were the Cook then, my Lord ! | 

Byron. Say'ſt thou ſo, Gremio Give me thy Hand Il am glad to find 
the true [alan Spirit in thee — But hear me, does not this hated Brother 
of mine walk often alone in this ſolitary Foreſt ? 

Grem, He does, my Lord. 

Byron. And why is he ſuffer'd to do it ſo often? 

Grem. My Lord 

Byron. Could not a Couple of honeſt Fellows take care he ſhould never 
walk there again? 

Grem. I underſtand you, my Lord-——Yes, I am one of thoſe honeſt 
Fellows, and will undertake to procure a ſecond. | 

Byron. Honeſt Gremio! Thou ſhalt have no Cauſe to complain that Merit 
goes unrewarded - make uſe then of the firſt Opportunity In the mean 
time I'll be contriving how to make the beſt Advantage of i. This noble 
Spirit of thine pleaſes me, Gremio; I am now convinc'd there's ſuch a thing 
as true Friendſhip in the World 'This Brother once got rid of: Brother 
did I call him! He's no Brother of mine; I was born in the pure State of 
Nature, he in the ſtale Marriage-Bed. But let's not ſpend our Time in 

Y Y 2 taking, 


( 
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talking, Gremio, let the Action be done firſt, and then we'll talk of 
it with Rapture. 


When Tyrant's Frowns dhe free-born Will controul, 
Secret Revenge is Nectar to the Soul. [Exeunt. 
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ACT II SCENE LI 


SCENE Continues. 
Enter LUCILIA and DE LI A. 


DELIA. 


= Ils true, Madam, the Lord Bellario ſhew'd the higheſt Bra- 
ET 75 ? 2 very and Dextery, 
— * Wy Lucil. Ay, he goes off Conqueror from the Ring, but 
not with the ſame Heart, I fancy, that he came in. 
ll Delia. You levell'd ſuch Strokes at him, Madam, as 'twas 
impoſſible he ſhould be proof againſt. | 
Lucil. I ſhould joy to find it ſo; but ſee yonder he comes, with his old 
Tutor and Foculo We muſt know what he's talking of ; however, 
we'll not interrupt em now, let us turn this Way, and meet them again 
by-and-by. [Exeunt. 


Enter BELLARIO, LUCENTIUS, and JOCULO. 


Bell. My good old Friend, I was quite enchanted ; 'tis true ſhe's always 
lovely, but that Moment a thouſand new Graces redoubl'd the Charm of her 
Beauty; her Eyes beam'd with irreſiſtible Luſtre ; when ſhe danc'd all Na- 
ture ſeem'd to ſmile with Approbation ; 

The Foreſt Savages, in Raptures fix'd, 

Stood liſtning to the Muſick of her Voice. 

Ev'n Orpheus' Lute, tho' ſtrung with heavenly Art, 
Whoſe golden Touch could melt obdurate Steel, 
Make Tigers tame, and huge Lewathans 

Forſake unſounded Deeps to dance on Sands, 

Fell ſtill far ſhort of her melodious Strain. 
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Jocu. Soh! tis all over he's got into blank Verſe——My Lord, one 
Word with you; I humbly requeſt I may be diſcharged this Moment from 
having any thing more to do in this Affair; for, ſince you are ſo far gone 
as to talk Poetry, I'm ſure you are paſt hearing Reaſon any longer. 

Bell. In ſhort every thing ſhe did, every thing ſhe ſaid, had ſuch Charms 
to-day, that I thought I ſhould not poſſibly have maintain'd my Reſolution, 
but thrown my ſelf at her Feet, and confeſs'd my Paſſion at once. 

Lucen. And then ſhe would have trampl'd upon you No, keep but 
your Diſdain up, and ſhe'll ſoon lower hers. | 

Focu. Did not I ſee to-day chow ſhe labour'd to trap you? There was a 
Deſign againſt you in every Inch of her; there was not a Pin about her 
but what was pointed full tilt at your Heart. Theſe Women are whimfical 
kind of Animals, my Lord; we ſpoil em; yes, we quite ſpoil em, indeed: 
If we were but wiſe enough to neglect em a little we ſhould have em 
hunting us in Troops. 

Lucen. Foculo is in the right, my Lord; you have hit upon the beſt Me- 
thod in the World, and I'll warrant it ſucceeds, if you are but firm in't. 

Jocu. In the mean time I'll go and hear what ſhe ſays. [Extit. 


Enter PROTHEUS. 

Bell. Well, Lord Protheus, did you mark the charming Lucilia at the 
Sports? What think you of that Lady ? 

Preth. Why ? would you buy her that you enquire after ? 

Bell. Is ſuch a Jewel to be purchas'd, Protheus ? 

Proth. Yes, and a Caſe to put it in too. 

Bell. You think it Jeſt, but pr'ythee tell me truly how thou likeſt her. 

Proth. Why, I ſay that were ſhe other than what ſhe is, ſhe would be 
unhandſome ; and being no other than what ſhe is, I don't like her 
There's her Couſin, if ſhe were not poſſeſs'd with ſuch a Fury of a Tongue, 
exceeds her as much in Beauty as the firſt of May doth the laſt of De- 
cember——But I hope you have no intent to turn Husband, have you? 
Bell. 1 would ſcarce truſt my ſelf, tho' fworn to the contrary, if her Per- 
ſon were the Portion. 

Protb. Um—— Hath not the World one Man but what will burthen his 
Brows ; ſhall I never ſee a Batchelor of threeſcore again ? 

Bell. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Foe in deſpite of Beanty. 

Proth. That a Woman conceived me, I thank her; that ſhe brought me 
up, 1 likewiſe give her moſt humble Thanks; but that I will wear my Cap 
with Suſpicion on their Account all Women muſt pardon me. Becauſe I 
will not do them the Wrong to miſtruſt any, I will do myſelf the Right to 
truſt none. | | 

Lucen. Come, come, young Lord, we ſhall ſee you ſome time or other 
looking pale with Love, Pros b. 
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Proth. With Anger, with Sickneſs, or with Hunger, good Lucentius, but 
not with Love; prove that I ever loſe more Blood with Love, than I get a- 

in in an Evening's Drinking, and I'Il give you leave to pick ont my Eyes 
with a Ballad-maker's Pen, and hang. me up at the Door of a Brothel for 
the Sign of a blind Cupid. 

Bell. Well, if ever thou doſt fall from this Reſolutionemmo- 

Proth. O let me be treated moſt ſcurvily; get a Picture of me painted as 
vilely as poſſible, ſet it up at the publick Market, and ſignify under in great 
Letters T HIS IS PROTHEUS THE MARRY'D MAN. 

Bell. The Lady Liberia has a Quarrel with you for your Behaviour to her 
at the Dance to-day. 

Proth. O ſhe miſus d me paſt the Indurance of a Block; an Oak with but 
one green Leaf on it would have anſwer'd her; my very Viſor began to aſ- 
ſume Life, and ſcold with her; ſhe told me that I was the City- Jeſter, and 
that I was duller than a great Thaw; that my only Gift was deviſing im- 
poſſible Slanders; that I both pleas'd Men and anger'd em; and that they 
firſt laugh'd at me, and then broke my Bones. 

Bus. 6 Ha, ha, ha! 

zZaren.% 1* 

Proth. Yes, huddling Jeſt upon Jeſt with ſuch irreſiſtible Fury on me, 
that I ſtood like a Man at a Mark with a whole Army ſhooting at me. 
But yonder I ſee her; my Lord, farewel, I muſt get without reach of her. 

[ Exit. 

Lucen, And ſee, my Lord, Lucilia is coming this way with Focus; let 
us turn careleſly into the Walks without ſhewing any Deſire of joining em. 
Come, come, what d' ye look ſo earneſtly that way for now ? 
Away, away: O' my Conſcience Men of One- and- twenty want Tutors more 
than when they are Boys. | [Exeunt. 


Enter LUCILIA and JO'CULO: 


Lucil. Are you familiar, Foculo, with Lord Bellario? 

Jocu. O lack-a-day, Madam, we are old Acquaintance. 
 Lucil, What was the Reaſon he did not walk on hither, but turn'd ano- 
ther way when he ſaw me coming? 

Jocu. Tis a whimſical Mortal, Madam, and loves to be alone. 

Lucil. I muſt humble his Arrogance, Joculo. 

Focu, Why troth, Madam, I think you ſhould —if you could. 

Lucil. If I could, Joculo! 


Jocu. Why to tell you the truth, Madam, you would have a tight 
Task of it. 


Lucil, How ſo? | 
9 | | Jecu. 
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Jocu. How! why 'tis the proudeſt Animal you ever came nigh ; he thinks 
no body in the World is good enough for him; I wonder he condeſcends to 
let the Earth bear him, for my part. 

Lucil. And does he never ſpeak of me? 

Focu. He! no not he. 

Lucil, Did he ſay nothing of my Singing and Dancing? 

Focu. No, not a Syllable, 

Lucil. Not a Syllable? 

Focu. O yes, I lye, he did, now I recollect. 

Lucil. What, pr'ythee, what? 

Focu, Why, he ſaid that you interrupted their Sport. 

Lucil. Had he the Inſolence to ſay that? 

Focu. Yes, and that Women had no Buſineſs at ſuch n, Exerciſes. 

Lucil. Inſufferable! 
 Focu. Why he's as hard as a Flint, Madam ; there's ne'er a Rock in our 
Mountains that's ſo inſenfible as he is. 

Lucil. There he walks. 

Focu, Ay, d'ye ſce now how he goes by without taking any notice of 

? 


Lucil, Id give the World to triumph over him. 
Focu, Why truly the Man's well made; he has a good Face and Air 


enough. But, Madam, if you ſhould bring him to love you, pray what 


would you do? 

Lucil. O, then I ſhould delight my ſelf with * over his Vanity, 
and exerciſe ſuch Cruelties on him — 

Focu. He'll never yield. 

Lucil. Foculo, he muſt, he ſhall. 

Jocu. No, he won't indeed; I know him too well; 'twill be all Labour 
in vain. 

Lucil. Pr'ythee, Foculo, invent ſome Method or other; think of ſome 
way that we may lay a Snare for him. 

Jocu. Let me conſider a little. What can I deviſe=—Humph! 

Lucil. Well, what is it? 

Focu. Lack-a-day, Madam, you are too haſty, my Brain is more deli- 
berate. 
you were to go 

Lucil. Whither? 

Jocu. Whither! ay, that's true, that's a fooliſh Deſign too. But can't 

ou 
a Lucil. What? 
Jocu. Nothing at all that won't do neither. 


Oh, now I hive it; we muſt =—= no that won't do: But if 
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Lucil. Have done with this idle Stuff, your Jeſting is unſeaſonable now. 

Jecu. Why, Madam, how ſhould ſuch a poor Fool as I give you any 
Advice? Beſides, it would not be politick if I could; you know, Madam, 
that People of your Station give but ſcurvy Wages for Counſel in Love- 
Affairs, and a preaching Courtier conſults his own Intereſt very ill by it: All 
I know is, that you great People will do in that Caſe juſt as you will, let 
the World cry Shame on't ever ſo much. 
Tucil. Tm ſo perplex'd I know not what to do. But ſee, he vouchſafes 
to turn this way at laſt. 

Jocu. Ay, that's ſheer Accident; he does not do it on purpoſe, I'm ſure. 


Enter BELLARIO ad LUCENTIUS. 


Lucen. If you muft accoſt her, remember your Part; and for fear you 
ſhould forget it, don't ſtay long with her. 

Lucil. I was thinking, my Lord, twas ſomething very extraordinary for 
one of your Age and Galantry to be at War with our Sex. | 

Bell. You, Madam, have certainly no reaſon to be ſurpris'd at it, fince tis 
agreeable to your own Sentiments. | 

Lucil. What's a Glory in our Sex, my Lord, is a Crime in yours; Ho- 
mage and Love are due to our Beauty, tho' we reſolve to continue inſen- 
fible to em. 

Bell. My Opinion would be different, Madam; if I had no deſign of re- 
turning Love, I ſhould not care to receive it. 

Lucil. Why 1o? 

Bell. Becauſe I would not willingly be ungrateful. 

Lucil. So that to avoid Ingratitude you'd be ſure to love thoſe who had an 


Affection for you. 


Bell. Not at all, Madam; I only ſay I would not willingiy be ungrateful ; 

but perhaps I ſhould ſooner be that than amorous. 
Lucil. What, ſuppoſe a Perſon of Merit and Beauty 

Bell. No, Madam, Liberty's the only Miſtreſs to whom I conſecrate my 
Vows; and ſhould laviſh Nature pour out all her Charms to form a perfect 
Beauty; ſhould Wiſdom's ſelf inſpire the matchleſs Frame, and Fortune 
crown her with the nobleſt Honours; ſhould ſuch a Miracle of all that's 
lovely dote on me with the utmoſt Tenderneſs, it would not touch my 


Heart. 
Jocu. Duce take him! I could give him a Slap o' the Chops with all my 


Soul. [ Afide. 


Lucil. Hitherto then, my Lord, we have ſhew'd a Conformity of Senti- 
ments; but I'll now intruſt you with a Secret that may a little ſurpriſe you: 
The Merit of a certain young Nobleman of Mantua has had ſuch an Effect 


upon 
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upon me, that I am become in ſome meaſure ſenſible of what 1 always diſ- 


dain'd: I am now therefore ready to anſwer my Father's ardent Wiſhes 
But you, I ſuppoſe, will condemn my Deſign. - 

Bell. You might make ſuch a Choice, Madam, as I ſhould highly ap- 

prove of. | 

Lucil. Not to hold you in ſuſpenſe, Sir, tis Lord Ciodio I declare for. 

Bell. Diſtra&ion! 

Lucil. My Invention has ſucceeded ; I ſee he's diſturb'd. [4/ide. 

Focu. Good, good, Madam! 

Lucen. For ſhame, for ſhame! take Courage, or you're undone. [ToBellario. 

Lucil. Don't you think me in the right, my Lord? has not he all the 
Merit one could wiſh for? | 

Focu. ¶ Running firft to Bellario, and then to Lucilia.] Courage, Courage 
my Lord. He's in for't, Madam. Don't be diſhearten'd, 1 tell you. 

Lucen. Come, come, recover, recover, and anſwer, my Lord. 

Lucil. How comes it that you ſeem ſo ſurpris'd at what I ſay, Sir? 
I have gain'd the Victory at laſt. | | [ Aide. 

Bell. Why the Aſtoniſhment, Madam, to find two Souls ſo alike in every 
reſpect as ours, which have ſhew'd at the ſame time a Defiance of Love, and 
in the very ſame Moment have both ſubmitted to its Power, A ſingle 
Glance, Madam, of your Lovely Couſin, the charming Liberia, hath quite 
got the better of all my Reſolutions; and I 

Lucil, How! Liberia! 

Bell. Yes, Madam: Now we can neither of us reproach the other. As I 
infinitely admire your Choice I hope you'll likewiſe approve of mine——— 
And would you be but ſo good as to plead my Cauſe, and help to make the 

Fair reward my Paſſion !—— This Moment I'll attend your F ather, and 
ſtrive to gain his Favour in my Suit. | 
Lucen. [ A/ide.) Bleſſings on that Heart! brave Heart! bravely done! brave 


Heart! [ Exeunt Bellario and Lucentius. 
Focu. 'Sbud ! he has ſtung her. He's even with her, i'gad! [ Aſide. 


Lucil. 'Tis impoſſible, tis not to be believ'd. — Sho] another run away 
with a Heart that I could not conquer? 


Enter GRATIAN O. 


Lucil. Tm glad you're come, Sir. I have a Requeſt to make you which I 
hope you'll grant me: It is, my Lord, not to liſten to Bellario's Requeſt, 
nor to ſuffer him to marry Liberia, whom he's in love with, 

Grati. Why ſhould you be againſt that, Daughter, ſince you'll not accept 
of him yourſclt? 

Lucil. Becauſe I hate Bellario, and am determin'd to thwart his Pretenſions. 

Z 2 Grat:. 
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Grati. Hate Bellario, Daughter! 

Lucil. Ves, from my Heart. 

Grati. What has he done to make you hate him? 

Lucil. He has ſlighted me, Sir. Tis a palpable Affront to make his Ad- 
dreſſes in this Court to any one but me. 

Grati, You'll accept of none. 

Lucil. No matter, my Lord ; he ought to have let me had the Glory of 
rejecting em however. 

Grati. Well, well, be eaſy, on; I'll 90 find Bellario, and perſuade 
him to drop his Pretenſions, I warrant. Exit. 

Lucil. My Lord, you give me Tranſport by your kindneſs. 

Jocu. Dear Heart, Madam, I have thought of a way of preventing his 
being Liberia's effeRually. 

Lucil. Which way, Foculo? | 

| Focu, By taking him yourſelf, which I fancy would not go much . 
the Grain. 

Lucil. Have you the Inſolence to utter ſuch a thing! Out of my Preſence 


this Moment. | 

Jocu. Soh! I am a diſgrac'd Favourite at once; but I deſerve it; I might 
have been a better Courtier by this time, and learnt never to ſpeak my 
Thoughts. Madam, 1 | 

Lucil. Silence, Sir, and leave me alone. [Exit Joculo.] What unuſual 
Emotions is my Heart diſorder'd with! Is it not what I was juſt bw told it 
was? No, tis impoſſible; I can never be guilty of ſo infamous a Weakneſs: 
I who have ſeen, unmov'd, ſo many Lovers at my Feet; whom Sighs, Vows, 
Homage, and Adoration could never touch; and ſhall Diſdain triumph over 
me? No, no, no, I know I don't love him; It is only Reſentment, and 
therefore I'll think of nothing but how to humble the preſumptuous Rebel. 


Exit. 
8 C E N E Changes. 


Enter JO CU LO and DELIA. 


Focu. Harkye, dear Madam Delia, a Word with you, if you pleaſe. 

Delia. No Impertinence, Sir. 

Jocu. [ Afide.) Hah! Madam Pert! A true Abigail every Inch of her: 
I'll have a little Diverſion with her ſince that's the Caſe.——Harkye, Mrs. 
Delia, I would adviſe you not to be ſo coy; tis quite out of faſhion, upon 
my Honour it 15.-———Beſides you can't afford it now-a-days; if you don't 


get you a Husband before you are One-and-twenty you'll be ſure never to get 
one at all, 
Delia. 
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Delia. Hah! and why ſo pray, Sir? | 


Jocu. Becauſe you can neither keep your Features or Complexion any longer. 
Delia. No, for what reaſon, wile Sir? 


Jocu. By reaſon of your playing Cards all Night, Madam, and drinking 


Strong-Waters all Day. 
Delia, Fool, farewel, I keep no ſuch unmannerly Company. 
gk [Running from him. 

Focu. [Catching ber.] Nay, pr'ythee ſtay you dear hard-hearted Creature; 
if Gremio was to deſire it you'd conſent, I warrant ye. Ny. 

Delia. And what then, art thou a Gremio? No, he diverts and pleaſes me 
with his ſweet Voice; you deafen me with your impertinent Clack; I hate 
and deſpiſe a Fool's Wit as much as I do his ridiculous Coat: When you ſing 
as ſweetly as Gremio does I'll promiſe to ſtay and hear you. 

Jocu. Indeed, Delia, you muſt ſtay now, 

Delia. Well, I will ſtay then, provided thou wilt promiſe me one thi 
Jocu. Ay, ay, with all my Heart. But hold, what is it tho'? 
Delia. Why, that you'll go, Booby. 
Focu. Heyday, Madam Delia, that is not right for you to turn Jeſter, and 

take my Buſineſs off my Hands, 

Delia. You ſhould give your Miſtreſs better Jeſts then, or elſe her Fool's 

Jacket is but ill beſtow'd. | 


Focu, O Miſtreſs Delia, the Buſineſs of a Jeſter is not like that of a 


Chambermaid ; to lye well, and jeſt well, are two different things. Ti 


much eaſier to cheat People, than to make em laugh. 

Delia. Silence, Impudence, and don't open thy booby Chops, or elſe I'll 
leave the place this Moment. 

Focu. What! not ſpeak ? 

Delia. No, be ſure you don't, | 

Jocu. Well, I won't then. [Courting her in dumb Shew. 

Delia. Pr'ythee don't diſtort that little ſcurvy Carcaſe of thine; thou 
need'ſt not take pains to make ugly Faces, for thou haſt one ready made to 
thy Hands —— Where is this Gremio? I with he was here to entertain one 
with a Song. 

Jocu. Ay, all your fine Ladies now-adays are to be taken by the Ear; If a 
Man has but a tuneable Gullet tis enough. Sbobs! why can't I ſing as well 
as another? Han't I a pair of Lungs? Han't I a Throat? Han't I a Tongue 
as well as he? And I was not born in England, was I? Yes, yes, I can ſing, 
I'm ſure I can, tho' no body has happen'd to find it out yet, and tho' I 
don't know it myſelf neither. | 

Delia. 1 ſhould be glad to hear thee for the rarity of the thing. But harkye, 
Joculo, there's but one way you can poſſibly gain my Affection; I want the 
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glory of having ſome-body die for Love of me; that's a Pleaſure J have 
never had yet, and I find I ſhould love a Man prodigiouſly that loy'd me 
enough to hang or drown himſelf for me. 

Fecu. You'd love a Man that was to kill himſelf for you, would you? 

Delia. Yes. 

Jocu. And that's the only thing that can pleaſe you; is it, Madam? 

Delia. Ay. 

| Focu, Um EI believe twill be ſome time then before I ſhall pleaſe 
you that way. Ha, ha, ha! kill my ſelf, with a murrain! no, I'm not 
quite enough in Love to be ſuch a Fool as that comes to neither. Let your 
Song-monger ſing ſome diſmal Ditty now, and then cut his warbling Gullet 
in two for your ſake. Since, Madam Delia, you muſt needs have a 
Sacrifice, I don't know a Calf that's fitter for the purpoſe. | 
Delia. Is this the Heroiſm of a Lover, Foculo, when you had ſuch an 
Opportunity to eternaliſe yourſelf ? 

Focu. I don't know whether tis good Heroiſm or not, but I'm ſure 'tis 
good Politicks ; I'd rather People ſhould fay - — I this Place Joculo was 
cowardly enough to refuſe to kill himſelf at Delia's Requeſt, than———=On this 
illuſtrious Spot of Earth the heroick Fon ſhot himſelf tbro the Head * 
Love of the beauteous Delia. 

Delia. Very well! 

Jocu. Yes, with Glory' $ leave, I'd rather live two Days in the World 
than a thouſand Years in Hiſtory ; ſo Madam Delia, your Servant, III ev'n 
go ſeek out a Miſtreſs that will be contented with what a Man can do for 
herin this Life; and you may take your Sign of a Man, your Echo, your Semi- 
quaver to pipe with, [Exit Joculo. 

Delia. Get thee gone, thou Bear, thou unpoliſh'd Brute, But here 
comes my Lady and Liberia in earneſt Diſcourſe ; I believe I had e' en beſt 
leave em to themſelves. [Exit.. 


Enter LUCILIA and LIBERIA. 


Lucil. J have one Requeſt to make you, Couſin, which you muſt abſo- 
lately grant me; the Lord Bellario loves you, and is reſolv'd to ask you of 
my Father. 

Lib. The Lord Bellario / 

Lucil. Yes. But I conjure you to reject his Addreſſes; I deſire and beg it 
of you that you'll gratify me in this. 

Lib. But, Couſin, if he lov'd you, you would not have him, you ſay— 
which is a Fib, by the by. [Afde.]J———and yet you'll not let him be 
another's. 

Lucil, No, I can't bear to ſec him happy with another; if he was I be- 

lieve 
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lieve I ſhould die with Vexation ; he ſhan't have the Pleaſure of braving me 
intirely. | 
Lib. Well, well, don't be afraid, my dear Child, I'll not ſteal thy Bird's 
Neſt from thee.——And d'ye really think me fo blind as not to ſee plainly 
what you'd be at Well, I ſay nothing; I only wonder how any body 
can take it in their Head to like ſuch a gloomy Mortal as that is.———All L 


know is, that if ever I do dance the Wedding-Dance, I'll not have an El- 


bow-Chair for my Partner. 
Lucil. I muſt confeſs, Couſin, he's rather of too ſolitary a Diſpoſition. 


Lib. It would be an excellent Man that were made juſt in the midway 


between him and Protheus ; the one is too like an Image, and ſays nothing; 
the other too like my Lady's eldeſt Son, perpetually tatling. 

Lucil, Then half Protbeus Impertinence in. Bellario s Mouth, and half 
Bellario's Melancholy in Protheus' Face. 

Lib. With a good Leg, white Teeth, and Mony enough in his Purſe, 
Couſin, would win any Woman in Europe —if he could but get her 
Good-will. 


Lucil. O' my. Conſcience, Couſin, thou will't never get a Man to ven- 


ture upon thee with that perſecuting Wit of thine. 


Lib. For which Bleſſing Iam on my Knees every Morning and Evening. 


Lud! I could not endure a Husband with a Beard on his Face; I had rather 
lie in Woollen. 
Lucil. Suppoſe a Husband of no Beard, Child——=— 


Lib. Ah lah ! what ſhould: I de with him? dreſs him in my caſt Clothes, . 


and make him my Waiting-Gentlewoman : He that hath a Beard is more 
than a Youth, and he that hath no Beard muſt be leſs than a Man; fo that 


he who's more than a Youth is not fit for me; and he that's lets than a Man, 


I believe, I ſhould not be fit for him. 
Lucil. Poor Liberia! doom'd to die a Virgin at laſt. 


Lib. Even ſo, my Dear, and then, Heigh for Elyfjum where the Batche- 


lors fit, and there live as merry as the Day is long. And yet; my Dear, 
I'm ſadly afraid ſometimes that I ſhan't be able to hold out to the laſt; I now 


and then feel ſome ſtrange kind of Twitchings about this ſilly Heart of mine, 


that makes me fear I ſhould ſurrender if I was cloſely beſieg d. 


S O N G. $f 


1 like the am'rous Yeuth that's free 
His Paſſion to declare, 

For vig rous Importunity 
Ne'er fails to win the Fair. 
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ʃt˖oucne Cupid fear but Fools, the Boy 
' _ Hurts none who valiant prove; 
He's Sweetneſs all, and gentle Foy, 
Jo thoſe who're skill d in Love. 


Then love, my Dear, and fince Life's Prime 
So ſwiftly flies away, 
| Let's by the Forelock ſeize ud Time, 


And ., whilſt we may. Exeunt Hand in Hand. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
. SCENE, A.State-Room in the Palace. 


Enter JOCUL O, im a great Hurry. 


JOCUL 0. | 
7 IHICH way ſhall I go? Whither ſhall I run? How ſhall I 


Enter LUCILIA, LIBERIA, and DELIA. 
O here ſhe is. 


know ] 

Lacll. Peace, Blockhead, and leave me to my ſolitary Thoughts, 
Focu. O! with all my Heart, Madam. Yes, yes, I only thought that 

I ought to inform you how the Lord Bellario——but I humbly beg your 


Ladyſhip's Pardon; ſince you don't care to hear of it I'll pocket up my 
News, and be gone as I came, 


Gor 
Lucil. What's that you ſay, Joculo? Cone back. OE 
Focu. No, Madam, I leave you to your ſolitary Thoughts. | 
Lucil. Stay, I tell you, come hither : What did you ſay ? 
Jocu. I, Madam! nothing at al one's ſometimes over-buſy in pre- 
tending to inform great People; but I'll be wiſer for the future. 
Lucil. II be trifl'd with no longer, Sir; what did you come to tell me? 
Jocu. You'd fain know it then, would you, Madam? 


Lucil. Yes, make haſte — * have uu to ſay about the Lord 
Bellario ? 


= Madam, I'm come to let you 


Jocu. 
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Jocu. A wonderful Accident, Madam ! But I'm afraid *ewill diſturb your 
ſolitary Thoughts] had better put it off till another Opportunity. 

Lucil. Speak quickly, Sir or . 

Focu, Why, as your Father, Madam, was walking in the Foreſt a couple 

of horrible Ruffians, in Masks, darted out upon him : There were but two 
pitiful Wretches of us with him, each of whom immediately gain'd his Tree, 
and your Father was left alone to take care of himſelf 
Lucil. And then —— 

Jocu. No, hold, Madam before I go any farther I muſt needs ſay 
how fooliſh tis in People to expoſe themſelves and thoſe that are about em 
to ſuch kind of Dangers: Tis what I don't underſtand, and what 

Lucil. Will you dare, Sir, to tempt my Reſentment any longer? | 
Focu. Well, then, to reſume the Thread of my Diſcourſe Where- 
abouts did I break off tho? 

Lucil. You ſaid my Father was left alone to encounter the Ruffians. 


Jocu. Ay, ay, tis true, true When that Moment, Madam, the Lord y 
Bellario appear'd juſt as if he had been drop'd out of the Clouds to fave 1 
him. | | | 5 

Lucil. And ſo 9 

Focu. Why, one of the Villains, Madam, was immediately laid welt'ring F 


in his Blood, and the other fled for't=—=—Your Father, full of Joy, as you 
may imagine, embrac'd the valiant Bellario, proclaim'd him his preſent De- 
liverer, and your future Husband. | 

Lucil. Ay, Liberia, fince Heaven ſpeaks ſo plainly in his Favour twould 
be Preſumption in me to reject its Choice. on 

Lib. | Afide.) Yes, yes, I know it would you'll not attempt any ſuch 
thing I'm certain — Why, truly Couſin, I think *tis your Duty now to 
make a Curtſy, and ſay, As it phaſes you; and yet for all that, if it were 
not a Fellow I lik'd, I would make another Curtſy, and ſay, Ar it pleaſes me. 

Lucil. But, if his Diſdain ſtill continue, I'll ſooner 

Jocu. O, no, no, Madam, he was in Exceſs of Tranſport at your Fa- 
ther's Declaration but ſee, here he comes, let him anſwer for himſelf. 


Enter GRATIANO, BELLARIO, Ge. 


Grati. Daughter, you have heard already all that I can tell you; Heaven, 
you ſee, has explain'd it ſelf in favour of this Lord, and ſure, my dear 
Child, you'll not refuſe the Recompenſe of your Smiles to one who ſav'd 
your Father's Life. | 

Lucil. My Lord, that's not a Recompenſe which Bellario deſires, 

Bell. Forgive me, Madam, if I have Ambition enough to aſpire ſo high 
I have too long deceiv'd you, Madam, but now throw off the Veil, and ſpeak 
the real Language of my Soul; all that Diſguiſe was the laſt Shift of a de- 


ſpaicing 


or - 


$6 . 
4 


— 
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ſpairing Paſſion; I languiſh'd, I dy'd for Love all the while: And if this 
Stratagem offends you, Madam, I'm ready to _— the Crime of it any 
way you ſhall command me, 

Lucil. My Lord, if it be the Will of Heav'n and my Father, I muſt ſub- 
mit; and at the ſame time muſt confeſs that I can't blame your Stratagem, 
and am better pleas'd that what you ſaid to me was only a Pretence, than if 
it had been Truth, _ 

Bell. Silence is the perfecteſt Herald of Joy, Madam=— were but little 
happy, if I could ſay how much As you conſent to be mine I'll for ever 
be ſolely yours; I give away my ſelf for you, and dote on the Exchange. 

Grati. My dear Child, you fo tranſport me with this Goodneſs and Duty, 
that Joy can't ſhew it ſelf modeſt enough without a Badge of Bitterneſs. 

Weeps. 

Lib. Soh! thus goes every one to the World but I, and I am . 
I may fit in a Corner and cry heigh-ho for a Husband. 

Grati. Well, Neice, I hope to ſee you in a ſhort time fitted with one. 

Lib. Not till Heaven make Men of ſome other Mould. Would it not 
grieve a Woman to be over-maſter'd by a Piece of valiant Duſt ; to give an 
Account of her Life to a Clod of wayward Marl? 

Bell, You have a merry Heart, fair Lady. 

Lib. Yes, my Lord, I thank it poor Fool, it keeps on the windy ſide of 
Care. 

Bell. T'll get a Husband to your Mind, Lady Liberia. 

Lib. Vo. —AAſide.] I had rather have one of your Father's getting | 
Hath your Lordſhip ne'er a Brother like your ſelf—he'd make an excellent 
Husband, if a Maid could but come by him, 

Lucil. Ay, my Dear, Protheus muſt be the Man after all 

Lib. Not unleſs I might have another for Change, Couſin He's too 
coſtly to wear every Day——My Lord, you promis'd to take nothing amiſs 
that I fa 

. ſweet Neice, they muſt be dull Dotards indeed that did 
But they tell me you have loſt Lord Protheus Heart by your Rallery. 

Lib. He lent it me for a while, indeed, and I gave him Uſe for it; a 
double Heart for a ſingle one. 

Bell, T'll tell him what you ſay, Lady! 

Lib. Do, do, he'll but break a Compariſon or two on me, which if not 
taken notice of and laugh'd at, ſtrikes him at once into Melancholy ; and 
then there's a Partridge Wing ſav'd, for the Fool will eat no Supper that 
Night, 

Lucil. Look'e, my D-ar, you two muſt never r be ſeparated ; your Hu- 
mours ta}ly to the greateſt nicety. 


Lib, 
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Lib. He! roaſt him, there's no Appearance of Humour in him, unleſs it 
be the Humour he has for ſtrange Diſguiſes: As to be a German to-day, and 
a Frenchman to-morrow ; and next Day in the Shape of two Countries at 
once, a Dutchman from the Waſte downward, all Trowſers, and a Spaniard 
from the Hip upward, no Doublet. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lib. Well, Couſins, Fortune give you Joy with one another——T'll go 
and prepare things neceſſary for your Nuptials. [Exif Lib. 

Bell. An entertaining chearful Creature 

Lucil. She has little of the melancholy Element in her, indeed. 

Grati. No, ſhe's never grave but when ſhe {leeps—— Nay, not then nei- 
ther, for I have heard my Daughter ſay that ſhe hath often dreamt of ſome- 
thing merry, and wak'd herſelf with laughing. h 

Bell. She'd make an excellent Wife for Protheus. | 

Lucil. Lack-a-day, if they were but a Week marry'd they'd talk them- 
ſelves mad. 

Grati. However, my Lord, as your Nuptials cannot be celebrated ere to- 
morrow, and as Time ſeems to go on Crutches to youthful Lovers, till Hy- 
men's Rites are all fulfill'd, let us in the Interim, to paſs it over the plea- 
ſanter, undertake to bring thoſe two Reprobates together: I would fain have 
it a Match, methinks. | 

Focu. O that will be no difficult Task, for they are aboye half Man and 
Wife already. 

Bell. How ſo? 

Focu. Becauſe they are always abuſing one another; ſo Matrimony will 
be only a proper Licenſe to do it for the future. 

Bell. Tis no uncommon thing indeed for People to rally one another into 
Matrimony, and I'm apt to think that will be Their Caſe. 

Grati. I make no queſtion of accompliſhing it if you'll lend your Aſ- 

fiſtance in the Way I ſhall direct. | 
ocu. I am for you, my Lord, tho! it coſt me ten Nights Watching, and 
ten Meals faſting. | 

Delia. And I, my Lord, to the utmoſt, 

Grati. What ſay you, Daughter ? 

Lucil, I'll do any modeſt Office, my Lord, to help my Couſin to a good 
Husband. 

Bell. And Protbeus will make no bad one, I'll anſwer for him. 

Grati. I'll teach you how to humour your Couſin, that ſhe ſhall fall in 
love with Him——and I, with your Helps, will ſo practiſe on Protheus that, 
in ſpite of his quick Wit and Squeamith Stomach, he ſhall doat upon Lib-ria— 
Come in with Me, Daughter, and you, Lord Bellario, and I'll acquaint you 


with my Intention, [Excunt. 
Aaa Euter 
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Enter BYRON and GRE MIO. 


Byron. Are we again diſappointed then 

Grem. Again, my Lord, | 

Byron. Gratiano till lives it ſcems! 

Grem. He does indeed, my Lord. 

Byron. Revenge live with him! and the Lord Bel/ario ſhall marry his 
Daughter, hey? This Match ſhall be—goes it not 0? 

Grem. Yes, my Lord, if we can't croſs it. 

Byron. Any Bar, any Croſs, any Impediment will be Medicine to me: 
I am ſick of Abhorrence to the whole Crew of em, and any thing that 
thwarts Their Inclinations will tally with mine——but which way is it to be 
done ? 

Grem. Not honeſtly, my Lord, but fo cunningly that no Diſhoneſty ſhall 
be ſuffer'd to%appear. 

Byron. That's enough; no body now-a-days aims at more Tis the 
Mask not the Meaning that's now regarded——Leaden Coin, if it be but 
well gilt, goes as current as the beſt———And a ſucceſsful piece of Villany 
loſes its Name, for the whole World immediately ftile it a Vertue. 

Grem, Since. 'tis ſo, my Lord, thoſe that will flinch at any thing to gain 
their Ends deſerve to ſuffer for it. 

Byron. True for what have People to do with Vertue and Merit in an 
Age where they are ſure to ſtarve by meddling with em! Vice and Folly, 
united, is at preſent the reigning Faſhion. 

Grem, And a Faſhion that every body runs into as faſt as they can. 

Byron, The World's in the right on't, and every one that knows the 
| World ought to give into it—and therefore tell me quickly by what Piece of 
Villany I can bring about my Revenge. | 

Grem, I think I told you, my Lord, ſome time ago how much I am in 
the good Graces of Delia, Lucilia's Favourite, who always lies in the ſame 
Apartment with her. 

Byron. What of that ? | 

Grem. I can prevail on her to diſcourſe with me at a midnight Hour out 
of her Lady's Chamber-Window—— 

Byron. Suppoſe ſo——but what then? 

Grem. The Poiſon of that lies in you to temper: Go you to the Lord 
Bellario, tell him that he wrongs his Honour in marrying ſuch a contami- 
nated Wanton as Lucilia. 

Byron. What Proof ſhall I make of that ? : 

Grem. Proof enough to deceive Bellario, ruin Lucilia, and kill your Bro- 
ther Dye want any thing more? 

Byron. No, that would be even beyond the Vanity of my Withes, 


Grem, 
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Grem. Go then this Evening to Bellario, tell him that you know he's 
greatly impos'd on, and that Lucilia confers Favours even on your Slave: 
He'll not believe this without Evidence ; tell him he ſhall have it ; and that 
too, no leſs than ſeeing her, hearing her conyerſe with him at midnight from 
her Chamber-Window ; hear Gremio call her Lucilia, and the call him Gre- 
mio, for on ſome ſpecious Pretence or other I'll prevail on Delia to diſcourſe 
under ſuch a Diſguiſe. Tell him he ſhall have Proof of it this very Night ; 
in the mean time Tl go find out Delia, and prepare her for the Buſineſs. 

Byron. O' my Word this bears the Face of going well. 

Grem. Fear it not ll fo faſhion the Matter that Jealouſy ſhall be 
call'd Aſſurance, and all the Buſineſs overthrown at once. 

Byron. Let the Conſequence be what it may, I'll put it in practice 
be thou but cunning in the working 


Grem, Be you but conſtant in the Accuſation, and my Cunning ſhan't 
diſgrace me. | 
Byron. Tl reward thee beyond thy Wiſhes, if thou doſt but enable me 


to accompliſh my Purpoſe, | | [Exeunt ſeverally. 
8 C E N E, A Garden. 


Enter PROTHEUS. 


Proth. I do much wonder that one Man, ſeeing how much another is a 
Fool when he gives himſelf up to Love, will, after he has laugh'd at ſuch 
Follies in others, become the Subject of his own Scorn by doing the ſame— 
Juſt ſuch a Man is this Lord Be/lario : I have known when there was no 
Muſick with him but the Drum and the Fife, and now will he fit expiring 
at the Squeak of a Fiddle or an Eunuch's Pipe: I have known when he 
would have ſlept on the cold Ground in a good Coat of Mail, and now will 
he lie on a Down-Bed ten Nights awake, deviſing the Faſhion of a new 
Doublet. May I be ſo transform'd while I ſee with theſe Eyes! I cannot 
tell, I think not: I will not be ſworn indeed, but Love may transform me 
into a Mafcle, but till it has made me as lifeleſs as a Muſcle it ſhall never 
make me ſuch an Oaf, One Woman is fair, yet I am well another is 
wiſe, yet I am well; another is virtuous, I ſtill am well but till all 
Graces join in one Woman no Woman ſhall be join'd to me. Noble ſhe ſhall 
be, that's certain; wiſe, or I'll have none; vertuous, or I'll not cheapen 
her; handſome, or I'll never look on her; very young, of rare Diſcretion, 
and her Hair ſhall be of what Colour it pleaſes Heaven Now that there 
never was, nor ever will be ſuch a Woman is beyond a Queſtion, and there- 
fore that I never ſhall be in love is out of diſpute. O here comes the Duke 
and Monſieur Love ; I'll retire into this Arbour, and hear their Conference. 


Aaa2 Enter 
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Enter GRATIANO, BELLA RIO, and JOCULO. 


Grati. See there he fits in yonder fragrant Bower, 
Where ſpreading Woodbines, ripen'd by the Sun, 
Forbid the Sun to enter———like to Favourites 
Made proud by Princes, who advance their Pride 
Againſt that Power that rais'd it. 

Jocu. Ay, he's cloſe in his Covert, we'll give the Fox his Pennyworth— 
But let us go a little nearer tho', that he may loſe none of the Bait. 

Bell. What was you ſaying to me this Morning, my Lord, that the Lady 
Liberia had an Affection for Lord Protheus ? 

Gratz. I was ſaying ſo, my Lord. 

Bell. I never thought that Lady would have been fond of any Man, 

Grati. Nor I neither ; but 'tis moſt wonderful that ſhe ſhould ſo dote on 
this Protheus, whom ſhe has always ſeem'd to hold in contempt but that 
ſhe does dote on him moſt exceſſively is certain. 

Proth. Is it poſſible ! fits the Wind in that Corner? 

Bell. Perhaps ſhe only counterfeits a Paſſion. 

Focu. Like enough, T'gad. 

Grati. There was never Counterfeit came ſo near the Life then. 

Bell. What Marks doth ſhe ſhew of it ? 

Focu. Bait the Hook well the Gudgeon will bite, I ſee that. 

Grati. What Marks, my Lord? Why, ſhe will fit you, ſhe will fit you 
Lou heard my Daughter ſay how, Joculo. 

Focu. Ay, ſo I did, indeed, I ſhall. never forget it She'll be up 
twenty Times a Night, and there will ſhe ſit, without ROY Clothes on, *till 
ſhe have wrote a whole Sheet of Paper. 

Grati, Ay, my Daughter told us all. 

Focu. When ſhe comes to read it over, ſhe finds Protheus Name in ev'ry 
Line ; then ſhe tears it into a thouſand Pieces, and rails at herſelf in ſuch a 
manner—— What, ſays ſhe, ſhall I who have encounter'd him ſo long with 
Scorn fall in love with him at laſt ! I meaſure him, ſays ſhe, by my 
own Spirit, for if he was to grow fond of me I ſhould trample over him to 
the Grave; nay, tho' I love him I ſhould, and he would as certainly ſerve me 
the ſame. 

Bell. You aſtoniſh me; I thought her Heart had been invincible. 

Jecu. After this, down ſhe falls upon her Knees, ſighs, ſobs, beats her 
Breaſt, tears her Hair, prays, cries———Heav'n give me Patience] O ſweet 
Pretheus ! | 

Grati. She doth indeed, and her Extaſy carries her ſometimes ſo far that 
my Daughter is afraid what the Conſequence may be. 


Proth. 
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Prot h. I ſhould think this a Gull now, but that the white-bearded Fellow 


ſpeaks i Knavery cannot ſure hide it ſelf in ſo much Reverence. 

Bell. I think Lord Protbeus ſhould be made acquainted with it for fear of 
any bad Event. 

Focu. O lack-a-day, my Lord, he'd only make a Jeſt of it if he was, and 
torment the poor Creature worſe. | = 
Bell. Why then it would be a Merit to hang the R ; 

GET g ogue; ſuch an excellent 
Focu. She's a little Cabinet of Perfections; fair, young, prudent, vi 
genteel, good-natur'd, chearful, witty and wile. N FIRE: , * 

Grati. Wiſe in every thing, but loving this Protbeus. 

Wer O, = Mn, Wiſdom and Blood combating in ſo youthful a Breaſt 
we have. ten Proofs to one that Blood gets the Victory UI 
Protheus of it, and ſee how he'll behave. oy * 

Grati. Should we, think you? | 
Focu. No, I think not; no by no means, no for I'm certain ſhe would 

die ſooner than let her Affection be known to him, or than bat 
her uſual Rallery at him. | e 

Bell. That's well judge d for if the was to give the leaſt 
Lord has ſuch a haughty inſolent Spirit, he would = her with _— 
for it, | 

Grati. Tis a pity, for the Man has a great many valuable Accompliſhments 

Focu, Yes, a jolly graceful Man, and very valiant, I aſſure you——Nay, 
and wiſe too, as you may ſee in his Management of Quarrels; for he either 
avoids em with great Diſcretion, or undertakes em wich a prudent Fear. 

Proth. Soh, Soh ! how finely I am decypher'd by this Raſcal. 

Grati. However let us ſay nothing to him of this Affair, let her even try 
to wear it out. | 

Jocu. Ah poor Soul! that's impoſſible—ſhe'll. wear her Heart out firſt, 

Grati. Well, we'll hear farther of it; let it reſt for the preſent. Come 
my Lord, ſhall we walk ? : 

Jocu. If he does not dote on her by this time I'll conſent to be skinn'd. 

Grati. The ſame Net muſt be ſpread for Liberia, which your Miſtreſs, Delia: 
and your ſelf, Foculo, muſt manage: The Diverſion will be when they hold 
an Opinion of one another's Affection That's the Scene that I would 
ſee Come, let's be gone, and give him a breathing time. | 

Jocu. He's full up to the Chin; half choak'd. I'll engage for him. 

[ Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter PROTHEUS. 


Proth, This can be no Trick; the Conference was ſeriouſly born, and they 
have the Truth of it from Lucilia. Love me! why it muſt be requited; I 
hear how I'm cenſur'd: They ſay I'll behave proudly if I perceive her 
Inclinations; they ſay too that ſhe'll rather die than give any Sign of 
her Affection I did never think to marry I muſt not ſeem proud 
Happy are they that hear their Faults and put em to mending They 
ſay the Lady's Fair——'Tis a Truth. And virtuous=——ſhe is ſo, And wiſe, 
. but for loving me——By my Troth that's no Addition to her Wiſdom, nor 

any great Argument of her Folly, for I'll be horribly in love with her. 1 
may chance to have ſome odd Quirps and Remnants of Wit broken on me, 
becauſe I have rail'd at Matrimony ſo long; but ſhall Quirps and Sentences, 
and thoſe Paper-Pellets of the Brain frighten a Man from his Humour? No, 
the World muſt be peopl'd: When I ſaid I would die a Batchelor=-I did not 
think I ſhould live 'till I were marry'd. O here comes Liberia, by this Light 
ſhe's a beautiful Lady——=I ſpy ſome Marks of Love in her already, 


Enter LIBERIA. 


Lib. What alone in Contemplation, Lord Protheus? 

Proth. Yes, Fair Lady. 

Lib. The Banquet is ready yonder, and they wait for you; you'll make 
better uſe of your Time if you'll go there. 


Proth. Fair Lady, I thank you for the Pains you have taken to give me 
that Information. | | 


Lib. I took no more Pains for thoſe Thanks than you took Pains to thank 
me: If it had been painful I would not have done it. 
Proth. You took Pleaſure then, ſweet Liberia, in doing it, I hope. 
Lib. Juſt as much as you may take upon a Knife's Point, and choke a 
Daw withal. | 
Proth, | Aſide.] Hum——there's a double Meaning in what ſhe ſays: 7 
took no more Pains for thoſe Thanks than you took Pains to thank ne. That's 


ſo much as to ſay any Pains that I take for you is as caſy as Thanks.——]'ll 
try her a little farther, | | 


Lib. Well, your Servant, my Lord. 


Proth, Why in ſo much Haſte, ſweet Lady, can't you throw away a few 
of your cheerful Moments on me? 


Lib. Hey! what does the Man mean? Aſide.] What was that you was 
ſaying, my Lord? | 
Proth. I ſhould be glad methinks to know, Madam, upon what Account 
your Ladyſhip's Rallery on me has been ſo exceedingly tart of late; ſure, fair 
Lady, I am not deſerving of ſuch Treatment, Lib, 
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Lib. Sir — The Man's turn'd Fool ſure. [Afde. 
Proth. You find nothing in my Perfon I hope, Liberia. | 
Lib. Oh no, nothing at all — but Faults from Head to Foot 

Proth. What, my Leg's too big, I'll warrant. 

Lib. No, tis too little. 

Proth. As to my Face. 

Lib. Oh, 'tis a mighty fair one. 

Proth. Nay, there you're out, Liberia, for tis a black one, I'll be ſworn. 
But Pearls indeed are fair, and 'tis an old Saying, that black Men are Pearls 
in beauteous Ladies Sight=———But you can find no Fault with my Eyes 
I preſume. 

Lib. Oh, my Lord, there's no objecting to them: They are fo violently 
bright——that I could never bear to look at em. 

Proth. A crafty Gipſy! ſhe's playing her Part, and endeavours to conceal 
her Affection from me. Afide. However, fair Lady, I hope my Diſ- 
courſe is agreeable to you. 

Lib. Your Difcourſe ?——um—Why, but very indifferent when you talk 
of War. 

Proth. But much ſo when I diſcourſe of Love, my Fair one. 

Lib. Ay but much more ſo when you hold your Tongue. 

Proth. [ Afide.] Lying Wanton—————As to my Valour you can make no 
doubt of that, Lady? 

Lib. None at all for I know it to be Cowacdile, 

Proth. [ Afide.) This is nothing but Artifice, and convinces me more than 
any thing that what I overheard is true. But then as to my Poſſeſſions 
them you don't conſider, Liberia, 

Lib. Ay, but I do tho', and pity 'em too. 

Protb. Why ſo, fair Lady? 

Lib. Becauſe they've got ſuch a ſcurvy Owner And ſo fare wel, Sir 
and thank Heav'n you have one Friend in the World that's honeſt enough 
to let you know what you are. [Exit. 

Proth. What am I to think of this now! Tis but an indifferent Mark of 
her liking me that ſhe finds nothing in me but what ſhe diſlikes — But 
hold, I'm miſtaken there Women are never particular in publickly railing 
at a Man, unleſs they have a private Inclination for him———Right! tis 
therefore neither more nor leſs than flat raving Love of my Perſon. Ay, her 
Paſſion for me appears in ev'ry look and Word —— If I do not take Pity of 
thee I'm a Villain, if 1 do not love thee I'm a Few, [Exe 
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SCEN E changes 70 another Part of the Garden. 


Enter LIBERIA, 


Lib. I abhor the Thoughts of committing Matrimony ſo much, that 1 
can't endure the Preparation even for another The Court within is full 
of nothing but Taylors, Tire-Women, Perfumers, Lace-Men, and Con- 
fectioners——T'm glad I've got out of the Croud. Hey ho! I'm in a very 
penſlive mood at preſent How the Duce came I ſo? my Heart is gene- 
rally ſo brisk that my Tongue can't keep Pace with it, and yet now tis ſo 
fluggith I can ſcarce drag it along. Pſha, here comes my Couſin ; Il get 


into this Grotto out o' the Way, or elſe I ſhall be peſter'd with Nonſenſe 
about her Match to-morrow. 


Enter LUCILIA, DELIA, and JOCULO. 


Delia. See yonder, Madam, where Liberia runs, as cloſe to the Ground 
as a Lapwing, to get from us into the Grotto. 

Lucil. The ſweeteſt Angling is to ſee the Fiſh 
Cut with her golden Oars the Silver Stream, 

And greedily devour the treacherous Bait; 

So angle we for her. 
Focu. Begin then, Madam, pray begin; for I long to be at it. 
Lucil. What is it you ſay of my Couſin, Delia? 

No truly, ſhe's too diſdainful ; 

I know how coy and wild her Temper i is. 

Jocu. But harkye, Mrs, Delia, is it certain that Lord Protheus is ſo deſ- 
perately in love with her as you ſay? 

Lucil. Joculo, I know tis ſo; both my Father and Bellario declar'd it to me. 

Delia. And did not they defire you'd make your Couſin acquainted with 
it, Madam? 

Lucil. They did; but I perſuaded 'em, if they had any Regard for their 
Friend, to adviſe him to conquer his Affection; for Nature never fram'd 
a Heart of ſuch proud Stuff as Liberia's is made of; then ſhe's ſo vain, fo 
fond of her own Wit and her own Perſon that ſhe regards nothing elſe; the 
can never love another ſhe's ſo much enamour'd with herſelf. 

Focu. That's true enough, indeed; I never ſaw the Man yet, however 
great or deſerving, but that ſhe would ſpell him backward: If fair-fac'd, 
the'd ſwear the Gentleman ſhould be her Siſter; if black, that Nature had 
wade a Blot; if tall, he was a Halbert ill-headed; if ſhort, a Truncheon 
without any Head at all; if talkative, a Jane blown with every Wind; and 


if 
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if filent, why a Block moved by none. In this manner ſhe takes pleaſure 
to turn every Man the wrong-ſfide out. 

Delia. There's no great Virtue, I think, in ſo mah Severity. 

Focu. True, Madam Delia; but when People have no other Employ- 
ment for their Time but Talking, and have neither Good-ſenſe enough to 
talk wiſe things, nor Good-nature enough to talk innocent ones why 
they muſt deal in Scandal merely to be doing. 

Lib. Thou inſolent Varlet! 

Lucil. But who dare tell her ſo? If I ſhould ſpeak, ſhe'd mock me into 
Air, laugh me out of myſelf, preſs me to death with Wit ; therefore I would 
counſel Lord Protheus to ſtruggle with his Paſſion. 

Focu. Stalk on, Stalk on, the Fowl fits. Shall I go then to Lord Pro- 
theus, Madam, and talk with him about it? I know her Ladyſhip's Humour 
well enough; I can give him a ſurfeit of her, I'll engage. What a bleſſed 
Life a poor Dog of a Husband muſt lead with that inſolent, ungovernable 
Spirit of hers! 'Slife! I'd as ſoon be marry'd to an Exgliſb Woman of Quality. 

Lib. Very well, Raſcal! a pretty Character the Rogue has given of me. 

Lucil. I love my Couſin well, and wiſh ſhe would modeſtly examine her- 
ſelf, and ſee how worthy an Offer is made her. Come, Delia, let's go in, 
and ſee that all things are in order for to-morrow. 

Focu. She's taken, I warrant her; we ſhall have rare laughing to ſee how 
ſhe'll ſtruggle in the Net. {[Exeunt Lucilia and Delia, Joculo fands afide. 


LIBERIA from the Grotto. 


Ti. 'Slife! what a Fire is in my Ears! Can this poſſibly be true? Is Lord 

Protheus really ſo deſperately in Love with me? He certainly is; I recolle& 
a thouſand Circumſtances now that convince me of it. Pha! how blind 
was I not to ſee it before! And do I ſtand condemn'd ſo much for Pride and 
Ill-nature then? If ſo, Contempt farewel. I've tortur'd the poor Creature 
long enough in Conſcience. There's one thing I am glad of; they all 
allow him to have a great deal of Merit. Why truly, now I conſider 
the thing, I'm o the ſame Mind; I have been a little too cruel ; he muſt 
have been in a world of Anguiſh, poor Wretch! | Seeing Joculo.] Oh Joculo, 

come hither, I wanted to ſpeak with thee. 

ocu. Your Servant, Madam. 

Lib. Harkye, Joculo, haſt thou heard Lord Protheus talk of me lately ? 

Jocu. Oho! is your Ladyſhip thereabouts? But I'll be with you. Aide. A 
Did you ſay any thing to me, Madam? 


Lib. Yes, Sir, I did. 
Jocu. I beg Pardon, Madam, I'm unfortunately given to a Kind of Deaf- 


Bbb neſs, 
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neſs, which comes very often upon me all of a ſudden. ———But what was 
your Ladyſhip pleas'd to ſay, Madam? | 

Lib. I only ask'd if you had heard Lord Protbeus talk of me lately. 

Jocu. O! yes, yes, Madam; yes, yes, that I have indeed. 

Lib. But when, when ? 

Jocu. This very Morning, Madam. 

Lib. This very Morning ! 

Focu. Ay; I faw him and the Duke you muſt know, Madam, in woundy 
earneſt Converſation together; the little ſmattering of Curioſity that I have 
in my Conſtitution tempted me to liſten to what they were ſaying ; * I 
ſoon found your Ladyſhip was the Subject. 

Lib. [ Afide.) Soh! now *twill come out, I ſyppoſeoo—me— And in what 
manner did he talk of me ? 

Focu. Would you have me tell you, Madam? 

Lib. Why not? | 

Jocu. Nay, I don't know why not — it may offend you, n 

Lib. Um! he thinks I ſhall be offended at hearing that Protheus loves me. 
[Aſide.Offend me | no, not in the leaſt, 

Focu. And you'll promiſe not to be angry with me for repeating it. 

Lib. I will. 

Jocu. Why then I found, Madam, they had been talking ſomething about 
Matrimony; and whether the Duke had propos'd a Match between him and 
your Ladyſhip or not, I can't tell; bu. 

Lib. But what 
Jocu. Why he ſwore. 

Lib. What did he ſwear ? | | 

Jocu. That he'd ſooner marry an Egyptian Crocodile. 

Lib, How! 

Jocu. Ves. That the Venom of a Viper was mere Balſam to your 
Ladyſhip's Spleen ; and that a Man had better have a whole Neſt of Hornets 
about his Ears, than ſtand the Sting of your perſecuting Tongue. 

Lib. "Tis falſe, he durſt not ſay ſo. 

Jocu. Upon my Honour, and the Dignity of my Office, but he did tho', 
Madam. ——T know very well, ſaid he remember, Madam, tis Lord 
Protheus that's ſpeaking, not II ——I know very well, ſaid he, that the Gipſy 
has a mind to me, and would give her Eyes to get my Heart i in Exchange, 
but Honeſty holds out, ſaid he, and bids her Defiance. 

Lib. Oh! I ſee what the Raſcal is at now. [ Afde.] Very well, Sir, 
be pleas'd to go on; but pray come a little nearer, that I may hear it, for 
I'm given to the ſame kind of Deafneſs that you arc. 


Jocu. 
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Focu. I'll ſpeak louder, Madam. Upon this, Madam, the Duke made 
anſwer, That he could not but think you had ſame good Qualities, 

Lib. The Duke faid fo, did he? 

Jocu. Yes, Madam. 

Lib. Very well, proceed pray. 

Focu, You mean, Lord Protbeus muſt proceed; tisn't I, you know, Madam. 

Lib. Ay, ay, Lord Protheus then. 

Jocu. Yes, yes, ſaid he, ſhe has moſt excellent lities.Vou know 
his bluff manner of ſpeaking, Madam, Moſt excellent Qualities, in- 
deed, ſaid he; ſhe has Beauty by the Grain, and Vanity by the Hundred- 
weight; Wit ſo light that it won't turn a Scale, but Ill-nature beyond all 
Weight and Meaſure ; a Heart ſcantily enough furniſh'd with any thing good, 
but moſt abundantly ſtock'd with Pride and Diſdain.— And then ſhe's ſuch 
a Spitfire, ſuch a Spitfire, ſaid he, that whoever comes witHin reach of her 
is in danger of loſing an Ear at leaſt, 

Lib. [Giving him a Box & the Ear.) That you may witneſs for him. 

Focu. Sbud]! Madam, *twas not I that ſaid it; and fo I told you, but you 
would not remember it. ——TP1l tell you no more for that, now. 

Lib. Get out of my Sight this Moment, Raſcal, or Fll order ſomebody to 
gather a Twig and hang thee up upon yonder Willow, 

Jocu. I believe you had better do that Office for yourſelf, Madam; you 
are pretty nigh Willow-ripe by this time, I fancy. Vour humble Servant, 
Madam. ——If you ſhould think fit to take a Swing, I'll be ſure to write an 
Elegy on you. Exit. 

Lib. I'll make thee ſuffer moſt ſwingingly for this Saucineſs. The 
Rogue has provok'd me, tho' I know there's no Truth in what he ſaid. No, 
*tis plain that Protheus loves me. Well, fince the Stars will have it fo, 
love on, Lord Protheus, and I'll requite your Paſſion. 


8: ©: N. 


A Heart young and tender 
Is made to ſurrender, 

That Fair One's a Traitor who flies Love's Alarms ; 
For the greater her Beauty, 
The greater's her Duty 

To Cupid, from whom ſhe receives all ber Charms. 
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SCENE, A Platform before the Palace. 
Enter BELLARIO, BYRON, and LUCENTIUS, with Tarches. 


BELLARIO. 


RT ORD By, what you ſay cannot be true; 
#d 8 2 vp, 91 I'd ſooner think that Nature's Self could err, 
2 Foal Than She, ſo cold, ſo chaſte, and ſo reſery'd. 
ISI Byron. You may think it all Chimera, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
You may think too, that 'tis not out of regard for you that I 
inform you of it: Let that appear hereafter, and eſteem me 
ſuch as I ſhall prove. As for my Brother I know he values you highly, and 
has forwarded this Match out of pure Affection to you ! Alas: he knows not 
what a falſe Serpent he ſo long has nurs'd to ſting his very Heart. 

Lucen. Is it poſſible Lucilia ſhould be the baſe Wretch you repreſent her, 
Lord Byron? If ſo, I have not liv'd long enough to know any thing at all of 

Womankind yet. | | | 
Byron. There's no Term bad enough to paint out her Treachery; wonder 
not till farther Proof; 'tis now the very Hour of their meeting, the Time 
that I with theſe aſtoniſh'd Ears heard appointed for it. Come but with me 
to a proper Place, and you ſhall ſee her Chamber-Window enter'd even the 
Night before her Wedding-Day: See but this, and then afterwards marry 
her, if you chooſe it. 

Bell. Can this be ſo? I will not think it. 

Byron. Nay, if you dare not truſt what you ſee, go back again and con- 
ſeſs not what you have heard. If you'll follow me, I'll ſhew you enough; 
and when you have ſeen more, and heard more, proceed accordingly, | 

Bell. If I ſhould ſee but ſure I can't, Lucentius, 

If I ſhould ſee, what I am told, to-night, | 
To-morrow at the Fane, where I ſhould wed her, 
In publickly proclaim the monſtrous Action. 

Lucen. And as I endeavour'd to obtain her for you, my Lord, I'll join 

with you to diſgrace her, | 


Byron. 
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Byron. I will blaſt her no farther till you are my Witneſſes: They would 
call That, Malice, Spite and Craft in me, which in you can be nothing but 
ſttong Conviction and juſt Reſentment. — Come on, or elſe you'll let the 

Hour be paſt. 

Bell. I would it were Byron, I cannot go, 
Something has rivetted me ſure to Earth ; 

And if my Legs may falter, and be chang'd 

From their own natural Uſe, why mayn't my Eyes too? | 

Byron. Tis true, my Lord, I therefore would adviſe you not to go: You'll 
not believe even what you can't help ſeeing, and that will only aggravate 
your Torment. II wiſh I had conceal'd this cruel Miſchief, then you 
might have been at reſt, and ne'er have known it. 

Bell. No, Byron, I am not ſo mean a Wretch 
To clothe myſelf in falſe Security, 

And bear my Shame with Smiles, Alas, Lucentius, 
How greatly doth this Spring of Love reſemble 

Th' uncertain Glory of an April-Day, 

Which now with unpall'd Rays revives the Heart, 

And the next Moment pours a Tempeſt on us! 

Byron. The Time now ſerves not for. Delay; come on, if you will go 
if not | 
Bell. I dare not go. 8 

Byron. Why then, farewel. | [Gorng. 

Bell. Byron, come back; I'll go 
To prove her true, and your Aſperſions falſe. 

Byron. Come, come; leave that till you have ſeen the Sequel, [ Excunt. 


Enter PORCO, ASINO, and ſeveral Watch. 
Ajino. Gentlemen, anſwer. to your Names: Are you all good Men, and 


true ? 

Porco. I hope ſo, ſeeing they are choſen for the Duke's Watch. 

Aſino. Well, give them their Charge, Neighbour, now the Night is al- 
moſt over. 

Porco. I will do it, Neighbour Ajino, for I love giving Charges; and 
harkye, Gentlemen, you muſt all delice me to print it when I have done, 
for my Labours are all intended for the good of my Country. But firſt, 
who think you the moſt diſartleſs Man, Neighbour, to carry the Lanthorn 
now we are going home ? 

Afino, Why Foundling Hugh ; for he, you know, can write and read. 

Porco. Come hither, Hugb.—— To be a well-favour'd Man is the Gift of 
Fortune, but to write and tead comes by Natur- ——- You muſt comprehend 

all 
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all Vagrants whatſoever, except it be the Duke's Players, mark me chat; 
for their Buſineſs is one of your Octurnal Profeſſions, and therefore touch not 
them, unleſs you happen to ſee em ſtroling by Day-light, ou are like- 
wiſe to bid any Man ſtand in the Duke's Name. 

Aſino. But ſuppoſe he will not ſtand, Neighbour Porco. 

Porco. Why then let him go, and thank Heaven that you are rid of a 
Knave. You muſt alſo make no Noiſe in the Streets, for tis not right 
that the Watch ſhould babble and talk. 

1 Vateb. Noa, noa, Maſter Conſtable, we'll make no Noiſe, we'll only 
bro LA za Nap; we'd rather ſleep than talk ; we know what belongs to a 

atc 

Porco. Ay, ay, you ſpeak like a moſt ancient and quiet Watchman ; for I 
cannot ſee how ſleeping can offend any one. 

1 Watch. Why i'facks, Maſter Conſtable, I have had a kind of a drowſy 
Lethary, as they call it, hanging upon me for theſe many Years, and being 
diſabled thereby to get my Livelihood, the Pariſh made me a Watchman, 
an pleaſe you. 

Porco. Good, good; a very proper Poſt for a Man chin can never keep 
himſelf awake. Well, well, 4 on your Bellyfull, honeſt Fellow. - But 
let me ſee, when did chef two new Faces come into the Fratarnatary ? 

1 Watch. This is the firſt Night they have been upon Duty, an pleaſe you. 

Porco. And what was you made Watchman for? 

2 Watch. Becauſe I had got a Reumaſie, an pleaſe you, and had loft the 
Uſe of both my Arms. 

Porco. A good Reaſon, — And you, Friend? 

3 Watch. Becauſe I ha the Gout, an pleaſe you, and I can ſcarce ſtond 
o' my Legs. 

Porco. Very well, very well; © you make juſt one Man between you; 
that's enough, that's enough.——In the next Place you are to call at all the 
Publick-houſes, and bid them that are drunk get 'em to Bed. 

Afino, How if they will not, Neighbour ? 

Porco. Why let em ſtay till they are fober ; and if they make no other 
Anſwer then, you may ſay they are not the Men you took 'em for. 

1 Watch, Ay, ay. 

Porco. If you meet a Street-robber, Houſe-breaker, or Pick- pocket, you 
may ſuſpect him by virtue of your Office to be no honeſt Man ; and for 
ſuch kind of Men the leſs you meddle or make with 'em the better. 

Alno. What, Neighbour Porco, if they know him to be a Thief ſhan't 
they lay hold of him? 

Porco. Why by the Statute made and prolong'd in that Caſe, they may; but 
the molt peaceable way, if you do take a Thief, is to let him ſhew himſelf 
what he is, and teal out of your Company. Ano. 
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Hino. Why you have been always reckon'd' a merciful Man Neighbour, 
that I'll ſay for you. 

Porco. Why truly, I would not hang a Dog by my Will; I hate the very 
Thoughts of Hanging, for I was once, Neighbour, nigh being hang'd myſelf. 

Alno. And how came you off, Neighbour? | 

Porco. By having an Office at Court for Courtiers, you know, are 


never hang d; they always fave one another, Neighbour.— But one Word 
more, Neighbours; watch diligently about the Palace here, for the Wedding 
being this Morning there's a great deal to do, But who are theſe that are 
coming here? | 
Ho. Why they are two of our People that have been upon the Scout, 
and I ſce they have faſten'd their Fiſts upon ſomebody. | 


Enter two Watchmen, holding G REM IO. 


Porco. Well, Gentlemen, who have you got there? Bring him before us. 

Watch. We have recover'd, an pleaſe you, Mr. Conſtable, one of the hor 
ribleſt Pieces of Traytoriſm that ever was hatch'd. 

Porco. Qho! come, come, let me examine into it Lil ſoon get to the 
bottom of it; for I'm as good at Examination, Neighbour, as at giving of 
Charges, as you ſhall ſee: Do you write down the Examination on your Hat. 
In the firſt Place, What is your Name, Sirrah? 

Grem, I am a Gentleman, Sir, and my Name is Gremio. 

Porco. Write down, Mr. Gentleman Gremio.— Watch, come forth; I 
charge you, in the Duke's Name, accuſe this Man. 

Watch. An pleaſe you, Maſter Conſtable, we overheard this Man talking 
with Lord Byron, who is a very great Villain, an pleaſe you. 

Porco. Write down, Lord Byron à YVillain—— What did they talk of? 

Watch. Why of a Contrivance they had been practiſing to ruin our good 
Duke's Daughter, and to accuſe her wrongfully, which this Priſaner had 
been the Author of, and for which he was to have a power of Money, an 
pleaſe you. 

Porco. Flat Perjury! horrible Burglary as ever was committed! 

Gremio. | Afide.) I have brought myſelf into a fine Condition here.. 

Harkye, old Fellow, let's hear no more of your Folly and Impertinence; 
take this and ſay nothing; Il 

Porco, Why you inſolent Varlet, would you corrupt the Conſtable of the 
Watch? This is Scandalum Magnation.— Pray ſtand a little further off, I 
don't like thy looks: It is prov'd that you and your Maſter are both of you 
| falſe Knaves. How aniwer you for your ſelf; As for your Maſter, he's 
above our Recogniſant. 

Grem, Why I ſay, I'm none, Sir, 


P ores, 
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Porco. A marvellous witty Felow,' I do aſſure you. HEINE 455 writ 
down that he's no Knave. 

Grem. Fellow, thou art an Aſs. 

Porco. Write that down; write me down an A immediately. Thou ſhalt 
ſuffer for this, Fellow, - Abuſe a Man that is an Officer in the Watch; and 
which is more, an Houſholder; and which is more, a Man that knows the 
Statues!—Remember, Neighbour Afino, that I am an Aſs.— Go to, Fellow, 
thou art a luperlatate Villain, as ſhall be prov'd upon thee by good Witneſs, 
You han't forgot to write me down an 4/5? Come, let us away 
with him to the Watch-houſe, bind him Neck and Heels, and then carry 
his Examination to the Duke. II am heartily glad that I am writ down 
an Aſs. . Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a Dreſſing-Room in LUCILIA's 
Apartment. 


LUCILIA and DELIA. 


Lucil. Pr'ythee, Delia, take away thy impertinent Fingers; I'm fick of 
Dreſſing, and will be plagu'd no longer. 

Delia. Troth, Madam, I think your other Suit would have been better ; 
and III warrant your Couſin will ſay ſo, 

Lucil. My Couſin's a Fool, and thou art another; I'll wear none but this. 

Delia. 1 like the Cut of this Sleeve prodigiouſty, *tis ſomething quite 
new; Lady Liberia's Gown that was prais'd ſo much is a mere Night- 
Gown to this; Cloth of Gold and Toſſels, and lac'd with Silver, ſet with 
Brillants, Down-Sleeves, Side-Sleeves and Skirts, and a Fringe half a Yard 
deep round the 'Train But for a delicate, nice, elegant, courtly, novel 
Fancy, yours is worth ten on't. | 

Lucil. Heav'n give me Joy to wear it, for I'm ſure my Heart is uncom- 
monly heavy under it. 


| Enter LIBERIA. 
Couſin, Good-morrow. 

Lib. Good-morrow, my Dear ; you ſeem to ſpeak in the ſick Tune, Child, 

Lucil. Tm out of all other Tune, I think; and yet I know not why. 

Lib. I am not quite what I us'd to be, myſelf My Head has been 
full of the oddeſt Megrims ever fince Yeſterday. ; 

Lucil. Have a care, my Dear, that's a kind of Love-Symptom. 

Lib. If it prove ſo I'll ſwear that you have infected me. 

Lucil. | Afide.) I know that witneſs the Grotto. 

Lib. But come, my Dear, your fatal Hour's at hand; tis time you were 
ready. O' my troth I'm exceeding ill, —Heigh ho! Delia. 
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Delia. Well, Fortune ſend every one their Hearts Deſire. You may 
think perhaps that I imagine you are in Love, Madam. No, tis im- 
Poſſible that ever can be after what I have heard you ſay on the Subject; and 
yet Lord Protheus was juſt ſuch another; but now he's become a Man, and 
boldly enters the Liſts; and how you may be alter'd I know -not, but you 
ſeem to look with your Eyes as other Women do. 

Lib. How long have you wore Apprehenſion, Delia? 

Delia. Ever fince Yeſterday that you caſt it off, Madam. 

Lib. What a Pace doth thy Tongue keep! 

Delia. Not a falſe Gallop, as you are convinc'd, Madam. 

Lib. O' my Conſcience I'm afraid not, Delia. 

Lucil. But come, Liberia, let us venture to the Temple: I'm now prepar'd 
to be made a Sacrifice, | 

Lib. Ah! never fear, my Dear, you'll meet with a merciful Prieſt in Bel- 
lario: Let me ſee You but come off with Triumph, and then I won't ſwear 
that nothing at all I won't think on't.—— Come, let's be 


gone. [Exeunt. 


Enter GRATIANO, PORCO, and ASINO. 


Grati. What would you have with me, honeſt Friends? 

Porco. An pleaſe your Highneſs I would have Confidence with you that 
concerns you nearly. | 

Grati. Be plain and brief then, for I'm call'd away. 

Porco. Why the Caſe is this, an pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Afino. Yes, indeed it is, an pleaſe your Highneſs, 

Grati. What, what is it? 

Porco. Why, Neighbour A/ino here will interrupt me. He's an old 
Man, Sir, and his Wits are not quite ſo ready as 'twere to be with'd; but 
in troth he's as honeſt as the Skin between his Brows, 

Afino. Yes, Thanks be prais'd, I'm as honeſt a Mon as any Mon living, 
that's an old Mon, and no honeſter than I. 

Porco. Compariſons are odorous, Neighbour, 

Grati. You are too tedious; I muſt leave you, if you won't let me know 
your Buſineſs directly. | 

Porco. Why, an pleaſe your Highneſs, if I was as tedious as a King, I 
could find in my Heart to beſtow it all on your Honour. 

Grati. All thy Tediouſneſs on me, Friend, hah! 

Porco. Yea, and twice a thouſand times more. 

Grati. 1 am not to know then what you have to ſay ? 

Afino. Why, an pleaſe your Highneſs, our Watch to-night have taken as 
arrant an Knave as any in the Kingdom, excepting your Highneſo's Preſence. 

CC Porco. 
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Porco. Ah, good old Man, Sir! ——He will be talking, as they ſay 
When Age is in, the Wit's out, —— Well, he's a good Man, in troth he is, as 
as ever broke Bread; but all Men are not alike; 'tis a ſtrange World that 
we live in, Heaven help us all! 

Grati. Fare thee well, Friend, thou never hadſt thy like, I believe. 

Porco. One Word more, and I have done ſpeaking for ever, an pleaſe your 
Highneſs —— Our Watch have indeed comprehended an auſpicious Perſon, 
and I would have him brought before your Highneſs this Morning. 

Grati. Secure him, Friend, 'till I am more at leiſure; you ſhall have 
Notice. 

Porco. Your Highneſs ſpeaks like a moſt thankful and reyerend Brother 
Magiſtrate. 

Grati. Now then for the Temple, 

And there accompliſh all my Wiſhes aim at: 

Shine but this Nuptial Morn propitious to me ! 

Let that one fragrant Flow'r the Gods have giv'n me, 

Tranſplanted from my Garden, find a Soil 

Still more indulgent, if tis poſlible ! | 

Grant me but this then, Fortune, I'll diſcharge thee. [ Exit Gratiano. 
Porco. Well, his Highneſs is a moſt worthy Gentleman ; He's a Ruler 
that's like a Ruler, Neighbour ; he never grudges hearing or fpeaking to do 
right to his poor Dependants ; believe me, Neighbour, tis a bleſſed time 
with honeſt Folks when they have got a Duke that loves his People. 

Afino. But don't all Rulers love their People, Neighbour ? 

Porco. Oh dear Heart, dear Heart! Neighbour, you are older than I, but 
not half fo wiſe, I fee that —All Rulers love their People ! why how ſhould 
they, when moſt Rulers never ſee a Score of their People in their Lives? No, 
no, they love the Fleece of the Flock, but for the poor Sheep themſelveg— 

Af 10. Not all Rulers love their People! they muſt be fooliſh Rulers 
indeed! 

Porco. Well, we live in better Times; we have none of thoſe Doings 
now ; but I hate known formerly, Neighbour but no matter for that 


ſince our Governor is loving let us be dutiful, and go and ſecure this falſe 
Traitor effectually, that he mayn't eſcape. 


Afino. I'll follow you, Neighbour, 
Porco. And yet methinks I'm a little ſorry for the Raſcal too, he'll cer- 


tainly be committed, and I abhor the Thoughts of a Mittimus ever ſince I 
was committed my ſelf, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Church; Priefts at the Altar. 


GRATIANO, BELLARIO in Mourning, BY RON, LUCEN- 
TIUS, PROTHEUS, LUCILIA, LIBERIA, Ge. 


Grati, What means, young Lord, that Fun'ral Garb to-day ? 
It ſuits but ill the Splendor of our Court, 
Which ſhines in all its Pomp to grace your Nuptials. 
Bell. My Lord, the Nuptial and the Fun'ral Rites 
Are ſometimes not ſo different in their Nature, 
But the fame Sable may befit them both. | 
Here 'tis not ſo indeed. Howe'er, Lucilia, 
I hope you'll pardon this peculiar Humour, 
If the Heart's fair, no matter for the Dreſs. | 
Grati. Come, Sir, begin the Rites. ————_—_ | [To the Prieft. 
Bell. Firſt, by your Leave, Sir, 
I ask you, if with free and honeſt Soul 
You give your Daughter, this fair ſpotleſs Virgin, 
To be the dear Partaker of my Fortune, 
The pure untainted Partner of my Breaſt ? 
Grati. As freely, Sir, as Heaven did give her me. 
Bell. And what have I to give you back, whoſe Worth 
Can counterpoiſe this rich, this precious Gift? 
Byron. Nothing, unleſs you render her again. 
Bell. My Lord, you learn me juſt Retaliation : 
There, Gratiano, take her back again ; 
Give not this blemiſh'd Brillant to your Friend : 
She's but the Sign and Semblance of her Honour. 
Behold, how like a Virgin's are her Bluſhes : 
O what a Luſtre l what a Mask of Truth 
Can artful Vice fair-robe itſelf withal ! 
Comes not that Blood as modeſt Evidence 
To witneſs blameleſs Virtue? Would you think, 
All you that gaze upon her, would you think 
She's falſe to Honour ? But 'tis true, too true ; 
She knows the Heat of a luxurious Bed ; 
Her Bluſh is Guiltineſs, not Modeſty. 
Grati. What do you mean, my Lord? 
Bell. Not to be marry d. 
Not join my Soul to an abandon'd Wanton. 
Ccc 2 Crati. 
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Grati. My Lord, if you yourſelf have wrong'd her Virtue, 
And vanquiſh'd the Reſiſtance of her Vouth 

Bell. I know what you would fay.——No, Gratiano, 

I never tempted her with Word too large, 

But ſhew'd her like a Brother to his Siſter, 

Baſhful Sincerity and comely Love. 
Lucil. And ſeem'd I ever otherwiſe to you, Sir? 
Bell. You ſeem'd to me as Dian in her Orb, 

As chaſte as is the Roſe ere it be blown : 

But you are more intemp'rate in your Blood 

Than — what I will not fay,—Go, go, Lucilia. 

Lucil. Heav'ns! are you well, my Lord? Whence comes this gat 

Grati. Are theſe things ſaid? or is it all a Dream? 

Byron. Yes, Sir, theſe things are ſaid, and they are true: 
I with 'twere but a Dream. 

Bell. Sir, ſtand I here? 

Is this your Brother ? that the lage Lucentius? 
And are our Eyes and Ears our own ? Then tell me 
If that is not Lucilia, that your Daughter? 

Grati. All this is ſo.— But what of this, my Lord? 

Bell. Let me then move one Queſtion to that Daughter. 
What Man was he with whom, at laſt Night's Noon, 
Your talk'd ſo freely from your Chamber-Window ? 

If you have Honour left, anſwer to this. 

Lucil. I talk'd! talk'd with a Man! talk'd from my Window 
At dead of Night! The Charge is ſo confounding, 
$9 baſe, ſo falſe, that I can make no Anſwer. 

Bell. Why then you have no Honour left, Lucilia. 

I'm ſorry, Sir, that you muſt hear this Tale: 

My ſelf, your Brother, and this good old Man 
Did hear her, ſee her at that Time laſt Night, 
Talk with a Pander from her Chamber- Window: 
Who, like a lib'ral Villain, hath confeſs'd 

The many vile Encounters they have had, 

Byron. Forbear, my Lord, it is not to be nam'd; 
There is not Chaſtity enough in Language, 

Without Offence, to ſpeak it. O Lucilia 
My Soul is griev'd to think of thy Behaviour, 

Lucil. Good Heavens defend me! how am I beſet ! 

Bell. O what a Pearl, fair Falſhood, hadſt thou been, 
If half thy outward Graces had been plac'd 
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About the Thoughts and Counſels of thy Heart ! 

But fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair, Adieu; 

For thee III lock up all the Gates of Love, 

And on my Eyelids ſhall Suſpicion reign, 

To turn all Beauty into Thoughts of Miſchief. 
Grati. Hath no Man's Dagger here a Point for me? 
Lucil. Thou art not, ſure, that Monſter thou doſt ſeem ! 

"Tis but to try how much I can forbear. 

Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art, 

When Love of Freedom ſtruggled in my Breaſt, 

And Nature prompted me to live a Virgin, 

Broke all thoſe Vows to be thus baſely treated; 

To have my Fame, unſpotted *till this Moment, 

Be ſully'd, injur'd, ruin'd thus by thee. 

I need no Dagger's Point burſt, burſt, my Heart : 


O welcome Death to cover my Diſhonour. [ Faints. 


Lib. Hah! Death indeed. Help, Uncle; help, Lord Protheus. 
Byron. Let us be gone, my Lord; her Shame diſcover'd 
Smothers her Spirits up. 
Bell. O fatal Hour 
Byron. O fatal Plague, if 'twere not thus nne 
[Exeunt Bell. Byr, and Lucen. 
Grati. O Fate! take not away thy heavy Hand, 
Death is the faireſt Cover for her Shame, 
To wrap her Crimes in everlaſting Night. 
Lib. How is it, Couſin ? 
Proth. Have Comfort, Lady. 
Grati. Doſt thou look up? 
Proth. And wherefore ſhould ſhe not ? 
Grati. Wherefore ! why doth not every earthly thing 
Cry Shame upon her? Could ſhe here deny 
The Story that is printed in her Blood ? 
Oh! do not live, do not lift up thy Eyes; 
I want thee not. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid I, for this, at frugal Nature's Frame ? 
I've one too much by thee. Why had I one? 
Why waſt thou ever lovely in my Eyes? 
Why had I not with charitable Hand 
Took up a Beggar's Iſſue at my Gates? 
Who, thus defil'd, and cloath'd with Infamy, 
I might have ſaid N Part of it is mine. 
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But mine! and mine I lov'd! and mine I prais'd ! 

And mine that I was fond of ! Mine ſo much 

That I myſelf was to myſelf not mine, 

Valuing of her why ſhe———O! the is alla 

Into a Pit of ſuch black Infamy, 

The Sea hath Drops too few to waſh her clean, 


And Salt too little which may Seaſon give 
To her foul tainted Fame. 


Lib. Good Sir, be patient, 

I'll pledge my Life my Couſin is defam'd. 

Grati. Lady, Were you her Bedfellow laſt Night ? 

Lib. Until laſt Night, my Lord, I always have been. 

Grati. Confirm'd! confirm'd ! O that is ſtronger made, 
Which was before barr'd up with Ribs of Iron. 

Would they all lye? and would Bellario lye 

Who lov'd her ſo, that ſpeaking of her Foulneſs 

Waſh'd it with Tears? Hence from her, let her die. 
Proth. I have obſerv'd her all the time, my Lord ; 

I mark'd a thouſand bluſhing Apparitions 

Glow in her Face, a thouſand harmleſs Shames, 

In Angel Whitene(s, bear away thoſe Bluſhes ; 

And in her Eyes appear'd a gen'rous Fire, 

Which ſpoke her guiltleſs of the Crime ſhe's charg'd with. 
Lib. What Man is that you are accus'd of, Couſin? 
Lucil. They know that do accuſe me, I know none: 

If I know more of any Man alive, 

Than that which Virgin-Modeſty may warrant, 

Let ev'ry Curſe light on me.———Oh, my Father 

Prove you that any Man with me convers'd 

At Hours indecent ; or that Yeſter-night 

I from my Window talk'd with any Creature, 

Reje& me, hate me, torture me to Death. 

Lib. Pſha! tis all Madneſs, Villany, or Error. 

Proth. Two of em are FE Br for niceſt Honour, 
And if they lie under ſome vile Deluſion 
The Author may be gueſs'd your Brother Byron, 
Whoſe very Soul is kept alive by Miſchief, 

Grati. I know not. If they ſpeak but Truth of her 
Theſe Hands ſhall cruſh her,—If they wrong her Honour, 
The proudeſt of em all ſhall hear they've done it: 
Time hath not yet ſo dry'd this Blood of mine, 
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Nor Iron Age ſo prey'd on my Invention, 
Nor Fortune made ſuch Havock of my Wealth, 
Nor my bad Life ſo reft me of my Friends, 
But they ſhall find, awak'd in ſuch a ſort, 
Both Strength of Limb and Policy of Mind, 
Ability of Power, and choice of Friends 
To quit me of em throughly. 

Proth——Pauſe a little, 
And yield to my Advice: The Lady here 
Was left by them as dead; let her a while 
Be kept conceal'd, and publiſh ſhe is dead : 
Then will ſhe be lamented and excus'd _ 
By thoſe who now condemn her ; for 'tis certain 
That what we have we prize not to the Worth, 
While we enjoy it ; but if once 'tis loſt, 
Why then we rack the Value, then we find 
The Virtue which Poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 
While it was ours. 
Thus it will happen to the fond Bellario ; 
When he ſhall hear ſhe dy'd upon his Words, 
Then, if Love e'er had Intereſt in his Heart, 
He'll mourn, and wiſh he had not fo accus'd her, 
And toil to find from whence his Error ſprang. 
Let this be ſo, and doubt not of Succeſs, 

Grati. My Lord, your Counſel's Medicine to my Soul. 
Come, Daughter, I will ill believe thee injur'd, 
And ſhrink at nought to juſtify thy Fame. 


For O! a dawning Hope glows in my Breaſt, 

And ſomething whiſpers we ſhall ſtill be bleſt ; 

That this ſhort Morning-Gloom ſhall break away, 

And leave more clear, more heav'nly bright the Day. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE 8 


Pp ROTH EUS, LIBERIA 


PROTHEUS. 


0, fait Lady, have you been weeping all this while? 
5. Yes, and I'll weep a while longer. 

Proth. But that I don't deſire. 

Lib. You have no Reaſon, Tl] do it freely, 

Proth. 1 am verily convinc'd 83 your Couſin has been 
wrong'd. 

Lib. Ah! what might the Man deſerve of me that would right her. 

Prot h. Is there any Way a Man can do it? 

Lib. Yes, ſome Men might do it for my ſake - tho I know that you are 
not one of them, 

Proth. Why ſo, ſweet Lady ?——there's nothing i in the World could ſo 
ſoon tempt me to do it, becauſe there's nothing in the World I love fo 
well Is not that ſtrange now ? 

Lib. So ſtrange, that twere as poſſible for me to ſay I lov'd nothing fo 

well as you——But don't believe me if ever I ſhould ſay ſo—I'm ſorry 
for my Couſin, that's all. 

Proth. By my Sword, Liberia, I do love thee cruelly. 

Lib. You proteſt from your Heart that you do really love me? 

Proth. You have my Heart ſo entirely that I have none of it left to pro- 
teſt with. 

Lib. But how ſhall I be ſure of this? 

Proth. Try me any way, command me any thing. 

2 Lib. Kill Bellario. 
Proth. How | 
. Lib. Nay, farewel then——love me — yes you love your own dear 
$ Carcaſe indeed——'tis highly worth preſerving I muſt own, 
» Proth. But ſweet Lady, ſtay a Moment, 
Lib, Indeed I won't. 
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Proth. Let us be Friends before we part. 

Lib. Yes, you dare eaſier be Friends with me than fight my Enemy. 

Proth. Is Bellario your Enemy? 

Lib. Is not he a Villain that has ſlander'd my Couſin? O that I were a 
Man! What! play the Hypocrite till they came to join Hands, and then 
with publick Scorn, with blackeſt Rancour O Vengeance that I were 
a Man! I would eat his Heart in the Market-Placg. 

Proth. Well, but Lady 

Lib. Talk with a Man from her Chamber-Window, indeed! a likely 
Story truly ! 

Protb. But hear me, Lady 

Lib. I tell you ſhe's ſlander'd, ſhe's wrong'd, ſhe's ruin'd. 

Proth. Well, I fay fo, bu. 

Lib. A Lord indeed! a goodly Lord, a ſweet Galant, o my Word! O 
that I wore a Sword for his Sake! or that I knew any Man who would uſe 
it for my Sake ! But Manhood is melted into ſupple Curteſy, and Valour 
into pitiful Compliment ; Men are turn'd into nothing but Tongue, and He's 
as brave as Hercules that only tells a Lye and ſwears to't—— Well, I car't 
be a Man with wiſhing, therefore I'll die a Woman with vexing. 

Proth. Sweet Liberia ſtay ; by this Hand I love thee. 

Lib. Uſe it for my Love, then, ſome other way than ſwearing by it. 

Proth. Do you think in your Soul that Bellario has wrong'd your Couſin ? 

Lib. As ſure as I have either Thought or Soul, 

Proth. Enough, I'm engag'd——He ſhall render me ſtrict Account for 
this Behaviour: Go, fair Lady, comfort your Couſin, and tell her who's 
her Champion. As you hear of me, ſo think of me. 

Lib. Right, now you ſay ſomewhat, Lord Protheus——when you talk 
like a Man you talk like what a Woman values. If ever I change my Life 
for any Body, it ſhall be for one who would venture his own for me. 

Proth. That Sentence has whetted my Sword; I'll make Bellario, within 
this half Hour, either forſwear all he has faid, or he ſhall never bs able to 
ſay or ſwear any thing again : But before we part, leſt we ſhould never meet 
again, pray tell me for which of my bad Parts you firſt fell in love with me? 

Lib. Fell in love with you! 

Proth, Yes, fell in love with me: For that you are in love with me, fair 
Liberia, is out of Queſtion I would therefore fain know which of 
my bad Parts was the Occaſion of it, 

Lib. All of 'em together, which contain ſo cloſe a Union of Evil that 
they'll admit no good Part to mingle with em but for which of my 
good Parts did you firſt ſuffer Love for me? 
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Proth. Suffer Love a good Phraſe 1 do ſuffer Love indeed, 
for I love thee in ſpite of my Heart. 


Lib. Alas poor Heart! if you ſpite it for my Sake I'll ſpite it for yours, 
for I'll never love that which my Friend hates. 

Proth. You and I are too wiſe, Lady, to love peaceably, I find, | 

Lib. What you ſay is no ſign of Wiſdom There's not a wiſe Man 
in twenty that will praiſe himſelf, | 

Proth. Alas, Lady, if a Man in this Age don't ere& his own Tomb before 

he dies, he ſhall live no longer i in Monuments than the Bell rings, and the 

Widow weeps. 

Lib. That's juſt one Hour i in Noiſe, and one quarter of an Hour in Tears. 

Proth. True—Therefore 'tis more expedient for the Wiſe to be Trumpet to 
his own Virtues, if Don Worm his Conſcience, find no Impediment to the 


contrary So much for praiſing my ſelf, and now I'll go and prove that 
I am Praiſe-worthy. 


Lib. Fare you well But don't have an Ague-Fit now, when you come 
to the Proof; and be ſure you get you a new Sword for the Purpoſe, for I'll 
pawn my Life that the old one won't part with the Scabbard. [Exeunt, 


GRATIANO folus, in a melancholy Poſture. [Slow Mufick. 

That Strain again it had a dying Fall ; 

O it came o'er my Ear like the ſweet South 

Breathing upon a Bank of Violets, 

Stealing and giving Fragrance twill not do; 

Alas no Comfort can delight my Ear, 

But ſuch a one whoſe Wrongs doth match with mine. 

Bring me a Father that ſo lov'd his Child, 

Whoſe Joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 

And let Him ſpeak of Patience, count his Woe, 

And let it anſwer every Strain for Strain. 

But there is no ſuch Man ; for all are prompt 

To offer Conſolation to that Grief 

Which they themſelves not feel ; but once they caſte it, 
at Counſel turns to Paſſion, which before 


FX give inſtructive Medicine to Rage. 


o, no, 'tis all Mens Office to ſpeak Patience 
To thoſe who wring under the Load of Sorrow, 
But no Man's Virtue to behave ſo moral 
When he himſelf endures the like Diſaſter. 
My Soul informs me that my Child is ſlander'd ; 
And that this Lord ſhall know ſo ſhall my Brother, 


| | ; Enter 
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Enter BELLARIO and LUCEN TIUS crofing the Stage. 


O here comes one tis well Stay, ſtay, my Lord, 
I muſt have Juſtice done me ere you go. 
Bell. Why, who has wrong'd thee ? 
Grati. Thou, thou baſe Diſſembler. 
Nay, never lay thy Hand upon thy Sword, 
I fear thee not. 
Bell. I would not give thee Fear. 
My Hand, good Sir, meant nothing to my Sword. 
Grati, I ſpeak not under Privilege of Age, | 
Nor like a Dotard-——Know then, to thy Face, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my ouiltleſs Child and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my Reverence by, 
And dare thee to the Trial of a Man. 
I fay thou haſt bely'd my ſpotleſs Daughter; 
Thy Calumny hath ſeiz'd her very Life, 
And ſent her baſely in her May of Youth, 
O] to a Tomb where Scandal never ſlept 
Ere this contriv'd by thy malicious Tongue. 
Bell. Contriv'd by me! 
Gratz. By thee, vile Man, by thee. 
Lucen. You ſay not right, my Lord. 
Grati. Old Man, old Man, 
I'll prove it on his Body if he dare, 
Spite of his Bloom of Age and active Practice. 
Bell. Away, and know I ſcorn ſo mean an Action. 
Grati. Dye think to daunt me thou haſt kill'd my Child; 
Then kill me, Boy, and thou wilt kill a Man. = 
Bell. Gratiano, I would not awake your Patience, ; 1 
My Heart is plung'd in Anguiſh for Lucilia. 9 
But O, my Lord, ſhe was accus'd of nothing 2 
But what was true, too true, and full of Proof. 
Grati. My Lord, my 1 
Bell. 1 will not hear you now. | q 
Grati. Not hear me now, but o' my Soul, you muſt ; 1 
What interrupted! well, tis all the fame! 
Pl! find a Time, ere Sleep ſhall cloſe theſe Eyes 
I'll find a time, young Lord, that you ſhall hear me, [Exit Gratiano, 
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Proth. Suffer Love a good Phraſe — 1 do ſuffer Love indeed, 
for I love thee in ſpite of my Heart. 

Lib. Alas poor Heart ! if you ſpite it for my Sake I'll ſpite it for yours, 
for I'll never love that which my Friend hates. 

Proth.-You and I are too wiſe, Lady, to love peaceably, I find. | 

Lib. What you ſay is no ſign of Wiſdom — There's not a wiſe Man 
in twenty that will praiſe himſelf, 

Proth. Alas, Lady, if a Man in this Age don't ere& his own Tomb before 
he dies, he ſhall live no longer in Monuments than the Bell rings, and the 
Widow weeps. 

Lib. That's juſt one How: i in Noiſe, and one quarter of an Hour in Tears. 

Proth. True—Therefore 'tis more expedient for the Wiſe to be Trumpet to 
his own Virtues, if Don Worm his Conſcience, find no Impediment to the 


contrary So much for praiſing my ſelf, and now I'll go and prove that 
I am Praiſe-worthy. 


Lib. Fare you well But don't have an Ague-Fit now, when you come 
to the Proof ; and be ſure you get you a new Sword for the Purpoſe, for I'll 
pawn my Life that the old one won't part with the Scabbard. [ Exeunt, 


GRATIA N O ſolus, in a melancholy Poſture. [Slaw Muſick. 
That Strain again=———it had a dying Fall: 
O it came o'er my Ear like the ſweet South 
Breathing upon a Bank of Violets, 
Stealing and giving Fragrance "twill not do ; 
Alas no Comfort can delight my Ear, 
But ſuch a one whoſe Wrongs doth match with mine. 
Bring me a Father that fo lov'd his Child, 
Whoſe Joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
And let Him ſpeak of Patience, count his Woe, 
And let it anſwer every Strain for Strain. 
But there is no ſuch Man ; for all are prompt 
To offer Conſolation to that Grief 
Which they themſelves not feel; but once they caſte it, 
That Counſel turns to Paſſion, which before 
Would give inſtructive Medicine to Rage. 
No, no, tis all Mens Office to ſpeak Patience 
To thoſe who wring under the Load of Sorrow, 
But no Man's Virtue to behave ſo moral 
When he himſelf endures the like Diſaſter. 
My Soul informs me that my Child is ſlander'd; 
And that this Lord ſhall know-———— ſo ſhall my Brother, 


Enter 


The UN IVEI SAT PASS 10 WV. 395 


Enter BELL ARI O and LUCEN TIUS croffing the Stage. 


O here comes one tis well Stay, ſtay, my Lord, 
I muſt have Juſtice done me ere you go. 
Bell. Why, who has wrong'd thee ? 
Grati. Thou, thou baſe Diſſembler. 
Nay, never lay thy Hand upon thy Sword, 
I fear thee not. 
Bell. I would not give thee Fear. 
My Hand, good Sir, meant nothing to my Sword. 
Grati. I ſpeak not under Privilege of Age, 
Nor like a Dotard-—— Know then, to thy Face, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my guiltleſs Child and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my Reverence by, 
And dare thee to the Trial of a Man. 
I fay thou haſt bely'd my ſpotleſs Daughter ; 
Thy Calumny hath ſeiz'd her very Life, 
And ſent her baſely in her May of Youth, 
O] to a Tomb where Scandal never ſlept 
Ere this contriv'd by thy malicious Tongue. [ 
Bell. Contrivd by me | 
Grati. By thee, vile Man, by thee. 
| Lucen. You ſay not right, my Lord. 
Grati. Old Man, old Man, 
Il prove it on his Body if he dare, 
Spite of his Bloom of Age and active Practice. 
Bell. Away, and know I ſcorn ſo mean an Action, 
Grati. D'ye think to daunt me thou haſt kill'd my Child; 
Then kill me, Boy, and thou wilt kill a Man. 
Bell. — I would not awake your Patience, 
My Heart is plung'd i in Anguith for Lucilia. 
But O, my Lord, ſhe was accus'd of nothing 
But what was true, too true, and full of Proof. 
Grati. My Lord, my 2 
Bell. I will not hear you now. 
Grati. Not hear me now, but o my Soul, you muſt ; 
What interrupted! well, 'tis all the ſame! 
Tl find a Time, ere Sleep ſhall cloſe theſe Eyes 
I'll find a time, young Lord, that you ſhall hear me. Exit Gratiano, 
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Enter PORCO and ASINO bringing in GREMIO bound 


Bell. Hah ! who is this? the Author of my Ruin, thus bound and guarded? 

Porco. Come you along, Sir, come you along, if Juſtice cannot tame you 
ſhe ſhall never weigh Reaſon in her Scales again, . | 

Lucen, Enquire, my Lord, what Crime he has committed, ſomething 
may come from this 

Bell. Officers, what Offence has this Man done ? 15 | 
| Porco, An pleaſe you, Sir, he has committed falſe Report; moreover he 
has ſpoken Untruths ; Secondarily, he is a Slanderer ; Thirdly, he has ſworn 
falſe things; and Laſtly, he is a lying Raſcal, an pleaſe your Honour. 

Bell. Anſwer me, Gremio, whom have you offended that you are thus ſe- 
cur'd ?—— This wiſe Fellow is much too cunning to be underſtood. 

Grem. My Lord, I'll readily confeſs my Villany——hear me, and then 
kill me I have deceiv'd even your Eyes —— What your Wiſdom could 
not diſcover theſe ſhallow Fools have brought to light, who in the Morning 
overheard me talking with Lord Byron of the Buſineſs we had been engag'd 
in that Night, which was to defame Luci/ia, and break off your Match 
That you was brought by Byron's Contrivance to ſee and hear me make Ad- 
dreſſes to Delia, under the Name, and in the Dreſs of Lucilia; by which 
means you were determin'd to refuſe the Match, and diſgrace her in pub- 
lick This Piece of Knavery they have in Writing, which I had ra- 
ther ſeal with my Death than repeat over to my Shame=- The poor 
Lady, I hear, is dead upon mine and my Maſter's falſe Accuſation; 1 
therefore own my ſelf a Villain, and expect nothing but the Reward of 
ons. | | 
Bell. No more; unleſs the next Word thou doſt ſpeak 
Have ſome malignant Influence o'er my Life; 

If fo, O breathe it quickly in my Ear, 
That I no longer may be curſt with Being, 
For ev'ry 'Thought's a Dagger to my Soul. 
Lucen. But did Lord Byron ſpur thee on to this? 
- Grem. He did, and paid me richly for it too. 
Bell. O Monſter! I will make thee rue this Treachery ; 
Where ſhall I find the Villain- where 

Grem. Learning, my Lord, that I was apprehended, he is fled it ſeems this 
Morning ; but where is unknown, | 

Porco. True, an pleaſe your Honour; one of our Officers is now ac- 
quainting his Highneſs with the whole Affair. | 


Enter 
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Enter G RATIAN O. 


Grati. Which is the Villain? let me ſee his Eyes, 
That when I note another Man like him 
I may avoid the Monſter Which is he? 
 Grem. Look on me, Sir, if you would know the Wretch. 
Grati Art thou? art thou the Slave that by thy Guile 
Haſt ſlain my Child. 
Grem. Yes, Sir, 'twas I alone. — 
Grati. No, not ſo, Villain, thou bely'ſt thy ſelf. 
Here ſtand a Pair of honourable Men, I 
A Third is fled, that had a noble Share in't. 
I thank you, Sirs, for my poor Daughter's Death; 
Record it with your high and worthy Deeds, 
Twas bravely, juſtly, gloriouſly done. 
Bell. J know not what to ſay, yet I muſt ſpeak, 
I cannot hope your Patience——yet muſt ask it. 
Lucilia! now thy Image doth appear 
In the bright Luſtre that I lov'd it firſt; 
And ev'ry lovely Organ of thy Life 
Comes cloath'd in a diviner, fairer Habit, 
More moving, delicate, and full of Life, 
Into the Eye and Proſpect of my Soul, 
Than when you liv'd indeed Come, good old Man, 
Revenge, revenge your injur'd Daughter's Cauſe, 
And I will help thee to augment the Torture; 
Yet all my Crime was but a fatal Error. 
Grati, You cannot call my Daughter back to Life, 
And what beſides is Recompenſe to me? 
However this I pray you, publiſh ſtraight 
How innocent ſhe dy'd; and if your Love 
Can furniſh out an Incenſe to her Mem'ry, 
Let it be fix'd upon her Monument, 
Bell. O will keep this Day for ever ſacred, 
And yearly at the Charmer's hallow'd Tomb 
Attend with ſolemn penitential Rites, 
To own my Raſhneſs and her Innocence. 


Grati. Then hear me more My Brother left a Daughter 


Almoſt the Copy of my Child that's dead, 

And ſhe is now ſole Heir to my Poſſeſſions; 

Give her the Right you ſhould have giv'n her Couſin, 
And ſo dies my Revenge. 
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Bell. O cruel Mercy! 
This is Revenge indeed O Gratidie 8 [ Falling at his Feet. 
This Generous Offer makes me more a Wretch © 
Than all the Deaths your Rage could have contriv'd : 
Lay any other Chaſtiſement upon me, 
And I will bend beneath the righteous Weight, 
And bleſs the Hands that miniſter the Torture. | 
But what! to wed another! hold, my Heart, [Rijong. 
Now dear Lucilia's loſt——to wed another! | | | 
Impoſſible; my Soul ſtarts back with Horror, 
And Nature ſhudders at the very Sound. 
Grati, "Tis well, I find your Readineſs, young Lord, 
To yield me Satisfaction but, obſerve me, 
One Hour I'll wait your final Reſolution; 
Grant my Demand, or Death ſhall be the Forfeit, | 
The while bring you this monſtrous Villain on, [To the Watch. 
That I may make him inſtantly confront T5 
The female Slave who leagu'd in this Contrivance. 
[Exeunt Gratiano, Gremio, &c. remain Bellario and Lucentius. 
Bell. [Mufing.) And why not Death rather than living Torment? 
To die is to be baniſh'd from my ſelf; 
Lucilia was my ſelf——baniſh'd from her 
Is ſelf from ſelf O fatal Baniſhment! 
Unleſs Lucilia's by me in the Night 
There is no Muſick in the Nightingale, 
Unleſs I view Lucilia in the Day 
All Nature is a beamleſs Blank to me. | 
What Light is Light now thoſe fair Suns are ſet? | 7 
What Joy is Joy, now thoſe ſweet Smiles are ceas d? 
Unleſs I could but think that ſhe's alive, 
And feed upon the Shadow of Perfection. 
But 'twill not do, Lucentius all is loſt, 
For Death hath ſlarv d the Roſes in her Cheeks, 
And pinch'd the Lilly-Tincture of her Face. 
Lucen. Ceaſe to lament for what you cannot help. 
Bell. O! J have fed upon this Woe already, 
And now Exceſs of it will make me ſurfeit ; 
Yes, I muſt ſtill lament, ſtill curſe my Folly, 
For barely doubting one ſo fair, ſo chaſte, 
So grac'd with every Angel-like Perfection, 
Could be corrupted —— Madneſs to reflect 
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On what a Sea of melting Pearls ſhe ſhed, 
From her bright Eyes, to quench my flaming Fury ; | 
Wringing her Hands, whoſe Whiteneſs ſo became them | 
As if but now they wax'd thus pale with Woe. | | 
But neither Virgin Bluſh, pure Hands held up, 
Deep ſtruggling Sighs, nor Silver-ſhedding Tears | 
Could penetrate this baſe remorſeleſs Breaſt. 

Lucen, The Duke, my Lord, attends your Reſolution ; | 
You have but one Hour giv'n to make your Choice. 

Bell. I have no Choice to make Death is my Portion, 
Lucilia claims my Life. But then the Father! 
What Compenſation will he find in that? 
Oh my diſtracted Brain Help, help, Lucentius, 
To calm this warring Tempeſt in my Soul. 
Come, lead me to my Fate; and as we 
Learn me what Form of Wretchedneſs to fix on, 
For I have only Miſery to chooſe in; 
And ſuch ſhould be that bankrupt's ſelfcurſt Doom, | 
Who madly ſquander'd ſo divine a Treaſure. Exeunt, 


Enter JOCULO, folewd y DELIA weeping, 

Focu. No, I won't, I won't indeed, Delia, 

Delia, Nay, dear Joculo, ſtay. 

Jocu. No, I tell you. 

Delia. But one Moment. 

| Focu, No ſuch thing, | 

Delia. Cruel Man, how can you be fo hard-hearted? | 

Jocu. I ſhould only plague you with my impertinent Clack; you had better 
go to your favourite Gremio, he'll delight you with his melodious Whiſtle. 
[Afide.] The Tables are turn'd a little; tis our Time now, and III try if 1 | 
can't play the Courtier as well as the greateſt of 'em. f 
Delia. Only hear my Requeſt, Joculo, and then do as you will, ; 

Jocu. Well, I vouchſafe to lend an Ear. 

Delia. I know the Intereſt you have with Lucilia; pr'ythee, Jeculo, in- 
tercede for me with her. | 

Focu. Hey? e 

Delia. I was ignorantly ſeduc'd into this villainous Plot. 

Jocu. Um 0 

Delia. Without being at all acquainted with the Deſign, as Gremio him- 
ſelf has declar'd. 


Focu. Ah poor Gremio, I hope they han't laid his ſweet Tongue in Fetters 
as well as his Hcels, Delia, 
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Delia. And my Heart will burſt unleſs Lucilia be reconcil'd to me again. 


[ Weeping. 
Focu, Ha, ha, ha! - | 
Delia. And therefore I conjure thee, Joculo, that thou would'ſt——_ 
Jocu. Ha, ha, ha! 
Delia. Nay, if nothing elſe will prevail on thee to pity me, I'll put an end 

to my Miſery, and ſee if my Death will make thee 

Jocu. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Delia. Barbarous Monſter! 


Focu, Why, I want the Reputation of having a Woman die for Love of 
me, Delia; and if you would but tuck up your ſelf, upon this Occaſion, 
ev'ry body would ſwear 'twas for Love of me. 

Delia. And then you inhumanly refuſe, Foculo, to comply with my 
Defire ? 

Jocu. Why now, Delia, do you know what tis you are asking of me) 
You here are a diſgrac'd Favourite, and d'ye think one that's a Courtier will 
be fooliſh enough to take your Part? No, no, I'gad, once any one is turn'd 
out of the Herd, we all join like true Stags, and help to demoliſh him. 
While you was in Place, Delia, I was your moſt affectionate Friend, and moſt 
ſincere obedient humble Slave —— but now you are out, and can neither do 
me Service nor Diſſervice=—Yours, Mrs. Delia, yours, yours. 

| [Walks about careleſl, taking a Pinch of Snuff. 

Delia. Very well, Joculo! it did not uſe to be fo this is a change I 
little expected! 

Focu. A Change, my Dear — Lack-a-day, would not you have me like 
the reſt of the World? Why there's a general Metamorphoſis thro' the Land; 
this is the Age of reverſing, Child. All Ranks, Stations and Profeſſions are 
turn'd topſy turvy. | 

Delia. Hah! 

Jocu. Nay, tis very true, my Dear, why an't many of our mighty Nobles, 
and ſage Senators, pray, turn'd Rooks, Pimps and Jockies, and fix it as the 
higheſt Mark of honour never to be honeſt, as the Plume of Politeneſs never 
to keep their Word, and as the Standard of Quality never to be qualify'd for 
any thing at all—except it be Penſions and Places, hey Child! - 

Delia. Very well, Sir. 

Focu. Then your Soldiers are half of 'em turn'd Fiddlers and Morrice- 
Dancers, becauſe fighting is now quite foreign to the Profeſſion ; whilſt 
Prieſts are turn'd Play-Wrights, and preach from the Stage, becauſe tis un- 
faſhionable to go to hear em at Church. 4 
Delia. Um ſtrange indeed! 


Jocu. Phyſicians are turn d Collectors of Flies and Cockle-ſhells, becauſe 
| — 
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the whole Country chooſe to die by the Hand of a ſingle Qua As 


for your Lawyers and Politicians 

Delia. What of Them? good Sir. 

Jocu. O, moſt of Them will never change; they'll cheat and plunder on. 

Delia. Very well, Sir pray 

Jocu. Then your fine Gentlemen are turn · d Monkies and Starlings, and 
will out- ape and out- chatter e er a one of em, whilſt your fine Ladies are — 
tis no matter what——you need not be told that, Madam. 

Delia. Very pretty, indeed! 

Focu, So you ſee, Child, the World is a little alter d; other People are 
chang'd as well as I: However, Delia, there is one thing that I don't know 
but my abundant Goed-nature may prevail on me, to do for thee. 

Delia. What is that? 

Focu. Why, I ſuppoſe you have warm'd your ſelf pretty well, as we all 
do while the Sun ſhines; laid in a little Proviſion againſt a rainy Day, hey 
Delia? —— Now a Fellow-feeling i in that, join'd, as I was ſaying, to my own 
exceſſive Good-nature might engage me, if not to endeavour to bring you in 
favour again, yet at leaſt to ſecure your Retreat. 


Delia. No, Fool, if I was drove to that I ſhould not ſtoop ſo low as 


thee; the higheſt of all will condeſcend to a job on ſuch Conſiderations. 

Focu. And the loweſt of us all will do it on no other ſo that from 
the higheſt to the loweſt we Courtiers are true to our Principles at leaſt —— 
But hark'ye, Child, I can put you in a way of gaining your Point upon 
eaſier Terms, perhaps. You Ladies, Madam Delia, have another ſort of 
Bribe, which ſometimes does more at Court than even Mony it ſelf, and 
which you'd more willingly part with, I believe let me ſee, [turning 
her round.) about the Age of twenty-four: Um, that's too far gone, rather 
too far, twenty would have been fifty per Cent. at leaſt better black 
Eyes, very well brown Hair, good — a Forehead rather too low, no 
great matter a Chin prettily dimpl'd enough, Im a little too 
ſhort in the Waſte, and ſomething too thick in the Shoulders, Hah, there 
muſt be good Allowance made for that——but then a Hand as white as a 
Lilly, and Lips as red as a Roſe; but let's try if they are as ſweet too. 
[Kiſſes ber.] Hah, delicious Slut! no Primroſe comes up to em; why 
they'll go farther than old Gold. | 
Daclia. Well, Joculo, is your Heart any tenderer yet? 

Focu. Yes, yes, tis tender enough now I'm ſure; that Kiſs has quite 
melted it down. | 

Delia. And then thou wilt intercede for me, hey? 

Jecu. 1 will do any thing for thee; I will live in thy Eyes, die in thy 
Lap, and be bury'd in thy Heart. 


E e e | Delia. 


_ . 
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Delia. Ay, ay; but that's wh and Helge Will you go and endeavour at 
what I defired you? 

Focu. This Moment, and do it effectually ——But then you muſt promiſe 
me, Delia, that if I mould happen to be deſperately in Love with thee, as 


I have terrible Symptoms of it upon me at preſent, that you'll be grateful, 
Huſſey, 


Delia. ee dear: Yormb: 
Jocu. One more Kiſs by way of Pledge.— Well, I'm ——— 


ber your Promiſe. LErit. 
Delia. Ves, till I have gain'd my Ends by it; and if I don't forget it then, 
x ought never u fee the Inſide of a Court age | [ Exe. 


SCENE changes 467 a Amicbamber. 


GRATIAN o, BELLARIO, LUCENTIUS, 


Grati. Well, Sir, have you reſoly'd to make Atonement 
For the ſad Fate of injur'd, poor Lucilia, | 
By wedding inſtantly my Brother's Daughter, 

Unknown, unſcen, with all her Imperfections? 
Bell. J have reſfolv'd to live, and to be wretched, 
For Death would be too light a Penance for me : 
Take me, diſpoſe of me which way you will, 
I here devote my ſelf your Slave for ever. 
Grati. Then I am paid; once more thou art my Friend: 
And ſee, they're here; now prove your Reſolution, 


Enter LUCILIA, LIBERIA, DELIA, &c, in Veil. 


Bell. O thou moſt amiable injur'd Shade, 
Thou who doſt ſtill inhabit in my Breaſt, 
Look down and view the Anguiſh I endure! 
See me bereav'd of all my Soul held dear, 
Bereav d of thee. Then ſee me doom'd to bear 
O worſt of Tortures! ——doom'd to wed another! 
Let This, ſweet Spirit, let this Sight appeaſe thee; 
Let theſe dire Suff rings plead my Pardon with thee, 
And in ſome meaſure expiate my Crime. 

Grati. Come, come, my Lord, you muſt delay no longer 
Here, take the Lady's Hand, and by your Honour 
Oblige your ſelf to wed her inſtantly, 


Bell. 
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Bell. Honour, my Lord ! I then ſhould have no Honour, 

The very Grant would rob me of the Pledge ; 

But by my Shame, by my eternal Shame, 

By my pernicious, raſh, diſtracted Folly | 

I vow that I will — what? I cannot ſpeak it. 

ha Gratiano, take, take your Revenge, | | 

will no longer parley with my Fate, Opening hi 

Grati. [ Afide.) Brave gen'rous Man ! I muſt not try - Row . 
My Heart bleeds for him. ¶ Wecping.] Well, my Lord, I yield 
That ſhe may quit her Veil. Now, view her well, 

And if you now refuſe -——— ili unveils 

Bell. Hah! What, Lucilia! 2 
Another fair Lacilia 

Lucil. Ves, another; 

One dy d diſgrac'd by your injurious Paſſion, 
Another lives to prove that Scandal falſe. 
Grati. She dy d, my Lord, but whilſt her Slander liv'd. 
Bell. Like a good Angel to a Wretch expiring, 
Thy Prefence beams ſweet Comfort o'er my Soul. 
O let me give a Looſe to Joy. Running to . 
TCuucil. Hold, hold, my Lord; I muſt not truſt = 4 n 
You may again bring Wretchedneſs upon me ; | 
And after I have once eſcap'd the Wreck, 
Why ſhould I prove the boiſterous Ocean more? 
Bell. O, your Reply's but juſt. Yet know, Lucilia, 
"Twas all Exceſs of Love, and curſt Deluſion : 
My Shame and Guilt confound me. But if Sorrow, 
If hearty deep Contrition can atone, 
Forgive my Raſhneſs; tis the darling Pleaſure 
Of Heav'n, and heav'nly Minds, to deal out Mercy, 
Where Penitence and Tears waſh off the Crime. 
Grati, Come, Daughter, you muſt now o'erlook this Error, 
And yield your Hand a Pledge of your Forgiveneſs. 

Lib. [To Bellario and Lucilia.] Heyday ! what, keep aloof ſtill? Come. 
come, a Hand from each of you ◻be wiſe and know your own Minds. 
Joining their Hands.) There twere a pity two ſuch good Friends ſhould 
be Foes any longer. 

Bell. Bear witneſs, Heav'n, Te all that I could wiſh. [King ber Hand. 

Grati. Now Bleſſings on you both! May endleſs Joys, 

Sweet Peace of Mind, and each Domeſtick Bliſs 
Crown all your Days, and proſper all your Actions ! 
| e Prorb. 


404 The Un1VEeERSAL PASSION, 
Proth. Tis very well: I'm glad things ſort as they do; otherwiſe this Lady 


here had tied me down, Sir, to call you to account for your Miſdemeanour, 


Bell. I fancy, Lord Protheus, you had more reaſon to call the Lady herſelf 
to account; you are a greater Sufferer by her, than by me. 

Focu. Ay, ay, he isn't as he has been, my Lord ; he didn't uſe to wear 
that February Face, and frozen Tongue. 

Lib. I believe the poor Man has ſomething at Heart ; whether it be 
Love, or not———— ' 

Bell. Hang him, a Truant, there's not one Drop of true Blood in him; 
he's not capable of being in Love; if he's melancholy he wants Mony. 

Focu. If he's not in Love there's no believing old Signs, 

Lucil. What Marks are there of it, Foculo? | 

Jocu. O! ſpecial ones, Madam. In the firſt place he wanders about 
with his Arms lock'd up in one another, like a diſcontented Courtier ; then 
he ſighs like a great Lady at the Death of her Lap-Dog ; is extremely fond 
of his own Company, but avoided by every one elſe, as if he had the Peſti- 
lence upon him. | 

Bell. Then he has quite loſt his Stomach I can witneſs. 

Jocu. O! he can't get the leaſt Morſel down. He has a Lump that 


riſes in his Throat, I ſuppoſe. 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lib. Poor Gentleman ! he's ſtrangely alter'd, that 5 be confeſs'd: He 

us'd, when he laugh'd, to crow like a Cock ; when he walk'd, to walk like 
a Lion ; and when he faſted, 'twas preſently after Dinner. But noõW 
Well, he's to be pitied, poor Soul. 

Grati. Has any body ſeen him at the Perfumer's ? 

Jocu. No, but the Perfumer has been with Him. 

Lucil, I thought there was Civet in the Room. 

Proth. Soh! I'm in a very pretty Situation here. 

Bell. Beſides he looks younger, methinks, by the Loſs of a Beard, 

Lib. Yes, the old Ornament of his Cheek is gone towards ſtuffing a Tennis- 
Ball. 


Proth. ¶ Ajide.) She too join in the Laugh! But that's no more than twas 
ſaid ſhe would. 


Focu. His jeſting Spirit too has given him the Slip, and he ſpeaks as puling 
as a dieted Beau. 


Grati. It can be nothing but Love —— However I know one that loves 
him too. 


Bell. I ſhould be glad to hear who. 
Lib. One that does not know him, I'll be ſworn. 


Grati. Yes, and his wayward Humour; and yet, in ſpite of all, dies for 
Love of him. Proth. 
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Proth. Which is Lady Liberia in this Company, pray Sirs? 
Lib. I anſwer to that Name. Your Will and Pleaſure, ſweet Lord Pro- 
heus? (Curt ſhing. 
Proth. Are not you She that's dying for my Perſon? Do not you love me 
exceedingly, fair Liberia? | | 
Lib. Who, I? why no; no more than I love Aukwardneſs and Ill-nature. 
Proth, Why then your Uncle, Bellario and Joculo have been deceiv'd 
here; for they ſwore you did. 
Focu. Yes, and I'll ſwear it again. 
Lib. Very well: And pray, ſweet Sir, are not you He that's dying for my 
| Perſon? Do not you love me exceedingly, Lord Protheus ? 
Proth. Who, I? why no; no more than I love Pride and Pertneſs. 


Lib. Why then my Couſin, Delia, and Foculo have been deceiv'd, for they 
ſwore you did. | | 


Jocu. Ay, and I'm ready to ſwear that again too. 

Proth. They declar'd poſitively that you muſt die if I did not return 
your Affection. 

Lib. They ſwore that you was above half dead already. 

Focu. Very true; 'tis all very true. 

Lib. Tis no matter. Vou are not in love with me, you ſay then. 

Proth. Um! why no; I hope I am not: Or if I am its only out of Gra- 
titude, becauſe I knew that you were in love with me firſt. 

Bell. Come, come, Protheus, no flinching ; you are fairly liſted, and muſt 
not fly from your Colours; for here's a Paper written with your own Hand; 
a halting Sonnet of his own pure Brain made upon Lady Liberia. 

Lucil. And here's another in my Couſin's Hand, which proves ſhe has no 
great Averſion to Lord Protbeus. | 

Proth. A Miracle! here's our own Hands againſt our Hearts. Come, I 
will have thee ; but by this Light I take thee out of pure Pity. 

Lib. If I ſhould ever yield *twou'd be out of great Compaſſion, merely to 
ſave your Life ; for I know you are in a galloping Conſumption about it. 

Protb. I will ſtop that inveterate Mouth of thine, [Kiſſes ber. 
Bell. Ha, ha, ha! — How doſt thou do, Protheus, the Marry'd Man? 

Jocu. Ay, now the two Bears won't bite one another when they meet again. 

Protb. I'll tell thee what, Bellario; a whole College of Witcrackers ſhan't 
make me alter my Purpoſe. Doſt thou think I care for a Satire, or an Epi- 
gram? No, if a Man will be beaten with Brains he ſhall wear nothing hand- 
ſome about him Get marry'd thy ſelf, get marry'd thy ſelf; there's 
no Staff more reverend than one tipt with Horn, 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 


SONG, 
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Lib. O! what ſhall T do when I'm marryd? 


Pſha! I can't ſing, I'm ſo out of Breath: This Creature has given me ſuch 
a Palpitation o' the Heart! Delia, you have ſeen the Song, and muſt re- 
lieve me in it. Begin again, Muſick. 
O! what ſhall I do when I'm marry'd? 
Such Cares and Pains 
In Wedlock: Chains; © 
Such Bondage, who can bear it? 
Delia. What ſtill inclin'd 
| To change your Mind? 
Lib, FYes————never to marry, Tl fear it. 


O! what fhall I do when Tn marry d?. 
Delia. Why ſport and play. 
The live-long Day, 
And every Night ome 
Lib. Oh borrid! 
. Your Hand, my Dear; 
J die for fear | 
Of what I muſt do when I'm marry'd. 


Proth. Come, come, we are all merry, and Friends; and fo let's have 2 
Dance before Marriage to lighten our own and our Partners Hearts. But 
firſt, that we may all be in the ſame Condition, and that this Raſcal Joculo 
mayn't have room to exerciſe his Faculty upon us, I defire he may be caſt 
into the Net himſelf, "PO 

Lucil. Come hither, Delia; I know Foculo has had an Eye of Affection 
upon you for ſome time; you muſt therefore take one another for Life; upon 
which Condition T pardon you your Iate Miſdemeanour, and raiſe him to a 
higher Employment. | 

Jocu. Um———'Tis but a ſcurvy Exchange tho', to leave off playing 
the Fool in Jeſt, in order to play it in downright Earneſt, | 

Lib. That's the laſt Jeſt you are to make, Joculo. 

Focu. Ay, Madam, I ſhan't be in any great Humour to jeſt for the fu- 
ture: I ſhall be fitter to make plaintive Elegies, or Laſt Dying-Speeches. 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! | 

Focu. Come, give me thy Hand; I don't know how to refuſe thee, nei- 
ther This ſame Signior Cupid makes Fools of People juſt as he pleaſes. 

Delia. Why, to ſay the truth, I'm engag'd to another; but where In- 
tereſt is.concern'd, no body that belongs to a Court can ever be expected to 
keep their Word. | Eurer 


The UNIVERSAL PASSION, 407 
Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. My Lord, your Brother Byron's ſeiz'd in Flight, and kept ſtrict 
guarded till your Pleaſure's known. 

Proth. Think not of Him tilt to-morrow ; III deviſe ſome rare Puniſh- 
ment for him. Now, Muſick, firike up. [A Dance here.] Come, Liberia, 
we ſet out, moſt of us, in bitter Defiance to Love and Matrimony ; z and yet 
we have all been forc'd to furrender on Diſcretion: Why 'tis the higheſt 
Mark of Courage we cou'd poſſibly ſhew ; tis a brave Leſſon to the reſt of 


the World; and I heartily wiſh, from our Example, that honourable 
Wedlock 


N May, ſpite of Rallery, once more come in Faſhion ; 
Whilſt Pride, Ambition, Av'rice fly the Nation, 
And Love ſtill reign the UNIVERSAL PaAsS1ON; 


"N 7 8 EY * . ; 
E OT O G U E. 


Spoken by Mrs. C LIV E. 


LIFE ! Why d'ye plague me with it—What can I ſay? 
Why, Sirs, I beg youll damm this fupid Play. 
A lovely Spot of Work I--—- A precious Wight | 
Here ou re to have no Epilogue to Nig 1 "i 
I oe teig d, and teiz'd, above this Portnighe paſh, 
To get me one and what d ye think at laſt 
Out came a tedious, dull, pedantick Heap, 
So like a Sermon-=-—"twou'd have made you ſleep. 
Dear ! Man, ſaid I, why this will never do, 
They'll pelt me off the Stage, and hoot at you : 
Let em, cryd He, I care not what they ſay, 
No wanton Couplets ſhall pollute my Play: 
What, vend low Ribaldry for want of Senſe, 


And ſteal Applauſe at Modeſty's Expence ? 


EPILOGUE. 


Mot He, he fwore——Heav'ns le oſs us] no, not ſwear it; 
But Verbo Sacerdotis, did declare it. 

Poor ſqueamiſh Wreteb . — Tm ſure I usd all Means 
To teach him better Things bebind our Scenes; | 


I wanted to be wanton, pert, and Witty, 
Sneer at the Beaux, and Yoke upon the City; 
To you, Galants, @ meaning Leer impart, 
And ſmile a Hint to glad the Fair One's Heart; 
With artful Shrugs Satirick Strokes convey, 


And wink a Reputation clean away ; | 
Till the whole Houſe ſhould roar----That's fine, that's fine! 


Ad clap me thundringly at every Line. 


This had been ſomething like.-—-But what, to cant, 
And whine, and preach, and tell you that you an't 
As good as you ſhould be. Romanticl Fool / 
Criticks, 1 * you'll ſend him back to School. 


Befides, d "ve mark the Moral of his Aim, 
That Love and Wedlock, truly, are the ſame ; 
Ay, may be ſo----O hideous, when we prove 
That Marriage is the very Grave of Love; 


Then Beaux and Belles, who know the Art of Loving, 


And never wed but for a Cloke to roving, 
Revenge my Cauſe, moſt heartily reſent This, 
And bring our Author in-—-Non compos mentis. 


e 
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EIN largely indebted to the Excellent Moliere for the Ma- 
i terials he furniſhed me with towards producing Tuo of the 
preceding Comedies, I hope it can't be judg'd impertinent, if 
I ſay ſomething in this Place, by way of Eſſay, on the Wri- 
tings of that Author, and endeavour to point out his prin- 
| Beauties. This too I ſhall attempt in ſuch a manner 

as to make it ſerve for an Eſſay on Dramatic Poetry in general. 

It muſt be allowed by all who have any Taſte for the Drama, or any 
Judgment in Poetry, that Moliere is the beſt Comic Author who ever wrote 
for the Stage; and this without any ways derogating from his two great An- 
ceſtors and Maſters in the Sock, Plautus and Terence. Tis with their well- 
ſpun Woof that his beauteous Texture is wove, and it was by copying and 
blending, both their Excellencies, that he became able to excel them eac/, 
He has all the Spirit and Pleaſantry of Plautus, tempered with the Simpli- 
city and Politeneſs of Terence, ſo that he never laughs with the one, but he 
thinks with the other. We are informed in the Account of his Life prefix'd 
to his Works, that he was a great Reader as well as Mriter, and applied 
himſelf as ſtrenuoully to the Study of Philoſophy, as to the Practice of Poe- 
try ; but this Particular we might have gucſſed at without much Divination, 
The graceful Rules of Art, which Philoſophy alone exhibits, are eaſily diſ- 
covered in all his Performances, and the Stamp of Antiquity is as plainly to 
be ſeen on molt of his Materials, as the Knowledge and Skill of the Writer 


are in the Choice of 'em. 


Mox & Socratico plenus Grege, mutet habenas 
Liber, & ingentis quatiat Demoſthents arma. Petron. 


But Moliere was not only a Reader and Speculatiſt; Experience and Obſer- 


vation were added to finiſh the Writer. Study and Reflexion can only ſhew 
Fre what 
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what Men ought to be, not what they really are, at leaſt in thoſe nice Parti- 
culars which are neceſſary to the Comic Author. The only way of drawing 
Men truly and fully, is to copy from the Life ; and the great Rule for treat- 
ing of Manners, is to paint them after Nature, to inſpect accurately into the 


Heart of Man, to diſtinguiſh all its Motions, and examine carefully the ſe- 
veral ways ſuch Motions are expreſſed, | 


Format enim Natura priùs nos intùs ad omnem 
Fortunarum habitum 


Pdft effert animi motus interprete Lingud. Horat. 


But to give a more particular Account of this Author's Excellencies, we 


may take a formal View of them in his Characters, his Fable, and his 
Moral. | 


As to his Characters, they are all ſuch ſtrong and lively Portraits, and ſo 
conſtantly the /ame from the Beginning to the End, that the more we exa- 
mine them, the more Nature and Regularity we find, and admire in them. 
He was a perfect Maſter of the Morata Oratio ; all his Manners are finely 
drawn and ſtrongly expreſſed, proportionable to the Age, Quality, and For- 
tune of the Speaker; and are juſt Images of thoſe in Life. He avoided the. 
fault of Plautus, who was too apt to exceed the Truth in his Characters, 
and to repreſent Men more Vicious and Fooliſh than they really are; while at 
the ſame time he laid on his Colours ſomething bolder than Terence, and by 
that means made ſuch Vices and Follies appear ſtill the ore odious, He is 
never witty merely for the ſake of being ſo, but labours more to keep up 
Attention in an Audience than to raiſe a Clap, and to make his Characters 
ſpeak pertinently than finely. This laſt Particalar is the moſt diſtinguiſhing 
Part of his Character; for whatever is ſaid appears to riſe ſo naturally from 
the bufine/s of the Scene, and to be ſo abſolutely neceſſary towards carrying it 

on, that tis manifeſt the Author did not only conſult what his Perſons might 
ſay in ſuch and ſuch Circumſtances, but what they could not avoid ſaying. 
He never makes any one talk more or leſ, more witty or more ludicrous than 
what is juſt and becoming. His Men of Wit are always Men of common 
Senſe, and he plays the Foo! with a World of Underſtanding. Whenever he 
rallies, he does it with the utmoſt Decency and Politeneſs, and diſpenſes his 
Diſcipline with ſo much Coolneſs and Good-nature, that he never offends 
thoſe he corrects. bl 


He was well acquainted with the fair and foul fide of every Action, 
knew in what the true Ridicule of Things was plac'd, and how to apply it 
in every Caſe. He never paints a Villain but he ſhews him a Fos! at the 
ſame time, and makes his Acting wickedly the Effet of his judging weakly, 
and always repreſents each Vice and Folly as carrying its Chaſti/ement 


along 


with 


with it. We may obſerve in his Miſer how finely he expoſes that Charac- 
ter, by making the Money in which he plac'd his ſole Happineſs, the fole 
Cauſe of his being continually in Miſery; The more the Wretch has, the I 
he enjoys, and he guards againſt his own touching it as much as againſt Thieves; 
all his Senſes are ſtarv'd and his Paſſions laid in Irons, and the poor Creature 
uſes himſelf ſo very ill, that he makes others concern'd for him and pity 
him. Thus Avarice becomes in the higheſt Senſe ridiculous, and by ſeeing 
it in ſuch a Light, we are both afraid and aſham'd of it. I could bring 
Inſtances of the ſame Excellence from ſeveral other of his Plays ; but in- 
deed all his Characters are drawn with ſuch maſterly Strokes, with fuch a 
grand Simplicity, and plac'd in fo fine a Point of Light, that when pre- 
ſent at the Repreſentation of any of his Pieces, you ſee nothing on the Stage 
but what is every Day acted in the great Theatre of the World; you are 
led to believe your ſelf amongſt your Neighbours and Acquaintance, whoſe 


Follies you laugh at, and loath their Faults; and are obliged perhaps to ac- 


knowledge at the ſame time, that 


Mutato nomine de te 
Fabula narratur 


This is to be underſtood of his larger Pieces only, for when he was pro- 
feſſedly writing Farce, he made a little more free with Nature, and took 
his magnifying Pencil in Hand; but even here, tho' he wrote above Truth, 
he never wrote contrary to it, and his Characters are not Menſters, but Mon- 
fter-men. | 

In the next place, Moliere is as truly praiſe-worthy in the Conduct of his 
Fable as in his Characters and Manners. He always prepared it upon 
what was probable as well as diverting, by this means giving an Air of rea- 


lity to it, and judiciouſly concealing the Fichion of the Stage. His Intrigues 


and Incidents are all finely imagin'd, and artfully manag'd ; his Diſcoveries or 
Unravellings eaſy and familiar, at the ſame time that they are ſurpriſing and 
unexpected, and always ariſe regularly and directly from what has gone be- 
fore. The Unities of Aion, Place, and Time, are religiouſly obſery'd. 
With regard to the firſt, the chief Buſineſs of every Play is always In- 
gle, and the Affairs of one Perſon taken particular Notice of, above all the 
reſt. The leſſer Intrigues and Under-plots bear always ſome relation to the 
Grand one, and every Perſon of the Drama is continually promoting the 
Defign of the whole, at the ſame time that they are carrying on their ſeve- 
ral private ones. He contrives every thing ſo regularly, that there's no 
Huddle or Confuſion in the Action; all is worked on gent/y and gradually by 
probably In//ruments, and a due Preparation and Introduction of Incidents ; 
and while 4 the Scenes are connected and neceſſary to the Mole, every fingl: 
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End, that it is a lind of Whole in it ſelf. He is very careful in preſerving 
a Continuity in his Action, and never ſuffers the Stage to be empty but at 
the End of an Act; while, in order to the true coherence of all the Parts, 
he never fails to ſhew ſufficient cauſe of the Entrance and Exit of every 
Per/on, for what Purpoſe they come on the Stage, and to what End they go 
off; a Rule of the utmoſt Moment, tho' frequently neglected; and as there 
is nothing more elegant in the Structure of a Dramatic Poem, neither is there 
any thing more diſſicult. 

As for the other two Unities of Place and Time, he is generally very exact 


in them; He has no ſbrfting of Scenes, nor 5skipping of Days; where the 
Action begins it always ends, and the Time of the Fable is that of the Re- 


preſentation, | | 


We come, next, to conſider our Author with regard to his Moral, and here 
we can't ſufficiently applaud and recommend him. He never brought Vice or 


Folly on the Stage, but in order to baniſh it out of the World. Every Raſcal 


or Buffoon that is executed by his Pen, is hung up like a Gibbet-Thief for 
a Terror to others. Wherever he met with Faults, tho” in never ſo high a 
Poſt, he had bravery enough to encounter them; Before his Time the 
Scourge of Comedy was exercis'd on the Populace and meaner ſort only, but 
Moliere boldly carried it to the Court and the Conclave. However he had a 
conſtant Regard to Decency and Decorum, and obſerv'd punctually the Cere- 
monies of Life, and Reſpects of Converſation. 

Having thus given a general View of the Excellencies of this Comic 
Writer; we may venture to recommend him as a Pattern worthy the Imita- 
tion of the Dramatic Authors of our own Nation. He will inform them that 
in order to write ſo as both to pleaſure and profit others, they muſt read 
themſelves a little more. carefully than they are generally diſpos'd to do. 
That it is neceſſary for them to acquire ſome Knowledge of the Natural Pow- 
ers of the Humane Mind, to animadvert on the ſeveral Shapes and Garbs of the 
Paſſions, and to be acquainted with their own Characters before they draw 
thoſe of others. There's no way of knowing the Manners, or deſcribing the 
ſeveral Motions and Expreſſions of the different Humours and Paſſions of 
Mankind, without firſt making ſome previous Experiments of our own, and 
finding how we are affected in ſuch Circumſtances our ſelves, 


Viſa eft fi forte pecunia ; five 

Candida vicini ſubriſit molle puella, | 
Cor tibi rite ſalit? Pofitum eſt algente catino 
Durum olus, et populi cribro decuſſa farina : 
Tentemus fauces: Tenero latet ulcus in ore 


Putre, 
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Putre, quod haud deceat plebeid radere betd. 
Ages, cum excuſſit membris tremor albus ariſtas : 
Wane face ſuppofins forveſeit fanguis, et ird 


Scintillant ci w— Perf. Sat. 3. 


Here we find our venerable Bard and Philoſopher repreſenting Avarice, Love, 
Fear, Anger, and the like Affections of the Mind, as having their Corre- 
ſpondent Mujcles in the Face and the Limbs but how can an Author be ca- 
pable of diſtinguiſhing which theſe are, or painting em juſtly, without Self- 
Tnſþ-ion and Obſervation. | 
 Miliere will farther adviſe 'em to be a little more ſparing of their Hu- 
mour and Mirth too: The Poets of our Days are too laviſb of every thing 
but good Senſe and good Manners ; their Fools are ſo exuberantly Witty, and 
their Buffcons ſo very Drell ; their men of Wit fo full of Scandal, and their 


fine Gentlemen ſo extremely Lewd, that Truth, Modeſty, and Virtue, are 
all put to flight by them. But ſurely this is not to write Ridicule, but to write 


ridiculouſly. To laugh without Reaſon is the mark of a Fool, and to 
laugh againſt it the Pleaſure of a Knave : To rally without Regard to Per- 
ſons and Things is Ribaldry and IIl-manners, and to be ſatirical on Virtue 
and Order is being a Satyr not a Poet. Vicious Satisfactions are not pro- 
perly Pleaſures. Delight adryiniſter'd at the Expence of Virtue, how charming 

ſo ever, is paid too dear for. Nimium enim Riſits pretium eſt, fi Probitatis Impen- 
dio conſtat. It it is no ſufficient Vindication to ſay, that tis only qnaintain- 
ing their Characters to make a looſe Fellow talk lewdly, and a rude Fel- 
low unmannerly : Every thing that is in Nature is not proper for the Stage, 
tho' never ſo well counterfeited. To repreſent Bridewell or Billingsgate, a 
Brothel or an Hoſpital, would not be altogether ſo agreeable. The great 
and moſt neceſſary part of a Poet, is to learn well to diſtinguiſh what is 
beautiful in Nature from what is deform'd, to chooſe the Good and to refuſe 
the Evil; And laſtly, to carry this Memorandum always along with him, that 
a Play without a Moral, without the Imitation of Juſtice and Inſtruction to 
Life, is a mercenary and ſcandalous Undertaking. 


ESSAY 
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High in th Atherial Vault Orion glows, 
And ver the Heav'ns a radiant Luſtre throws ; 
Refulgent ſhines amidſt the ſtarry Train, 
By Men rever'd a Huntſman on the Plain : 
See Frederick thus thro' Trafts of Glory fteer, 
And with diurnal Bountics mark the Year ; 
To gild for ever Fame's immortal Roll, 
See Rays of Goodneſs ſtreaming from bis Soul. 


STAG-CHACE in WinDsoR ForrsrT. 
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HERE is a Thing much talked of, little underſtood, and leſs practi- 

ſed, and that is GENEROSIT V. This is the moſt noble as well as 

moſt endearing Quality that any one can poſſeſs, As the Exerciſe 
of Humadity is as truly a Gratification of our natural Appetites as any other 
Action that is the Cauſe of Pleaſure to us, ſo it is likewiſe a Gratification of 
thoſe Appetites that are the higheſt and moſt refined we have, and conſe- 
quently the Dclight ariſing from thence muſt be of the moſt exquiſite and 
exalted Reliſh. 

And as it is the higheſt Satisfaction a human Creature is capable of, it is 
. alſo the higheſt Priviledge and Diſtinction of Wealth and Station. Tis a 
Sign of Sufficiency, Superfluity, and Power, and includes ſomething like 
Perfection in it. He that does great and generous Actions looks like a full 
Being, whoſe Stores are not wholly exhauſted upon itſelf; but, like a ſwel- 
ling Stream, when it has fill'd its own Channel, overflows its Banks, and 
relieves the Barrenneſs of the neighbouring Grounds, 

And yet, after all that can be ſaid of the Amiableneſs and Dignity of 
this Virtue, it is ſeldom poſſeſs' d, or, at leaſt, carry'd into Action by 
any but the middle Sort of People. Thoſe of Fortune and Power look up- 
on themſclves, too often, as rais'd above the Species itſelf, and fancy 'tis a 
leſſening to the Stature of their Being to appear acquainted with, or mov'd 
by the Neceſſities of thoſe beneath them. 80 unaccountable is the Inſo- 
lence of Men, that they won't let the Returns of Hunger and Thirit, which 
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even thoſe in the higheſt Affluence feel, convince them that He who is the 
beſt accommodated, is in the ſame Claſs of natural Neceflity, with him that 
void of all Accommodation. | | 

This Forgetfulneſs of their natural Impotence and Want generally en- 
_ creaſes in Men in Proportion to the Height of their Station, and when the 
higheſt of all is their Lot, then it becomes their very Characteriſtick: They 
then vainly imagine themſelves free from the Wants and Imperfections that 
inferior Mortals are clog'd with, look upon themſelves no longer as Members 
of human Society, but conceive that they are inveſted with a Kind of Di- 
vinity. Under this Notion they wrap themſelves up in their own Sufficien- 
cy; SELF is eſtabliſhed abſolute in their Breaſt, and they live, as it — 
ſhould ſeem in their own Eyes, to be ſerved, and not to ſerve, This is, 
indeed, but the natural Conſequence of the Principles which the Great Men 
and Rulers in moſt countries are bred up in; for when they are taught to 
think that whole Nations are only made for the dignifying, the Pride, and 
the Pleaſure of one Man, and not that Man for the Protection and Good of 
thoſe Nations, no wonder if they regard all about them in no other Senſe 
than as they are inſtrumental towards the Accompliſhment of their Will 
and Deſires, 

It is, therefore, to be lamented as the Unhappineſs of the World, that 
Crowned Heads have too often callous Harts, and that a Fellow-fecling with 
others in their Calamities is never ſuffer'd ſaucily to intrude on Royal 
Repoſe. 

| But the ingenious Hut bor of the Motto, which I have placed at the Head 
of theſe Reflections, points us out a Prince, who, in his Progreſs to a Crown, 
is as eminent for his daily, I may ſay hourly, Acts of Munificence, Libe- 
rality, Benevolence, Compaſſion, and every Thing elſe of the humain and 
ſocial Kind, as for his high Birth and Royal Dignity. 

And ſtill more eminent, in regard that thoſe Acts are well known to ſpring, 
not from a Principle of inconſiderate Laviſhneſs, or a bare Intention of ingra- 
tiating himſelf with the Million, but from a Delicacy, and a Sincerity of 
Affection; accordingly it is not ſeen to break out in glaring Acts of popular 
Profuſeneſs, ſcattering its Favours it knows not why, or making its Acts of 
Genetoſity ſubſervient to reproachable Purpoſes ; but is always exerted upon 
juſt Occaſions, and ſtreams forth in Inſtances of ſubſtantial Service. 

There is a very great Difference, tho' not commonly taken notice of, be- 
tween Goodneſs and Good-Nature : the latter is rather a Temper than a Virtue ; 
and he that poſſeſſes it, is more indebted to his Conſtitution, than to a right 
way of thinking for it. This Quality, therefore, tho' it may overflow in 
Acts of Liberality, generally appears in various Shapes of Weakneſs and Ex- 
trayagance, being more ſtudious to gratify than to ſerve Mankind. But 


Goodneſs 
* Richard Pawney, Eſq; | 
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Goodneſs riſes from a variable Temper to a regu : Virtue; and ſuffers. no- 
thing to ſhare its Favours but real Worth or real Want. Tis from this truly 
amiable and godlike Quality, that the numberleſs Inſtances of that Prince's 
Beneficence manifeſtly flow. What refreſhing Showers, then, of deſcend- 
ing Bleſſings ? What a Series of Actions for our Welfare and Proſperity may 
we 244 10 ? | | 
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ien Time ſhall Fame to Britiſh Annals bring, 
PE) When all the' Prince ſhall heighten in the King. 


To borrow two more Lines * chat elegant Piece, to which I am in- 
debted for my Motto. 9 40 

A Monarch ſhould be the HEART as well as the Hr ap of tha Body- 
Politic, and whilſt, like the one, he preſides and governs, He ought like, the 
ether, to ſend forth kindly Streams of Bounty and Generoſity, to cheriſh wy 
warm its various Members. A Prince's exerting this Virtue is indeed 
perly ſpeaking, nothing more than circulating the Means of it, and the 
ſtronger the Heart beats, and the fuller the Stream is that it emits, in more 
Abundance and with greater Alacrity the generous Fluid returns to /upply it 
anew, 

The Cares of a Sovereign in this Caſe, muſt be certainly OR and with- 
out Intermiſſion, but then he is greatly recompenſed for them. His Fatigues 

are repaid with the Love and Veneration of his People, a Gratification of no 
- ſmall Price to a noble Mind! The Happineſs of Prince and Subject, by this 
Means becomes mutual, and they both enhance each other's Satisfaction. 

The glorious Prerogative indeed, which raiſes a Sovereign above the Level 
of meer Mortals, and renders him the proper Object of Veneration, is his 
extenſive Power of doing Good. He can make whole Nations feel the Emo- 
tions of his Heart, and gladden Millions when he determines aright; be- 
cauſe he can paſs his Reſolutions into Action. He needs but 1h, : to bleſs, 
and intend Good, to do it. 

How glorious, how defirable muſt that Condition be, that Goraiſheb a 
Man with conſtant Opportunities of doing exemplary Inſtances; of heroic 
Goodneſs? In providing Reftraints for the Vicious, Rewards for the Vir- 
tuous, Encouragement for the Induſtrious, and in propagating Knowledge, 
Arts and Sciences thro' the Land. The Throne of a Prince that lays him 
ſelf out in ſuch a Way, is eſtabliſhed in the Hearts of his Subjects: IIis 
Voice is the Voice of a People, and his Majeity is not a Phantom, but the 
united Strength of the whole Community. 


E IN D of the Fixsr Voruux. 
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